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Sinful touch 


by Jokers Wild 


One instance of misplaced faith in a life long friend and Stiles' life was changed forever, 
there was no going back to being human. No magic pill or fairytale ending that would see 
him turning into a real boy again, no, now he was nothing but this vile thing... This creature 
that hungered for things that Stiles recoiled from, things Stiles tried in vain to escape. Faced 
with a new life of perpetual torture Stiles struggles to cope with the changes in life while 
living on the streets, that is until Peter Hale stumbles upon him in the most unlikely of 
places. It doesn't take long before Peter and Derek hunt for the wayward man determined to 
bring him back from the brink and show him that not all demons are evil. 


Notes 


This story has been in the works for months, like literally seven months or more so I'm so 
happy to finally be posting the first chapter. That said, I'm gonna do the big ole authors 


warning here and now so I can avoid further issues from people who read a chapter and 
then complain that their poor little mind was subjected to this filth. 


READ THE FUCKING TAGS!!! 

I can't even get into all the things that will take place in this story, but the major points that 
I think will be triggering for people would be the fact that Stiles has a vagina, there is lots 
of sex in many different ways, and the amount of vulgar language is astounding in this one. 
There is the ever present talk of rape and gender identity issues, dysphoria and the like so if 
you're sensitive to any of that DON'T READ IT. Otherwise I hope you all enjoy the story as 
much as I have writing it. 


Club Nightshade 


There were many clubs for the supernatural, ones that many humans didn’t even realize were there. 
They mistook them as a regular nightclub until they were either taken home to be fucked by some 
eager creature, fed on, or included into their world by some attachment, most likely from being 
fucked. The clubs weren’t really for social calls but plenty of business was had there, offers, trades. 
Things that were underhanded and below the more affluent members of the supernatural society. 
That was probably why Peter found himself entering the club, he paid the fee nodding his head to 
the bouncer who he easily scented as a wolf. They did make great bodyguards and in this case 
bouncers, to each their own, he figured an Alpha must run the place to have free-standing wolves 
around but no matter. So long as Peter didn’t cross paths with them or strike a nerve they’d get 
along just fine, just like the rowdy group of wolves in the corner who were drunk off of wolfsbane 
alcohol. 


Shaking his head, the wolf continued deeper still. He smirked at the sight of one of the strippers, 
by the looks and sounds, a siren. Cute. He passed by, leaving the stupified humans to gawk at the 
naked sirens form and pay her outlandish sums to continue to hear her sing. One did have to love 
the manner in which their society could fool the humans, such supernatural gifts that earned them 
paychecks all while not arousing suspicion. 


Entering what was known as the black room, Peter quietly nodded to the bouncers. Two this time, 
both clearly ready and willing to step in if things took a turn for any of the creatures who were 
supplicating themselves to the humans or in the odd scenarios their own kind. 


Peter never participated, but he did so love to watch. Seeing a human get fucked by a wolf, 
unknowing of what they were getting themselves into was fun. Seeing a human fuck a selkie even 
better. It was all good and fun as he sat down against the wall, there were booths with closed 
curtains for private affairs. Workers who were paid especially well to take on certain clientele for 
the sake of business. Peter had caught sight of quite a few of those delicacies and as much as he 
would like to see how things turned out in that little show he had yet to foot the bill for such a 
thing. 


His eyes went towards tonight's show, a very eager man was about to lose his virginity if Peter’s 
nose could be correct. How cute. He smirked, hiding his fangs when he saw who it was that was 
going to be deflowering the idiot. There was no doubt the man would get his money's worth, would 
enjoy his time, and definitely lose his virginity it was just that he might not really remember it 
afterward. Peter tilted his head to the side catching one of the bouncer's gazes and raised a brow, 
the man smirked in return. Ah, so everyone was in on the joke. 


Twisting back around, Peter watched on as the human sat in a chair before the audience, the 
voluptuous form of his soon to be bed partner was taking off what limited clothing she’d had on to 
begin with. The woman was wearing a blindfold, but the spotting down her spine was proof 
enough of what she was, Peter smirked as he heard the stupid boy ask why she had her eyes 
covered, her reply of it was for when he came had the idiot clamming up. 


Obviously finding out you were going to fuck someone was reason enough not to be wary of some 
woman hiding her eyes mysteriously. Sighing at how stupid humans could be when clearly 
surrounded by predators, Peter crossed his legs and watched on as the man got his wish, a sexy 
woman on his cock. 


Not surprisingly it didn’t take long, the woman hardly had to work to get the human ready to spill 
himself in front of the eager crowd, though Peter had to say the woman put on a good show with all 


her moans and groaning, lord knew she probably wasn’t even close to coming. But part of her job 
was acting and so she acted, when the time came for the boy to finally become a man the woman 
ripped off her blindfold a dark grin on her face as she the boys’ eyes with her own right as he came 
inside her. She moaned at the sensation but grinned while climbing off of the man’s lap his wilted 
cock laying against his thigh as the woman ignored the seed trailing down her thigh. “I hope you 
enjoyed yourself.” She replaced the blindfold and was gently escorted off stage by a worker at the 
club. The audience was in full bloom talking about the event and never the wiser when the boy 
stumbled off the stage cock still out and clueless as to why. 


“Ah, the Glawackus such a beauty shame he won’t remember her.” Peter chuckled as he tilted his 
head forward to watch the boy go through the doorway and earn a ruckus of laughter from 
stumbling in with his cock out. Shaking his head Peter sat back and waited for the next show, his 
ears idly picking up someone in a booth nearby. The hushed whispers even among the supernatural 
proved that this was a conversation meant for few ears, a funny thing considering that there were 
quite a few creatures present who might overhear. 


“That’s what I hear.” 
“No way a real succubus?” 


“Yeah, apparently he comes in here a couple times a month, gives the bar all the cash his tips earn 
him just so he can fuck someone.” 


A snort. “Well, duh he needs to...Eat.” 


Peter tilted his head to the side intrigued, no sane succubus was going to waltz into a place like 
this, full of nothing but tempestuous meals and threatening predators that wouldn’t take kindly to 
their encroaching upon their own prey. Unless it was an old one he supposed, they were fierce 
creatures, but if it was old why would it settle for this lot? A well-seasoned succubus would have 
established a good feeding ground for itself. Frowning at the mystery laid before him Peter listened 
to see if he might gleam when this elusive succubus might come, he hadn’t seen one in person for 
many years and the memory was fond. Peter wouldn’t mind paying the fee to have a night with one 
and as a wolf, he’d have ample energy to feed the thing a win-win as it were. 


“Randal said it only comes in every couple weeks, like it’s not quite eager to be here or whatever 
but the moment it gets in and starts fucking those humans it's right as rain.” Laughter was sparked 
between the group. 


“He’s starving you, idiot.” 
“Yeah what for? Ain’t no shortage of humans.” 


The grumbles that were had, the speculations bored Peter. He rose giving a small glance to the 
show before shrugging. He’d seen it before, turning to head towards the door he waved the 
bouncer off as he came to stand just beside him. “The owner of the bar, where might I find him?” 


The wolves shifted unsettled by the request from another wolf. “Why?” The younger growled. 


Peter smiled not taking the subtle rudeness to heart. “I wanted to pay the fee for one of the private 
guests you have.” 


The wolves blinked, looked at each other, and then snorted. “You don’t need the boss for that.” 
One pointed across the room. “Go talk to Esmy, she’ Il get you on the books.” 


“Ah, thank you.” Peter inclined his head and walked around the room to find this woman who was 


going to give him a wonderful night in the near future. Finding the woman was...Well, he hadn’t 
anticipated finding her riding some man behind her desk. Clearing his throat he glared at the 
human who told him to piss off, the woman bouncing on his cock however was able to do 
business, both of them it would seem. 


“Who you want and when?” The woman asked in only a slightly raised tone as the man continued 
to fuck her from behind was panting and sweating. 


Peter sighed, how lovely, a human using all his strength to fuck a wolf and barely getting her to 
breathe hard. Peter felt sorry for her but moved on. “I have heard you have an elusive guest from 
time to time.” Peter sent a curious look to the human and a pointed one to the wolf. 


“Yeah?” She tilted her head. “What kind of guest?” 


Peter frowned, was this pathetic human really aware of the supernatural? “I believe this guest is 
special.” He intoned sharply. 


“Like your fuckin head.” The man laughed as he continued to plow into the wolf. “Take a hint, no 
one here’s all that grand. Easy maybe.” 


Peter raised a brow to the wolf when she glared back at him though the look was clearly towards 
the male servicing her. “Must you? You’re above this.” She smirked back at him. 


“Doing a favor.” 
“I pity you all the more.” 


She chuckled before pushing back throwing the man off of her to straighten her askew bra and 
shirt, tucking her breasts away and fixing her skirt turning abruptly when the human rose up with a 
complaint. “I got business sugar, go into booth three, be there in a minute.” She winked. The 
human huffed, glared at Peter but stalked off into the third booth. 


Peter raised a brow. “Now you’re going to have to entertain him longer.” 


The woman picked up a black book from the desk and snorted. “Not likely Maizy’s in there...He 
won’t remember jack shit.” She opened it and looked up with a smile as Peter chuckled at the 
woman’s little ploy. “So who?” 


“Succubus.” Peter blinked when the woman snapped the book closed and set it down shaking her 
head a firm glare in place as she pointed to the door and demanded. “Get out.” 


“A-I’m sorry?” Peter blinked in surprise when the female wolf glared her eyes flaring. 
“Get out.” 


Peter sighed, he hated humans, it had to have been humans. “I overheard wrong then, I mean no 
offense-” 


“He’s not here to fuck for fun.” She spat. 


“Just necessity.” Peter tilted his head before prompting the woman. “So I heard...Surely a wolf 
would be better to eat than a human, they can’t keep up unless they’re trying to kill particular 
humans.” He shrugged, that was always something to consider. Revenge was an easy thing when 
all you had to do was sleep with someone. 


The wolf looked uncomfortable. “He prefers it that way...Wolves can’t be glamoured.” 


Peter snorted at the woman’s misinformation. “I assure you we can its rather easy for their kind, I 
dare say almost as easy as fucking-” 


“He’s young.” 


Oh. Well then. “I see...Fresh from his nest then.” Peter shrugged, he had no interest in fucking 
something that young. Supernatural beings might have a different opinion on age requirements for 
sex but even Peter had his limits. 


“No...No nest.” The woman bit her lip a moment before adding. “He turned.” 


“Turned?” The glare he got for asking that question had Peter frowning, that made no sense, 
everyone knew that Succubi were made, bred from other succubi and whatever creature they 
fornicated with. Sex magic created sex magic as it were. 


She nodded. “He turned...He won’t talk about it but that’s what he is. He’s only here every couple 
weeks and that's only so he doesn’t die, that’s it.” 


“Surely that’s not enough.” 
She shrugged her shoulders, offering up. “I think he just comes here cause it's safe.” 


Peter laughed at the outrageous conclusion she’d come to. “Safe? There are how many predators in 
here sweetheart? A young succubus like him wouldn’t favor such an environment.” 


“One that’s been around wolves all his life would.” 


Admittedly that startled him, a succubus who had been raised by wolves? What had the world 
come to? “Fine.” He cleared his throat trying to come up with some way to avoid any further 
embarrassments on his part. “Inform him that Id like to be his meal for the evening, l’ 1l make a far 
better partner regardless of whatever humans he can find here.” 


The female wolf smirked. “He doesn’t work for us.” 


Peter growled under his breath beginning to get fed up with the girl's attitude and constant 
workaround, the small flare of his blue eyes at least startled her a bit. Yes, being marked a killer 
did that. “Then how pray tell do I get into contact with him?” 


“You can’t...No one knows where he lives. We don’t have his number or anything, he just shows 
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up. 
Sighing, Peter asked. “Any set schedule? Day of the month? Time?” 


She shook her head. “If he comes it’s later in the night, close to closing time he doesn’t want to be 
seen and...Well, it's easier to entice humans.” 


Peter chuckled, yes it would be after they were nice and drunk any inhibitions would go out the 
window. “Fine.” He gave a nod, looked over to curtain three as she did the man who had been 
futilely trying to fuck her came tumbling out, the Glawackus smirked back at them sunglasses on to 
block her heated gaze. 


“I do hope he got his money's worth.” Peter grinned. 


“Doesn’t matter if he did or didn’t, he won’t remember shit.” The wolves shared an amused look 


before Peter took his leave, he needed to make arrangements so he might be free to wait for this 
tantalizing little treat. Something about the idea of bedding a succubus was altogether arousing and 
not just because they were a sex demon. 


KOKK K KK K K K ok 


Peter spent the majority of his evenings at the club, idly watching whatever free show was going 
on and enjoying a nice beverage all while silently judging the humans that came in to get their 
rocks off. He had managed to build a bit of repore with the bouncers, fellow wolves after all, even 
if there was no hope of ever being in a pack with them they could share a funny joke here or there. 
They were well aware of who he was waiting for, word had circulated around the club as to why he 
had suddenly chosen to ramp up his visits. Peter had to admit being flung into a curtained area by 
an Alpha hadn’t been the best way this evening could have gone. 


Peter backed up into the table the ruby eyes and dark growl had Peter swallowing. “Whatever 
offense you’ ve taken to my being here I can assure you I have no intention of harming your pack.” 
He said this mostly because he was cornered and he knew his eyes had flared. Blue eyes didn’t 
build trust that easily, not even among wolves. 


“I know why you’re here.” The Alpha hissed. “You wanna fuck the boy.” 


“B-Boy?” Peter scrunched up his nose. “I was under the impression that he was an adult... Or I 
should say not a child.” 


The Alpha snorted as the Beta tried to make distinctions. “Compared to us he’s a boy.” The Alpha 
pressed in tightly making Peter step further back against the table to stay well out of the man’s own 
space. It didn’t stop the Alpha from pressing in. “I’m warning you now wolf.” 


“Peter.” 
“T m warning you, come back here hunting for him-” 


“I simply thought I'd be a better meal,” Peter interjected quickly, the Alpha’s gaze was hard but he 
hadn’t attacked. “We’re far sturdier than your...Normal guests correct?” A pause was had before a 
small nod was given. “So it would make sense that if he is starving he’d get a better meal from the 
likes of me.” 


“Why do you want to fuck him so badly?” 


The man’s critical gaze had Peter answering honestly and not just because he knew lying would get 
him claws in his throat again. “I’m curious... ve met his kind before and they’re quite pretty...Or I 
should say alluring. I’d very much like to meet one, up close as it were. I’ve never gotten the 
chance to talk to one, and offering to be a meal is a good introduction no?” 


The Alpha snorted. “Fucking isn’t really a hardship on you.” 


Peter shrugged back at the Alpha, it would go without saying that no wolf had issues in the 
bedroom. “It’s not, but the impression I’ ve gotten thus far is that he isn’t fond of it.” The Alpha 
sighed, taking a step back which prompted the ever-curious Peter into muttering. “So it’s true.” 


“He’s repulsed.” 


Peter opened his eyes wider at the strange announcement. “Re-Repulsed? It's their nature.” 


Shaking his head the Alpha replied. “For those born it is, it's like breathing no different than us 
chasing after the moon... But he wasn’t born.” 


“T still can’t fathom how that works, succubi are made from sex magic everyone knows this.” 
“Yeah... Thought the same thing.” The Alpha huffed irritably. “Until he showed me.” 


Peter frowned. “Showed you?” Peter tensed when the man lifted up a clawed hand, the implication 
hitting home. “Oh...Well, that’s a rather invasive measure of telling the truth.” 


The Alpha grinned around his fangs not exactly upset upon seeing the Beta's wariness towards his 
claw-tipped hand. “I said the same thing...He wanted to be believed.” 


“But we can hear lies.” 


“He wanted...More.” The Alpha shook his head, even he didn’t get it. “Point is, he pays or has paid 
to come here off the books to sate his hunger.” 


“He paid you.” Peter pointed to the wolf in a bored tone. “Isn’t having a sex demon coming around 
good for business?” The growl he earned himself had Peter snapping his mouth shut. 


“He paid me for the inconvenience of him slipping up. He’s killed a few, not on purpose...It gets 
messy.” The Alpha looked away a heated expression on his face. 


“Cause he’s new and doesn’t have control...Like a baby.” The sharp look he got had Peter shaking 
his head. “I meant metaphorically, succubi mature fast...If he truly was turned somehow then this is 
all new. A steep learning curve I would imagine, look at wolves.” He huffed even as he 
remembered his adventures in Beacon Hills. 


“Yeah, well our Beta’s don’t have a tendency to fuck people to death.” 


Peter snorted at the absurdity. “That would be rather awkward for Alpha’s to deal with...How does 
he pay yo-Ack.” Peter grimaced as he was suddenly on the table an iron hand wrapped around his 
throat. 


“How do you think he pays me?!” The Alpha growled down at the prone form. “The money those 
filth pay him...The ones that live anyway and whatever job he does have. He wants nothing to do 
with this, to have sex like this. He hates himself and I have half a mind to put the poor wretch out of 
his misery...It's bad enough to have those rats come chasing in after him from rumors but I'm not 
going to put up with strays.” 


Peter grimaced as he was snarled at, yes that did paint a rather depressing image, didn’t it? “Why 
haven’t you?” He managed to croak out as the Alpha’s hand had pulled back just a hair. "Why 
haven't you put him down if it's so reprehensible?" 


Glaring down at the prone figure the Alpha replied. “I don’t know.” Releasing the Beta and 
standing back from the table, the Alpha informed Peter. “He’s not here to get pleasure from this, 
he’s here to feed himself. You want to skulk around and try to get yourself screwed by a succubus 
fine, but I’m not saving you, and if you hurt him-” 


Peter held up his hands at once already well aware of what precarious ground he was standing on. 
“T promise, nothing he doesn’t want.” The growl was the last thing he got before the Alpha 
stormed away. Sagging against the table, Peter reached up to rub at his throat. Whoever this little 


devil was, he’d made quite a few powerful friends. That didn’t, however, make up for the sense of 
unease that crawled throughout Peter knowing that they hated themselves so much as to starve 
themselves. It would seem he had some research to do as the simple notion of turning into a 
succubus made no sense to him. Pushing his way out of the curtain Peter sighed when the woman 
who governed the curtains smiled back at him. “Pay up.” 


“For your Alpha accosting me?” She held out her hand, sighing Peter pulled out his wallet. “How 
much?” 


“Well...He’s an Alpha so that’s a prime piece of meat.” 


Peter chuckled, giving the woman an amused look. “I see and does your Alpha approve of you 
saying such things?” 


“My Alpha likes getting paid.” 
Fair. Peter asked again. “How much?” 
“Hundred.” 


Not as bad as he was expecting, Peter, handed over the bills and with a nod headed for the door. He 
glared when the bouncers snickered at him. “Oh do go fuck that Glawackus would you?” 


KKK KKK K 


Stiles forced a weak smile as the back door was opened for him. “Thanks.” His hands shook as he 
pulled his hoodie tighter upon himself. He ignored the pitying look the bouncer gave him, he knew 
just how horrible he looked. Thankfully for the low price of his soul, he could glamour himself 
into something fuckable, get fed, and leave to hate himself all the more in quiet. 


Stiles leaned against a nearby wall, trying to catch his breath despite having only walked a few 
blocks there. He’d really pushed it this time, waiting far too long out of sheer desperation to not 
have to go through with this yet again. Stiles’ hand tightened in his hoodie crinkling the fabric as 
he grit his teeth. 


“Come on love, let's get you something to drink.” Stiles looked up and gave a small smile to Reena 
upon finding the woman standing there. He hadn't noticed her but his lack of concentration wasn't 
shocking given how weak he was, nodding and allowing the woman to slowly draw him away to 
the changing rooms all of the dancers, performers, and...well, hookers not that he was much 
different. The club entertained lots of people in lots of different ways, he was just lucky enough 
that the wolf pack who ran the whole thing took pity enough to let him use it as his feeding ground. 


Stiles fell heavily into the nearest chair his body quaking to such a degree that Stiles wasn’t sure if 
he had the energy to get back up. The man didn’t have to worry about that at the moment as Reena 
came back with a steaming cup of tea, sighing as his hands wrapped around it Stiles smiled 
earnestly at the woman. “Thanks.” He cradled the cup to himself and ignored how his hands shook 
enough to jostle the tea inside. 


“I added sugar.” 


Stiles smirked, ah the age-old trick to make him not look like a crack addict. “Thanks.” Blowing on 


it a bit he took a small sip and sighed as it warmed his bones. He smiled faintly to the woman as 
she sat across from him a worried expression on her face. “I’m okay.” They both knew that was a 
lie but part of the reason Stiles loved Reena so much was that the woman didn’t tell him what they 
already knew. 


“Yeah love, you enjoy your tea...When you’re ready we got room number four lined up for you.” 


Stiles nodded his head, curling his hands tighter around his cup of tea as if it was his lifeline. It 
kinda was, that last little barrier between who he was and what he had become. Taking a sharp 
breath, Stiles threw the rest of the tea back. It was scalding but that was fine, it wasn’t as if it 
would kill him. He gave a small bitter chuckle at that before setting the cup aside and getting up. 
His legs shook but held him, his hands were a bit steadier, the small reprieve the sugar would give 
him wouldn’t last long. He needed to get something to eat, so with his gut roiling just at the 
thought of what he had to do, Stiles made the short journey to the door that lead into the black 
room. He smiled pitifully to the bouncer the wolf gently opened the door and reminded him. 


“Four.” 


Stiles nodded, heading out into the dark recess’ of the room and skirting his way around the hordes 
watching on as Menzy had her way with one of her clients on stage. Stiles almost wished her little 
ability worked on him, alright he did wish that but it didn’t so there was no point in wishing. 
Sighing, the man entered the booth and put on a fake smile to the stranger who was there waiting 
for him. 


“A-Are you...Uh...Something special too?” 


Stiles smiled giving a chuckle, god this idiot had no idea. “Yeah. I’m special.” The bitterness that 
laced his voice wasn’t caught by the eager fool, Stiles forced himself to follow suit when the man 
began to pull at his pants eager for their little rondevue. Swallowing tightly Stiles pulled off his 
hoodie he knew he didn’t look the part, well...He did seeing as he’d glamoured himself to look like 
he was wearing nothing but a leather corset and some very tight leather pants. Far better to give the 
man the illusion that the real thing that lurked beneath his bulky clothes. 


Stripped down, naked and all the more vulnerable than ever before, Stiles slinked his way up to sit 
on the man’s lap. Smiling as he stared back at the awed human, oh how he used to look like that at 
things like him. “Ready?” He teased in a coy manner despite feeling nothing but sickness pooling 
in his gut. 


The man gave an eager nod. “Y-Yeah.” 


Stiles reached out his hand, holding the man’s cheek in place as he leaned down and kissed him. 
Letting his mind flow into a far better space than what he was being forced to do just to stay alive. 
For all his brain knew this was someone he loved, someone he really loved and then this was 
alright. He was having this with someone he loved, Stiles had to fight back the tears as he let 
himself reach down to caress the man’s hardening sex, it wouldn’t take long to have the man 
ready, it never did. Pulling back to stare into the wow’d expression on the man’s face, Stiles 
smiled. “At least one of us is gonna have a happy ending.” The man laughed not even 
understanding the circumstances of the saying but taking it as a joke. Stiles bit his lip adjusted 
himself on the man’s lap and with a shaky breath smiled and let himself take the plunge as he’d 
done so many times before. The feeling of the other man’s cock pressing into him had Stiles 
shuddering and as much as he would have liked to say it was from disgust it wasn’t. A part of him 
sang in relief at the penetration, knowing what it meant. Food. 


Stiles adjusted himself on the man’s lap, acquainted himself to the feeling of the man’s cock as it 


settled inside him. Swallowing back the feelings of self-loathing, Stiles began to grind his hips 
down into the man who gasped. Yeah, he knew, he was quite the catch cause apparently succubus’ 
were meant to make everything feel a hundred times better, part of the deal with being a sex 
demon. So to this stupid man, he was fucking this was the best lay of his life, shame it wouldn’t be 
that way for Stiles. The man’s cock wasn’t even typical of the others he’d had to fuck, below 
average in length and girth, and brought about it a startling sadness knowing Stiles now had a good 
range to compare this guy to. 


Smiling back to his client despite feeling the urge to vomit, Stiles continued to grind down on the 
man ignoring the itchy sensation deep in his gut, in his core that wanted this man deeper, harder. 
That wouldn’t be happening, one cause ew, and two cause this guy literally didn’t have the type of 
dick to satisfy him. Then again, no one seemed to. Stiles tilted his head back gritting his teeth as he 
upped the urgency as he bounced on the man’s lap driving the man’s twitching cock in and out of 
him earning hearty panting that made Stiles feel all the more disgusted with himself. Like a piece 
of meat that this man was using, well, turn about was fair play. Stiles was using the guy too and as 
the man grew closer and closer to coming the itch inside him grew stronger, his body knew what 
was coming. That at long last it was going to be fed and it was clawing for it, hungry after so long, 
ravenous but Stiles had known that all along, it was part of the reason that if someone looked at 
him without his glamour on they’d see how deplorable of a state Stiles had allowed himself to 
become. A wraith-like creature, hollow, lifeless. 


Stiles closed his eyes tightly, his fangs biting into the sides of his cheeks as prepared himself for 
what was to come, he had to hold back. He had too! He couldn’t just feast off of this one guy, it 
would kill him and Stiles had enough blood on his hands. Stiles' eyes flew open when the man 
groaned his own hips arching up into the succubus as he came. Stiles whined, biting his lip as the 
energy that spewed from the man’s cock came flooding into his ravenous body. He sucked harsh 
breaths as he focused hard on not pulling the man’s life essence. It was so damn hard, he was so 
hungry and it was so close. He was right there but Stiles managed to hold out, barely, he slumped 
forward on the man as the man finished. He’d done it, he hadn’t killed the guy, he’d rode out his 
orgasm and fed a little. Stiles got up in haste, the man’s spendings already settling heavily in him, 
pooling and dripping down his thighs as he panted. Sharp little claws clawing at his own arm 
anxiously as he cleared his throat to the dazed man. “I-I hope I was good.” 


“B-Bbsst.” 


Yeah, he’d heard that before. “They’ Il take care of you upfront.” Stiles looked away sharply as the 
man stumbled to his feet barely having the presence of mind to tuck his flaccid dick away. Stiles 
leaned heavily on the table that had been pushed off to the side. His body tremored with need, that 
little taste he’d gotten was nothing, a blip on the radar of a ravenous beast. Stiles gave a silent sob, 
if he wanted to go home full he’d have to entertain quite a few more guests that night. Looking 
down to his painted thighs, Stiles lunged forward to the trashcan that Menzy always provided him. 
He lurched his stomach heaving as he lost the tea Reena had so lovingly offered him. Shivering as 
he clutched tightly to the garbage can Stiles closed his eyes and wondered all again why this had 
happened to him. Why was he so evil? 


Outcast 


Chapter Summary 


Peter finally gets to meet the succubus only to discover that it isn't some gorgeous 
woman he is to spend the night with, but rather a familiar face who runs leaving a 
confused wolf in his wake. 


Chapter Notes 


Thank you to all the wonderful people who left comments, I hope you all enjoy this 
chapter and FAIR WARNING there is the semi-graphic description of baby death? It's 
like a textbook example if that makes any sense. Anyways, I hope you all enjoy this 
week's chapter. 


Peter nodded to the bouncers as he walked into the black room only to balk when his elbow was 
snatched up. He raised a brow to the threatening action of one of the bouncers. “Yes?” 


“He’s here tonight.” 


Peter smirked, finally he'd get the chance to speak with the elusive creature and in a more 
pleasurable manner given that he was to be its meal. “I see, and just-” 


“Wait your turn.” The other bouncer snipped tightly. 


Peter appraised them, both were radiating nothing but anger. Ah, best to keep things calm then he 
didn’t wish to be kicked out by a protective pack of wolves. He inclined his head. “Where would it 
be best for me to wait?” One of the wolves pointed to a side bench. “And how will I know-” A 
sharper point. “Yes, well.” Peter walked off the moment he was released, letting out a small breath 
once he was seated. 


The sights, scents, and sounds around him didn’t lend Peter to hearing just which moaning was a 
succubus, though he did pick up a new scent. One that was wrapped in the loveliest of perfumes, a 
natural beauty and something Peter would love to roll around in. Pure sinful sex. He’d found the 
succubus, Peter licked his lips but made sure he was watching the show while doing so that way 
the bouncers might think he was aroused by it and not the horrendous thoughts going through his 
brain. He wished to talk to the succubus, of course, but he also wanted to have a turn with the 
delicious entity that was made simply for the more carnal delights this world had to offer. 


A sharp groan from one of the curtains followed by a small hiss had Peter frowning, an odd noise. 
Hissing was normally related to cats or reptiles he supposed, as of yet, he’d seen neither in this 
club. Not surprising as neither were very valued in the community given their penchant to kill 
those around them. Still, hearing what sounded like a cat hissing at a man clearly reaching his 
climax was odd. He glanced to the bouncers but they were watching things elsewhere. Hm, a 
mystery for another day. 


Peter sat back, waiting, minutes ticked by and then a disturbance. The curtain of the fourth booth 
opened a hair allowing a clearly dazed and blissed-out figure to stumble out. Peter frowned, 
watching as one of the pack dragged the man out of the black room, yes if he had to guess booth 
four was where he was destined. He watched as a beautiful woman ducked into the booth, straining 
his ears but only hearing the woman speak, no one else despite her speaking kindly to what Peter 
now knew for certain was the succubus. 


“Its alright...[ know...I know, come on let's clean you up a bit.” A small sob was heard. “It’s 
alright sweetie... You’ ve done so well though, they’re all bumbling idiots.” A choked off laugh that 
turned into a sob. “A-Are you done for tonight?” 


Peter bit the inside of his mouth, he wanted to meet them at the very least. Even if they had fed 
enough, though given what he heard next it was clear that might not be true. 


“You’re still pale honey, I know you hate this...But you were so sick, you can’t do this to yourself. 
Come on, just one more alright? Please, just one more and then...Then Ill take you home, you can 
sleep with the pac-” Peter perked up when he heard the sounds of skin on skin, a slap right before a 
hiss. Peter canted his head around when he saw one of the bouncers strode forward quickly 
ducking into the booth as well. Peter rose only to still himself when a sub-vocal growl held him in 
place, he swallowed looking back at the other bouncer. He nodded slowly walking over to ask. 
“Are they alright?” 


“They’re fine.” 
Even as the man said this the two wolves heard the bouncer inside the booth. 


“None of that, we’re just trying to help. You don’t have to come home with us, we know you don’t 
like it.” Then in a more forceful tone talked to the woman. “You know better, he does-” 


“It's fine...’ m sorry...I just want to go.” 


Peter’s spine went taught his eyes widening when he heard the succubus’ voice. A voice he was 
sure he knew well but that made no sense coming from the likes of a sex demon. He took a step 
forward only to grimace as his arm was yanked back and a growl was felt on the air around him. 


“I know him.” Peter turned sharply to the growling wolf even as he heard the group in the booth 
finally submit to the succubus wanting to leave despite clearly not being fed. “I know him, he-He 
was a part of my pack.” 


The bouncer scowled. “Sure.” 
“He was human then.” Peter hissed before demanding. “Am I lying?!” 


The bouncer scowled, but before they could truly get into it their attentions went to the booth. A 
woman stepped out giving them appraising looks before she smiled at a form that came out 
followed shortly by the bouncer. 


Stiles. 


Peter wasn’t wrong, the succubus was Stiles, and however, confusing that conundrum brought him 
Peter couldn't hold back shouting. “Stiles!” 


Everything froze, the teen twisted sharply caught sight of the wolf who had called his name only to 
look utterly horrified and then ran. Peter lunged forward to give chase only to groan as he was 
thrown into a wall the screams of the humans meant nothing as he struggled out of the hole his 


body had made in the wall from the bouncer's violent reaction to him trying to give chase. 


Eager to chase after the teen Peter struggled to fight off the hasty blow, to find out what had 
happened, how this had happened. Peter never got a chance as the room turned to chaos, screaming 
human’s frantic supernaturals and a very angry wolf pack descending on him all while the 
succubus, Stiles got away. Peter twisted when he was pulled back the wolf barely having the time 
to note that this was going to hurt before he was decked in the head by a very pissed off Alpha. 
Peter was right, it hurt. 
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Groaning, Peter lifted his head up the throbbing in his head proved that his brain had met his skull 
violently, the blow to the head from the Alpha was the prime suspect. Looking up from where he 
was chained, ooh chains. Peter found a glaring Alpha and a few Beta’s including the bouncers he’d 
befriended, so much for friendships. 


“You lied.” 
“About?” Peter rasped. 


“You knew him, you were hunting for him.” The Alpha snarled, his shift falling over him with 
ease. 


Peter tensed at the threat there, an angry Alpha was never a good thing for Peter. “No.” He shook 
his head. “I knew him from my old pack when he was human. I didn’t even know he’d left them, 
let alone that... You said he turned, how? I found nothing about such things and I’d been looking in 
my curiosity about him.” 


“None of that matters.” One of the bouncers growled. “He won’t come back.” 
Peter blinked at the sudden change of conversation. “Excuse me?” 


“The last time he got spooked by an overbearing client he disappeared for a few months, we 
thought he died. Came back eventually but it was pretty obvious he’d been starving himself while 
on the streets. He knew you.” The bouncer growled lashing out at the wolf who had chased the 
succubus off. “And he clearly didn’t want to say hi, he won’t come back.” 


“They’re right.” The Alpha snarled back at Peter. “He won’t and we’re his food source.” 


Peter could see how bad this was going, he could but he also was more worried about the 
implications to Stiles rather than himself. “Why doesn’t he feed on his own?” 


“I told you, it disgusts him.” 


“Tt shouldn’t.” A growl had Peter wincing. “But...Fair, it does and that’s all that matters. If you’re 
worried about him starving then go to wherever it is he lives and help...I’d offer but I think I know 
how this might end.” 


The Alpha grinned a feral grin. “It might end that way...But we can’t, he’s never trusted the pack 
enough to show us where he nests.” 


“And he refuses to seek shelter with you.” The wolves growled, but Peter ignored it in favor of 
saying. “I could hear him talking with the girl, she offered and he slapped her.” 


“It’s something we don’t ask about.” The Alpha said in a clipped manner. “He’s used to wolves, 
likes us well enough but he refuses to get close...To anyone I suppose though he clearly longs for 
pack bonds.” 


“He had plenty in the other pack. Hell, his best friend was the Alpha.” Given the wide-eyed looks, 
none of them knew this. “He should have been safe with them, I can’t fathom them letting the boy 
go it alone.” 


“How big was this pack?” 


“Depends on who you count as members,” Peter smirked when he was growled at for his little 
ploy, seeing that his humor wasn't amusing them he added. “I just meant it’s a bit of an unorthodox 
pack.” 


“Meaning?” 


“There’s a banshee.” The wolves looked back at him stricken in surprise as well as horror. “And 
yes, their screams hurt like a bitch.” 


“A banshee?” 


“Yes.” Peter nodded. “And a kanima though apparently, he’s half-wolf now...I really couldn’t be 
bothered to distinguish between his two halves as both are equally annoying to me.” 


“A banshee and a kanima.” 


“Yes, and a hunter.” Growls all around. “Domesticated hunter,” Peter smirked as he got to insult 
the Argent girl as if she was the stray they'd allowed into the pack. “She’s in love with the Alpha, 
they're sickening to watch.” 


“That won't end well.” 


Peter snorted at the obvious, what everyone else could see but that Scott and the others were too 
blind too. “It never does, but far be it from me to point out the boy’s stupidity...’ ve done it 
numerous times now and got nowhere.” 


“So you left.” 


Well...No, he’d been kicked out technically. “We had a disagreement.” The wolves gave him flat 
looks, everyone knew what that meant. “It was a disagreement and both parties were of the same 
mind. I leave or someone dies.” The wolves snorted, clearly aware of who had ‘ordered’ that. 


“And Stiles?” 


“Human.” The glare he got had Peter shrugging. “I don’t know what else you thought I’d give you, 
he’s human or was...Very handy with a baseball bat and with no survival instincts whatsoever. He 
ran his jeep into a kanima for instance.” 


“H-He did what?” The Alpha frowned in disbelief. 


“He ran his car into a kanima...The same kanima whose in the pack now ironically.” Peter 
chuckled, god what a fucked up pack that was. “My point being is he’s quite fearless, and not 


afraid of wolves in the slightest.” 
“We know that much.” One of the sour bouncers quipped. 


“Then you must understand my confusion as to how he became a succubus and how he came to 
reside on the outskirts of your pack?” 


The Alpha shook his head, standing. ““What’s the name of your old pack? Where are they, I want to 
speak to your Alpha.” 


Oh shit. Peter knew what kind of welcome the Alpha would get if he spoke to Scott about Peter. 
Attempting to keep the peace and save himself some skin he replied. “I’m no longer a part of that 
pack, they cannot weigh judgment on me.” His attempts were met with a wry snort. 


“Name.” 


Fuck. “Scott McCall. Beacon Hills and they’re technically a part of my pack. I was Alpha for a 
time, then my nephew. I believe you would have heard of us, Hales.” 


The pack looked shocked, but the Alpha just nodded his head and said nothing of the lineage. “I'll 
be back.” The man left leaving the two bouncers while the rest of the pack trailed after him. 


Sighing Peter muttered back to the two wolves who he knew were there ready and willing to end 
his life should the Alpha return with less than favorable news. “Now I really want to talk to him.” 
They growled, but that didn't stop Peter from rambling a bit. “I haven’t a clue why he would leave 
them, they’d protect him from all things.” 


“You’re sure about that?” 


Peter chuckled. “I’m sure. His best friends the Alpha and has the largest moral code that would 
make even the horniest of men choke on.” That at least earned him a smirk from one of them. “I 
honestly don’t know how he came to be here.” Swallowing as he felt awkward to say such things 
given the circumstances, Peter added. “And I am thankful your pack looked out for him...[ can’t 
imagine he’s done well on his own.” 


“He hasn’t.” 


Nodding Peter sat back and waited. Either their Alpha would hear something from Scott that would 
make killing Peter all the more appealing or the man would let him go with the promise to never 
return. He hoped for the latter as that still allowed him to hunt for Stiles and figure out what the 
hell happened. Peter desperately wanted to know how the sarcastic teen with all the fire in the 
world had turned into a sex demon disgusted with its very nature. 
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Stiles ran, he ran far and he ran fast. He didn’t look back, he threw the back door to the club open 
even as people screamed for him to wait. He couldn’t, that was the one thing Stiles couldn’t do. 
Peter was there. Peter Hale was in the club and had seen him, knew what he was no doubt by the 
scent alone. Dear god. Stiles fell against a wall and heaved, like all the times prior that night there 
was nothing left to come out of him, well that wasn’t strictly true. 


Stiles sobbed when he saw how his large shirt covered him just enough to hide his modesty as he’d 
mistakenly left his pants in his rush, but didn’t hide the painful truth of what he’d been up to. The 
last client’s seed was slowly sliding down from the deepest parts of him, trailing down his legs as a 
painful reminder of how he’d just let some stranger fuck him, come inside him, use him. 


Stiles sobbed, sliding to the ground where he wrapped his arms around his knees. He couldn’t go 
back now, the pack that had been so kind to him was now no longer a safe haven. Stiles was on his 
own, again, only this time the teen wasn’t sure if he could bounce back. He knew what he needed 
to survive, he knew how to get it, but Stiles wasn’t sure if it was worth it. Living a life of solitude, 
existing on the shameful fucks with strangers to sate an unquenchable hunger deep inside him. 
Being soulless. Stiles grit his teeth his fangs grinding as he shuddered in some back alley. 
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Peter looked up when the Alpha came back, it had been well over two hours and Peter knew that 
part of that delay was just because the Alpha felt like making him wait. “Am I to die at your hands 
Alpha?” As sarcastic as that might sound it was just a respectful way of saying ‘don’t kill me’. 


The Alpha snorted at the display of respect. “No. Though your past Alpha had quite a lot to say 
about you.” 


“I leave quite the impression don’t I?” That earned him a small amused huff as the man took a seat 
across from him only unlike Peter he sat in a chair. “So what did he have to say about me or 
Stiles?” 


The man looked away sharply. “He told me that if I was smart Il’ d run you off and if I was smarter 
still I’d try to kill you as they had.” The man's ruby eyes flared back at Peter. “Again.” 


Peter smirked as the wolves shifted uneasily. “I’m full of tricks, but that aside... Anything?” 
“They said you’re not welcome back in Beacon Hills territory.” 
Nothing new there. “I’m well aware.” 


“Good.” The Alpha growled a moment before nodding to one of the Betas, not a word being spared 
as they crossed over to where Peter was chained up and unlocked the wolf from his shackles. 


Sighing as he brought his hands down to rub at his wrists, Peter asked. “Did they say anything 
about him being here? A reason?” 


“No.” The Alpha shook his head. “But I don’t think they much cared for a reason to his presence 
here.” 


“Meaning?” 
“They offer him no shelter.” 


Peter jolted as if the shackles he’d just been in hadn’t been taken off and instead had been 
electrified. ““W-What?” 


“They offer him no shelter.” 


How was that possible? That made no sense. “Is Scott McCall the Alpha still?” 
“Yes.” 


Peter growled, setting off the other wolves in turn. “That’s not possible then, those two are thick as 
thieves.” 


The Alpha shook his head. “Not anymore. The McCall Alpha said they had no place for demons.” 


“D-Demons...Oh for fucks sake.” Peter growled as he got to his feet. “Is that really what he said?” 
A nod. “Fucking imbecile, why is he the Alpha of those morons?” He questioned aloud not 
anticipating an answer to the rhetorical question. “At least the rest of us have commons sense to 
know the difference between theological bullshit and supernatural demons.” 


The Alpha smirked as Peter raged. “You think this is that moral code of yours?” 


“Td bet my fangs on it,” Peter growled back at the Alpha, waving a hand in the air. “That idiot 
took the term demon literally...Granted to that moron it probably seemed scandalous to feed off the 
energy of another person...Let alone all the sex.” Peter rolled his eyes at such naivety. 


The Alpha chuckled as the Beta ranted about the McCall Alpha, granted he didn’t have a high 
opinion of the man either. No Alpha in their right mind abandoned a pack member, least of all 
because they became something new and unknown. Yet, it appeared that was exactly what 
happened. “It would seem we’re at a disadvantage now.” 


“Huh?” Peter twisted away from where he had been pacing to stare at the Alpha. 
“He won’t come back here.” 


“Shit,” Peter growled. “He won’t...Cause of me.” Snarling the Beta asked the Alpha his gaze 
flitting to the others. “None of you know where he nests?” They all shook their heads, Peter cursed. 


“You could try scenting but we’ ve all done that before and got nowhere...He’s used to wolves.” 
The bouncer shrugged. 


“Far too used to them.” Peter huffed as Stiles had taken to learning about them to the degree that he 
knew how to hide. “I'll see if I can’t track the little brat down...If he comes here.” He looked the 
Alpha dead in the eyes, knowing he had no real sway to enforce his order. “Do not let him leave.” 


The Alpha raised a brow. “You’re ordering me, an Alpha t-” 


“Cut the shit.” Peter snapped. “You’ve cared for him for months now, right? He’s basically one of 
your pack, are you going to let him starve himself because he’s scared of facing me?!” 


The Alpha growled getting to his feet at the challenging Beta. “Watch yourself, Hale.” 


Peter shook his head despite the threat of the Alpha's ire sinking deep into his bones Peter said. “I 
have to find him, for all his brains he can be a moron and if he’s truly disgusted with what he’s 
become then the idiot will do his vanishing act like he did on you and we won’t see him again.” 
Peter swallowed, looking towards the bouncer who had seen Stiles, closer than himself. “How well 
did he feed?” 


The man glanced to his Alpha first, it took a moment but he nodded. The bouncer sighed before he 
shook his head. “He was steady but still pale. He needs more food.” 


“Shit,” Peter growled to himself before asking the Alpha. “Do you know of any other supernatural 
clubs? Can you contact them?” 


“You think he’d try to make a plea for protection?” The Alpha hummed thinking on it when Peter 
nodded. “I can contact them, but I don’t know if they’d keep him for us to collect.” 


“Anything is better than nothing, Ill foolishly try to scent him out...I suppose there’s nothing more 
for that other than walking dark alleys looking for hookers.” The growls he got had Peter huffing. 
“He has to be feeding on the side there’s no way he could only feed once a month.” 


The Alpha growled a bit before stating. ““We’re aware.” 


“Then it makes sense that he’d go where the other night workers go.” Peter grinned sharply at the 
wolves who were taking offense to the implication that Stiles was a whore. “T 1l give you my cell, 
if you see him, find him I-” 


“He’s not yours.” 


Peter growled at the cool shut down the Alpha leveraged against him, he fought back. “He was a 
part of my pack.” 


“Not anymore.” 


“He was abandoned.” Peter snapped. “The boy was scared, if we could talk he would reason that 
I’m not about to force him home. Least of all to a pack that doesn’t want him.” 


The Alpha hummed before waving a hand. “Go and search, don’t return to the club.” 


“T won’t.” Peter scowled as he was escorted out of the man’s office. On the way down, Peter told 
the bouncer. “If you pack cares for him, you’ ll be prepared to keep him against his will.” 


The man snorted. “We don’t do things like that.” 


“And now he’s starving on the streets.” Peter quipped as he was shoved out the alley door, he 
smirked. “Amazing how those two things go hand in hand.” The glare he earned himself was 
ignored as Peter assured the pissed-off wolf. “Should I find him, Ill let your pack know that he’s 
safe...And encourage him to return to the safety and feeding ground your pack has offered him.” 
That seemed to surprise the other wolf, but Peter didn’t linger as he turned and began walking 
down the alleyway, already scenting for the succubus. He had the boy’s scent from the club, all he 
had to do was track down its owner. 
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Stiles curled up into his nest, he’d washed himself up ridding any trace of the last man he invited 
into his body or so he hoped. It was always hard to tell given how hard his body fought to keep the 
men’s spendings inside him. It didn’t give him any extra energy at least to his knowledge, it was 
just gross and made Stiles feel all the more like a disgusting monster. 


Not for the first time, Stiles was grateful that he didn’t trust as easily as he used to, his nest was 
secret, and not even his friends inside the pack at the club knew where it was. A good thing since 
Stiles was sure Peter would have found a way to get that information from them. Dear God, Peter. 


Peter Hale had seen him, ha...Had seen him half-naked dripping with another man’s seed. Stiles 
buried his face into his blankets and moaned. Dear god things couldn’t get worse than that, he 
huffed at the notion of Peter calling Scott. Alright, so he was wrong things could get worse. 


“Yeah, Scottie would love to hear Peter finding me in some strip club fucking strangers like a 
common whore.” Stiles bitterly remarked as he twisted his head aside in the blankets to breathe. 
“Dad would be real proud.” He buried his head once more his own depreciating thoughts making 
him cry, god what would his dad think? Stiles couldn’t even consider such a thing, if his friends 
couldn’t face the horrors of Stiles being a demon then there was no chance his father would. 


He was a monster, a literal demon. A hungry demon Stiles acknowledged as he twisted to lay on 
his back. Staring down the length of his naked body Stiles glared as his tail began to sway 
leisurely. “Stop it.” He growled, the tail didn’t stop moving and Stiles hated it all the more, just 
another sign that he was a freak. Still, Stiles’ gaze drifted to his naked flesh, he was pale. Despite 
having six humans that night he was still pale. “I really waited too long.” He chastised himself 
letting a hand come down to stroke his own pale skin in awe of how different it was compared to 
when he was human. It was supple, a milk toned flesh that radiated sexuality. 


Stiles swallowed when his hand came to rest on the ridges of his ribs, yeah, he was still hungry. 
Sighing Stiles let his head fall back into the blankets, his hand laying on the dim swell of his 
stomach, the only proof that he’d fed. He couldn’t go back to the club, not with Peter skulking 
around and mostly cause he feared answering questions. Which meant that if he wanted to 
eat...He’d have to go onto the streets and service whatever desperate man there was lurking about. 


Granted looking like sex on legs kinda made that easier and Stiles had heard that he smelled divine 
to those with and without supernatural senses. All of it just made him feel dirty, sleeping around 
with total strangers. Letting them come inside him while he fed off of them, it was the epitome of 
wrong. He felt dirty all the time, hungry all the time but Stiles reasoned that was because he wasn’t 
well fed. Given how his ribs were showing prominently he was really underfed. Sighing, the teen 
muttered. “ I'll wait until sundown tomorrow...He'll give up and it'll be safer. Then I can go invite 
myself into another round of horrors, gotta put bread on the table.” He huffed morosely. His 
fingers turned into the talon-like claws, prickling the swollen flesh of his milk toned belly, his last 
meals seed resting heavily inside him no matter how thorough he was in trying to remove it. Stiles 
growled at himself, at what he’d become before twisting sharply to lay on his side burying his face 
into the blankets and hiding away from the world. 
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Peter managed to track Stiles’ scent for seven blocks before it vanished, he’d cursed the whole area 
as he scoured it, a whole twelve block radius only to find nothing. No trace of the little devil. 
“Damn it.” He growled before backtracking to the last place he’d scented the boy, by the time he 
got back it was all but gone and that just brought about a new sense of urgency in the wolf. If 
Stiles' scent dissipated faster than any other creatures, more than likely a survival trait...Then it 
would be harder for Peter to track him by scent alone. It had only been two hours since the 
succubus fled the club and Peter was released. 


If he couldn’t find Stiles now he’d have to go hunting at night and scour the streets for him, not an 
easy feat seeing how big the city was but Peter had a hunch that the boy didn’t hunt far from the 
club. His nest had to be around here, Peter just had to find it. Easier said than done, but Peter was 
determined, he would find him. He wasn't prepared to just give up, and with a headstrong attitude, 


he backtracked all through the different alleys just to make sure that he hadn't missed something. 


Peter didn’t find him, lord how he’d tried but he couldn’t. So with a bad attitude, he returned to his 
apartment growling the whole way other than to stop to nod to the doorman, stop to ride the 
elevator with the kind Romanian lady, and then stop again when opening the stairway door to the 
floor below his own, only to smile at the small girl playing in the hallway. 


Once he shut his door Peter growled and stalked up the stairs, he belatedly heard the girl go crying 
back to her mom about the monster coming back, Peter huffed. If only they knew. It was a short 
trek up the flight of stairs to the penthouse level, his key unlocked the stairwell, the wolf prowled 
down the hallway to his door passing the broken elevator on his way. Unlocking his door Peter 
came just inside and thrust the door closed behind him with nary a second look. 


Without a second thought, the wolf discarded his keys, phone, and shoes going into his office for a 
brief moment to gather his laptop before coming back into the living room. Flopping into the 
comfortable armchair he’d procured for his living room, Peter brought his laptop to balance on the 
arm and pulled up his latest search results. He needed to find out more about succubi, learn 
whatever traits they had and instincts, that was the best way to locate Stiles. He had conditions that 
had to be met to be healthy, just like any supernatural creature. Granted his were a bit more niche 
than most, but there still had to be something that could be tracked. Peter hummed as he browsed 
the internet for reliable sources on the rare species, smiling when he began to read about the 
succubi's sleeping habits from a well-hidden website. 


‘ When not hunting or tending to young most adult succubi retire to their nests to conserve energy. 
If there is an abundance of food then they shall be more active during non-hunting hours going 
about their rituals see 'rituals' for more information. 


A succubus going through such rituals is proof of healthy succubi. If food is lacking the succubi 
will only leave their nest for prime hunting hours of the day or night and rituals will be held back 
unless absolutely necessary. Most noticeable hunting takes place after dark allowing the succubus 
to hunt at will with little fear of being discovered. Though many have been seen hunting during the 
day, mostly older succubi with little to fear of being discovered will hunt at either time see 'hunting 
for more information.’ 


1 


Peter snorted at the strange belief that any succubi feared humans and that was why they stayed to 
hunting at night. “Hard to fear any man with a lit torch when you can trick him into fucking you.” 
Shaking his head, the wolf continued reading. 


* Succubi nests are highly guarded, their locations aren’t given freely to outside species or other 
succubi as succubi are a solitary species by nature. A succubus’ nest is meant to take place in 
solidly grounded trees, an instinctual nesting ground for the succubi but any location that is high 
off the ground will do. This is meant to protect the succubi from predators given their delicate 
bodies and to protect any brood they’re carrying. see 'reproduction' for more information.’ 


“Brood?” Peter scowled quickly clicking on the link only to gasp. “Jesus Christ.” The wolf 
swallowed upon seeing the sight of a succubus heavily laden with a brood if the description was 


right. The picture of the young woman stretched out belly firm and showing nothing but 
unadulterated sex as her milky flesh exposed itself to what lurked below the gravid belly. Peter 
scrolled further to find out that it wasn’t babies residing in her taut belly as many would assume. It 
was eggs. Fertilized eggs. 


The woman’s breasts were firm only the barest of swelling and no real sign that she might give 
milk but given the sight of the numerous offspring she was carrying that wasn’t hard to reason 
why. The picture of what a succubi's egg looked like showed proof enough of how the woman kept 
her seductive picture and bore so many young. 


Despite fearful of what the next picture might hold, what it might mean for Stiles, Peter scrolled 
down only to blink in surprise. “Alright...Different, but not...Bad per se.” The wolf hummed seeing 
the picture of a succubus reclined in a shallow pool of what he assumed to be water, her brood born 
into the water as the naked succubi was stretched out bringing more into the world. Shamefully it 
was quite erotic, Peter shook his head driving such sinful thoughts of that voluptuous form from his 
brain. He chastised himself and his stupid instincts wanting him to fuck, to breed. 


“That’s not even the right type of offspring.” He muttered futility as his cock began to rise, then 
again the sexual appeal might be from putting these things in line with Stiles. Peter coughed and 
refused to say anything as he scrolled down to see whatever may lie behind the image of the 
birthing. 


For lack of a better term it looked like tadpoles, well human tadpoles as they clearly were human 
an infant but rather than being ensconced in a womb, inside their mother until they were ready to 
be birthed, the succubus’ eggs were already born. The infants were cradled inside the translucent 
egg that they’d left their mother's womb in. An almost perfect sphere that housed the growing life 
of a baby succubus. The small forms were curled up within the translucent egg, their tiny wings 
and tail curled around them as if to keep them warm. 


The pool full of eggs were all stuck together and the following image showed how delicate things 
really were. Peter growled at the sight of the succubi being restrained by men who held weapons to 
her already bloody body as a man had picked up one of the infants, the egg only for it to rupture in 
his hand. The next image clearly showed that the babe had died from such a thing and the strange 
blue goo the baby's death spurned out of its broken egg sack onto its sibling's perfect egg sacks was 
shocking. All the eggs contaminated by their dead sibling grew blackened. Dead. 


“Jesus Christ, no wonder they have so many.” By the end of the images, a clear picture had been 
spelled out. Succubi were fragile creatures, strong in many ways in how they could illusion 
themselves, thrall other beings to them, but fragile all the same when a larger predator was near. 
The image of the dead succubi lain among her dead babes had Peter snarling. “Fucking hunters.” 
The wolf forced himself to go back to far more pleasant research, nests. After all, that’s how he 
was going to find Stiles and Peter was determined to find the wayward succubus. 


The worst crime 


Chapter Summary 


Stiles goes about his ritual of starving himself until it is unavoidable to sleep with 
someone and risk hurting them. Meanwhile, Peter searches for the succubus and 
searches for answers as to how Stiles came to be living on the street rather than being 
safe at home and get's an interesting phone call. 


Chapter Notes 


I hope you all enjoy this week's chapter, sorry for the late posting got caught up with 
some stuff today. Many thanks to all of you who have been reading the story and 
leaving comments. 


Chapter warning: More gratuitous sex scenes with Stiles featuring nameless faceless 
men. 


Peter hummed as he strolled through the streets, it was dark and the sounds of the city were 
annoying. More so when each and every time he’d come across someone fucking it hadn’t been 
Stiles. As much as he didn't relish actually finding the man in such a compromising position at 
least if he did, that meant locating the succubus. It was getting tiresome to walk upon fornicating 
humans pressed up against random walls hastily fucking to take that edge off. Peter couldn’t help 
but commentate on a few of their performances, to the people themselves. And for some reason 
that made him the freak, not those having sex in public in a back alley rather than a hotel or god 
forbid something as normal as a car. Shaking his head the wolf continued his search, Stiles had to 
be out there somewhere. 


KK KK KK K K 


Stiles groaned as he climbed off of the man’s lap, grimacing at the cloying sensation of the man’s 
seed spilling between his folds as the man groaned. Stiles gave the man a sorrowful look seeing the 
blissed-out expression on the tired human had him sourly remarking. “Well, at least you had a 
good time.” He spat as he rose completely and covered himself to go on his way, leaving the half- 
naked man to sleep it off. 


He felt better and that was what truly disgusted Stiles, two different men had violated his body that 
night and he was moving onto a third. The sensation of the men coming inside him was both 
exhilarating due to the pleasure and the sensation of finally eating and systematically revolting as 
he realized that he’d allowed a stranger to fuck him, to come inside him. There was no winning, 
just a hunger that Stiles needed to sate. Seeing another man out for a smoke breath, Stiles sighed, 
at least his glamour fooled them into thinking Stiles hadn’t already had two loads of come inside 


him, there was no hiding that without the sex magic. Then again, the sex magic did a lot more than 
hide how much sex he’d had. Smiling Stiles walked over to the stunned man, grabbed his cigarette 
from his fingers, and asked a mockery of sexy allure. “How about we have a go huh?” The man 
smiled dopily, nodding eagerly as Stiles crushed his cigarette before leading the man around the 
building, if he was lucky this might be the last time he had to do this that night. Then he could go 
home to his nest and hate himself all while having a full belly, in more than one way. 


KOKK KKK K K ok 


Peter yawned as he drank his cup of coffee, shaking his head a moment later. He had work to do, 
but he still wanted to go out searching for the boy. He’d found plenty of sex last night but no sex 
demon. Wherever Stiles was he either wasn’t hunting or he was in a different place than where 
Peter had been. 


“Don’t be foolish, hunt for god's sake.” Peter snarled into the air of his apartment all the while 
aware that no one, could hear him. Sighing, the wolf set about clearing his workload the sooner he 
finished the sooner he could go out searching for the boy's nest. A nest he should be curled up in at 
the moment. Given the nature of his location, Peter was pretty sure he couldn’t find the nest in a 
tree, but he’d look at those if he came across them. 


Peter smiled glancing towards the images he’d printed out, he wondered how efficient Stiles was at 
building one. He’d been on his own for a few months, that was what he’d gathered from the pack, 
but how long was it really? Peter was tempted to call Scott if nothing more than to read the 
imbecile the riot act for not sheltering the creature his best friend became, another mystery that 
Peter wanted to be answered. Actually, why not? 


Reaching over to snag up his phone, Peter went down his old contacts until he found the right one. 
Nodding he pressed call and put the phone to his ear. It rang, rang, rang, Peter huffed if he was sent 
to voicemail he would take the however many hour drive back there to punch the little nuisance in 
the-. 


“Hello?” 
“Oh good, I don’t have to come back to punch you.” 
“W-What? Who is this?” 


Rolling his eyes at how ignorant the boy was about all things, even something as simple as 
recognizing Peter’s voice the wolf blandly stated. “This is Peter.” 


“You were supposed to be dead. What do you want?” 


The scathing reply didn’t faze him much though he did taunt the teen. “How nice to hear you 
remember me, the Alpha’s the other day were very pleased to hear you giving me such a high vote 
of confidence. 


“You deserve it.” 


Chuckling at the petty reply, Peter countered. “I dare say I do...But, that isn’t why I’ve called. 
Stiles is.” 


Silence. 
Peter nodded his head, yes, running scared. “What do you know about his little transformation?” 
“Why do you care? How’d you find out?” 


Sighing at the boy’s nearsightedness, Peter commented. “As I’m sure the other Alpha told you, 
Stiles was seeking shelter from them. I came across him but he ran, startled from seeing me and 
from me seeing him I suppose.” Mostly cause he was half-naked and dripping some other man's 
come, shaking his head Peter continued. “So I was wondering why you would suddenly cast your 
best friend out of the pack the moment he became something supernatural.” 


“He’s not supernatural.” 
Peter blinked utterly baffled by this decree he stuttered. “W-What?” 
“He’s not supernatural, he’s a demon.” 


Peter threw his head back and laughed, dear god, this boy...This idiot, how was it that he came to 
be an Alpha? “R-really? Really that’s what you think?” The Beta laughed again, ignoring the growl 
he heard from across the line. “What pray tell do you think constitutes someone being supernatural 
Scott? Something...Different? Something magical? Impossible perhaps?” Peter poked at the boy’s 
remark. “Stiles is a succubus-” 


“A demon.” 


Sighing upon hearing the solid assured tone the teen used, Peter muttered. “Yes, they are referred 
to as sex demons but really that’s just an uncouth way of saying they like to fuck.” He heard the 
strangled noise the teen made and chuckled at how easily riled the teen was. “I would think that 
they’re not the only ones in our community who like to do such things, after all, you’re fond of the 
Argent girl, aren’t you? Don’t tell me you’ ve been leading her around with promises of chastity.” 
The wolf mocked. 


“Fuck you!” 


“Ah-Ah, save that for the young hunter.” Peter grinned, oh how he’d missed this and it was all the 
better now that he had a purpose behind his mockery. “So, your little delusions aside, how did 
Stiles become what he is?” 


“It doesn’t matter, he’s a demon now...He’s dangerous. He kills people.” 


Oh. So that’s what had happened. “Who did he kill?” When he didn’t get an answer, Peter added 
casually. “You realize that wasn’t his fault right? No different than you learning how to shift.” 


“I didn’t sleep with someone to death.” 


Rolling his eyes as the childish manner Scott used to explain what had happened, Peter asked. 
“And? Its something that takes practice to master, I dare say quite a few wolves had done the same 
thing, and yes, not in bed but otherwise cost the lives of others.” 


“He was...He was screwing around with people.” 


“That is normally what a succubus does.” The growl that Scott gave just had Peter smirking, he 
was doing nothing but telling the truth. “So who did he kill?” And the better question was this part 
of the reason why Stiles starved himself? 


“He killed five people, FIVE.” 
“Steep learning curve.” 
“Peter! H-How can you just dismiss that? Jesus, they didn’t deserve that.” 


Peter rolled his eyes even as he informed the scandalized wolf. “I know this will be of no comfort 
to you and your senseless morality, but dying by fucking a succubus is supposed to be one of the 
best ways to go. There’s even a few in the business of relieving people of their lives because they 
want to go that way.” 


“Ew!” 


Sighing at how immature the Alpha could be, Peter questioned. “My point that you can’t seem to 
grasp is that none of that was his fault and I dare say was traumatizing to him. I can only assume 
your negative reaction to that didn’t help.” 


“He killed people and he just kept doing it!” 


“Yes, well succubus need to eat.” Peter let the teen rant a moment or two before cutting him off 
mid-sentence. “Its’ been lovely to hear you bitch and moan about your moral ethics, but can we get 
back to task? Hmm? What happened to Stiles?” He growled hoping to enforce that he wanted 
answers. 


“He became a demon.” 
Groaning at how thick the teen was, Peter snarled. “HOW?!” 


For a moment Peter feared the idiot would hang up or somehow manage to avoid the question. He 
didn’t, no, Scott finally answered him and the bitterness that rose up in Peter was like an inferno. 


“T-There was something wrong in the forest... The preserve so we went to check it out...Druid 
magic. It had to be broken and...I-It needed a sacrifice.” 


“Did you throw him into the fire or did he walk in because his Alpha asked him to?” Either way, 
Peter was going to get revenge on the ignorant fool, for not only sacrificing Stiles to protect 
Beacon Hills but for abandoning him afterward when the inevitable consequences befell the teen. 


“Tt doesn’t ma-” 
“You threw him then.” Peter surmised by the teen’s attempt to avoid answering. 
“Wha-No I didn’t!” 


Across phones, their little lie detector trick didn’t work, but in this instance, Peter didn’t need it. 
“Yes, you did. And when he changed and turned into a succubus you decided that the moment he 
accidentally killed someone he became evil and that allowed you to cast him out. Right?” Peter 
growled into the phone following his own train of thought he lashed out. “Cause if he was evil then 
it was so easy to rationalize abandoning a pack member. One who you were the cause of the 
transformation in the first place!” 


“H-He was killing people!” 


“And now he’s starving himself on the streets because he fears what he’s become though it was no 
fault of his own, no it was yours but he doesn’t blame you does he? He blames himself.” Peter 


snarled. “You had best hope I find him before that happens Scott and you best be prepared for 
when I come for you, his life might mean the difference in how I kill you.” Peter hung up before 
the teen could try to argue what he’d done as being right or wrong. Peter growled forcing himself 
to throw his phone onto the coffee table before he broke it as his hands clenched into fists. “A 
fucking sacrifice.” 


KOKK K KKK K ok 


Stiles rolled over in his nest, he saw the sun going down and despite the clear wanting of food 
Stiles ignored his body as he’d done all the times before. He’d slept with enough men for a while, 
he could live without feeding for a week or two, long enough to start to feel human again. 
Snuffling into his blankets Stiles wondered if Peter had given up, he knew the wolf wouldn’t find 
him, he couldn’t. 


A perk of being a sex demon he supposed, hard to find, elusive they called it. He snorted at the 
idea of him being some beautiful animal that people desired a chance to peek at. Stiles wasn’t 
beautiful...Well, he was, but more in a feral eat people alive type and not the beauty he 
remembered admiring in woman. 


His beauty was all about death, feeding on the lives of others but it wasn’t bad enough to do that, 
hell Stiles could have lived with being a vampire...It would have been great compared to needing to 
be fucked by people over and over again. To feel defiled every day or however long it lapsed 
before he was forced to feed again. Stiles had a system now, feed till your full, last two weeks...Be 
near death, fuck someone, go another few days and then give in and start over. But Stiles hadn’t 
fed until he was full, not at the club and the men he’d had on the streets weren’t...Enough. He was 
hungry, but Stiles refused to go hunting. He’d wait, the longer he did the less chance of Peter 
finding him. The less time feeling like a monster. 


KKK K KK KKK ok 


Peter sighed as he hung his coat and kicked off his shoes, another night of prowling, taunting 
would be hookers and their clients but still no Stiles. Tomorrow he promised himself, tomorrow 
during the daylight he’d go scouring for the boy's nest. By far it would be the easiest way to find 
him, if he found the nest he’d find Stiles as the succubi would have to return to rest at some point if 
he left it at all. 


Nodding, Peter walked into his kitchen and made himself some coffee, he might as well finish his 
work for tomorrow so he could go out searching again. Peter hummed when he saw his phone flash 
on the counter, he’d left it behind on accident it wasn’t as if he talked to people. Not often at least, 
shrugging the Beta reached over and picked it up, a brow-raising when he saw a voicemail to a 
certain number. 


“Interesting.” Unlocking his phone, Peter pressed play on the voicemail and listened acutely. 


“ Where are you?” A dark growl came after the question. “Where did you see him?”... “Damn it 


Peter you better not be ignoring me!” A muffled curse and then. “I’m calling again tomorrow, pick 
up the damn phone .” 


Peter smiled, well that was a surprise. Tapping on the number to initiate a callback, Peter hummed, 
taking a drink of his coffee and eager to see how this played out. 


“Where is he?!” 


Peter snorted, setting his coffee cup aside somehow having forgotten how brazen his nephew 
could be when he wanted something. “Hello, dear nephew.” 


“Don’t fuck around with me, where is he?!” 


“T don’t know.” A heated growl had Peter sighing, knowing that Derek might assume the worst of 
him Peter added. “If I knew Pd tell you, but I don’t. ’ ve been scouring the city at night, he’s pretty 
persistent in staying hidden and his feeding ground was cut off due to my arrival.” 


“What?” 


Peter hummed when he heard the startled tinge to his nephew's voice. “He had gained sanctuary 
with a pack who owns a night club here, but when I stumbled upon him there he ran...Needless to 
say the pack nor I expect him to return to hunt there which means he’s on his own wandering the 
streets.” 


“Shit.” 


“Tell me, What do you know about all of this? I found myself quite put out with my conversation 
with Scott.” The growl that sounded, had Peter smirking his lips tugging up before in a pleased 
tone taunted. “Oh good, we’re on the same page of him needing to die. A family event perhaps?” 


“Knock it off,” Derek growled. “Where are you?” 


“Ah-Ah, I want answers first... Then you can come to play hide and seek with me...Maybe between 
the two of us, we might find him.” 


“I wasn’t there.” 


“I didn’t figure you were... You know better than to toss pack into a fire.” Peter grimaced when he 
realized how that sounded. Oops. It was too late to take that back, so it was best to gloss over his 
error. “Though he never answered me when I asked him if there was an actual fire there.” 


“T don’t know.” It was strained. 


Shaking his head Peter forced himself to face facts that he needed to be on good terms with Derek 
if they were to find Stiles which meant being honest. “My apologies I meant no reference to our 
dark past...I was simply inferring that you aren’t so foolish as to abandon a pack member let alone 
make one a sacrifice.” 


A dark growl sounded but cut off abruptly as Derek said. “W-When I got back he was gone...I only 
left to see Cora, they didn’t even call me. They waited until I got back, till he was already gone.” 


“And did you try to educate that fool?” 


An errant huff. “Yeah, ended with me bleeding and him whining.” 


“Hmm...Should have taken him down, but I suppose there’s still time for that. I’ve already 
promised him as much for what he did. Believing that Stiles is a demon of all things, evil.” Peter 
snorted at the absurd thought. “Hardly, ignorant of what he is, very. ll admit he’s managed to stay 
alive but without that feeding ground I don’t think he’ ll do well.” 


“Where are you?” 


Peter smiled as Derek once more demanded to know where he was. “I'll text you my address and 
let the doorman know you’re to be let in. ’m going out tomorrow morning to search for his nest.” 


“Fine...I should be there by afternoon, depending on where you are.” 
“Aren’t you still in Beacon Hills?” Peter tilted his head curious as to if that was true. 
“No.” Derek was silent a moment. “I left.” 


Peter nodded his head he supposed that wasn’t altogether surprising, if he had returned there to 
find the little succubus outcast, well, he’d be an Alpha again. “I see...And does he know you love 
him?” A snarl, Peter huffed. “I wasn’t teasing nephew, but surely you’re not chasing after a lost 
packmate when you’ ve abandoned the pack.” 


“They abandoned him first.” 


Peter smirked, Derek hadn’t answered him. “Yes, they did and I will take great pleasure in showing 
that little wretch why our family was so renowned. His Alpha powers won’t matter when I come 
for him.” 


A small derisive noise was heard. “Do whatever you want to Scott, I just want to find Stiles.” 


Peter hummed, inwardly surprised to hear Derek give him leave to do whatever he wanted with 
Scott. “Are you prepared for the chaos this will bring?” 


“Chaos?” 
“He’s a succubus Derek, he needs to feed regularly...Well, once we get it through his head that is.” 
“I-P m aware.” 


Rolling his eyes, Peter felt a little nicer for telling his nephew. “By all accounts, he shouldn’t need 
a wide hunting ground if he were to feed on other creatures...Like wolves. So long as the food is 
plentiful the hunting ground can stay small.” 


“Why are you telling me this?” 


Peter tapped his fingers on the kitchen counter he'd heard the suspicion on Derek's voice and knew 
his nephew was smart enough to clue into things with a little prodding. “Think of it as a way of 
making amends.” 


“You’re not sorry for anything yov’ ve done,” Derek growled. 


“Wrong.” Peter cut the younger man off, he stared down at his claws which idly tapped on the 
countertop as he conversed with Derek. “I do regret one thing, the rest is nothing to me, 
inconsequential, but there is one thing that I regret.” 


Derek snorted. “What that you didn’t stay an Alpha?” 


Peter sighed at his nephew's distaste for him, looking out the broad windows of his apartment, he 
replied. “No, I can always become an Alpha again...I might after dealing with Scott an ironic twist 
of fate I think. Taking the Alpha from the wolf I sired.” Peter chuckled, yes he very much liked that 
idea. 


“Do whatever you want, just help me find Stiles... don’t care what excuse you have or whatever 
you think is worth regretting.” 


“I would think it would matter to you, but then again I doubt you’d forgive me regardless. It will 
always be Laura.” The strained noise that came after had Peter’s throat tightening, he'd said too 
much. “Ill text you my address, let me know when you arrive.” Peter hung up before Derek could 
say anything else. Shaking his head at his cowardly actions, Peter dutifully texted his address to his 
nephew. He glared when he got a response, only to sigh in relief when the man didn’t mention 
what he’d said about Laura. 


“ Let me know where you search .” 


Peter quickly typed out. “I will.” 


Taking his coffee and phone with him, the wolf retired to his office to do his work. He needed to 
get it done so he could prepare for not only his guest but for hunting for the succubus that was on 
the run from him. 


KOKK K KKK K ok 


Stiles knew better than to waste what precious energy he had, if he left his nest he had to glamour 
himself and that took energy. Something he had in short supply, a precious commodity to the 
succubus who gagged at the thought of fucking another stranger. But this was unavoidable, a 
necessity that the succubus couldn’t ignore. Fucking instincts. 


Sighing Stiles gave a bitten off smile as he paid for the item and quickly took his leave, he wanted 
to retreat back to his nest and lounge in peace well away from the world he was no longer a part of. 
No, he lurked in the dark preying on humans to sate the unquenchable hunger in his belly. Stiles 
reached down to rub at it as if it ached, he supposed it did given the hunger pains he experienced. 
The swelling had left him, the men’s seed absorbed by his body giving him no nourishment but 
leaving behind the used sensation deep in his core. No matter how it felt or how hungry he got it 
wasn’t like he was going to go out and feed, not until he absolutely had to. 


Making his way back to his nest, the succubus was careful to guard the area against humans and 
other supernatural creatures. Checking the surrounding area before making his way to the heart of 
his territory, swallowing Stiles let himself relax his glamour and made his way up to his nest, 
tucking his wings back the moment he was climbing inside. He hated seeing them, hated seeing 
more proof of what he was just as he despised the tail that wavered on the periphery of his vision. 
“Stupid tail.” Stiles shifted grimacing as it pulled on his sensitive wings. Huffing as he got 
comfortable, the succubus grumbled all while pulling out his purchase, Stiles smirked kicking the 
rubbish out to pick up later. Sighing as he folded the blanket around the edges of his nest, making it 


more secure given its careful perch up in the rafters of an abandoned building. He was safe, for 
now, give it a week and he’d have to find another place to hide. Tearing down his nest to find a 
new place to set it up again was tiring, but instincts wouldn’t let him avoid that. Stiles wasn’t 
building his nest in a tree, though he’d been tempted time and again by them, there were none 
inside the city that would hold his nest without giving away the oddity of a succubus among 
humans. Because of this, he wasn’t safe staying in one place, not as weak as he was, far better to 
expend the energy moving from place to place than encounter a fight he couldn’t win. With his 
newest acquisition in place, Stiles snuggled into the softness and let himself rest, it was best to 
conserve energy. 


KK KK KKK K 


Walking the streets during the day was much different at night, the biggest change, not being able 
to tease hapless fornicating humans. No, Peter was accosted with the sights and smells of all the 
humans he walked among while traversing an ever-broadening area all while keeping in mind what 
the best place to nest might be for the little sex demon. Somewhere away from humans, a given. 
Somewhere that he could claim territory all while avoiding other predators, again a given. 
Succubus’ were powerful and not meant to be fucked around with, unless of course, they wanted to 
fuck you. 


Peter smirked at that distinction, but still, you wouldn’t want to piss off an adult succubus one that 
was older and knew how to use their abilities. Stiles was none of those things, powerful or in 
control. Which meant that the smart teen had to be using his brain when finding a nesting place, 
coincidentally that made it harder to nail down prime nesting places in a crowded city. 


Peter knew it had to be somewhere shielded from the elements, someplace where the boy could 
keep himself warm while tucked away inside his nest. Peter wasn’t sure what nesting materials the 
boy had managed to cobble together but he sincerely doubted it was enough. After all, what 
resources did the boy have? Unless he was stealing money from his food or allowing them to pay 
him for his time the boy wouldn’t have reliable access to cash. Not enough to purchase the few 
things his body would need. 


Sighing at the thought of what a horrible situation the boy had managed to get himself into, though 
Peter still held Scott responsible the boy was foolish to abandon a safe feeding ground just to avoid 
Peter. Shaking his head, the wolf continued on his way searching nearby buildings that had reliable 
access to places he assumed might make a good nesting area. Thinking like a scared succubus 
wasn’t as easy as he’d originally assumed, but Peter figured that was because he was trying to think 
like Stiles and no one thought the same as him. Peter wasn’t giving up, not until he found the teen. 


Looking for a clue 


Chapter Summary 


Derek arrives at Peter's apartment and the wolves try to create a plan on how to find 
Stiles and what to do with him when they do. 


Chapter Notes 


And Derek joins the search party! 


Peter smiled walking into his apartment, well aware that his guest was there already. Derek’s scent 
was fading in the hallway and upon opening his door it saturated the air, the man’s heartbeat was 
even, relaxed. Peter hung his coat like usual, locking the front door, and waltzed into the open 
floor plan of his apartment. “How nice to see you making yourself at home.” Peter rolled his eyes 
when Derek glared at him all the harder for that remark as he sat in the leather recliner. “Yes, well 
I should think it's obvious I had no luck, and given that you don’t have a succubus either, I think 
we’ ve both failed to catch the elusive prey.” 


“He’s not prey.” 


Peter gave a dower look to his glaring nephew. “At the moment he is, if we don’t find him all he’ll 
be is a dead sex demon...And given that he ran out of that club in a hurry I know he doesn’t have a 
full belly.” Peter saw the distaste that formed on his nephew's face before the man looked away, 
sighing Peter came further into the room twisting to enter the open kitchen and dig into his fridge 
finding himself a water bottle before spinning to lean on the counter. “You realize you making 
faces like that are going to be what sees him running again.” 


‘T m not disgusted by what he is,” Derek growled back at his uncle who gave a small hum. “I’m 
disgusted that he had to do this at all.” 


“Because of Scott.” 

“That...And you.” 

Peter raised a brow admittedly a bit surprised to be on the blame roster. “Me?” 
“You said he had a safe hunting ground.” 


Well, that made more sense. “Ah... Yes, well there was no avoiding that part but I do see how him 
leaving that way was my fault... You can be assured I’ve already cursed myself for that. The pack 
was kind enough to contact the other clubs around but no one has seen him. I think he’s smart 
enough to know better than to use such an outlet for his hunger now that he's aware that I'm in the 
vicinity.” 


Derek nodded, he knew that as well, Stiles was smart and if he thought there was even a chance of 


running into Peter again he’d avoid any scenes with other supernaturals. “Any reports of strange 
deaths?” 


Peter made a slight grimace at that feeling a tad unprepared as he stated. “Not to my knowledge, 
but then again I haven’t looked.” 


Derek huffed reaching over to the discarded laptop to bring it back into his lap, opening his lid yet 
again from where he sat in the leather chair. Derek had already been doing more research on 
succubi and he had no issues with using the man’s property as his own. 


“T m surprised you know how to do such things...Google isn’t really your forte.” 
“Shutting up isn’t yours either.” 


Peter grinned, picking up his water bottle he walked around the counter and made his way into the 
living room ignoring the passing glance his nephew gave him. Ah, distrust at its finest, sitting 
himself down on the couch Peter informed the younger wolf. “You realize that us finding him 
doesn’t mean he won’t move on to find a hunting ground away from us. That it might be his own 
instincts to distance himself from higher predators like us.” 


“I know.” It was said in a growl. 


Peter nodded, sitting back Peter added for the sake of both of them. “But he did co-exist with the 
pack governing the nightclub. He refused to tell them where he nested or to sleep with them but he 
allowed them into his personal space and given how he hates himself that is a big step.” 


“He shouldn’t hate himself,” Derek growled looking up sharply to his uncle. “He shouldn’t.” 


“No, he shouldn’t but we both knew Scott was an idiot, granted even I couldn’t imagine he would 
be this stupid.” Peter frowned back to what the imbecile had told him before coolly remarking. 
“Stiles killed five people in Beacon Hills.” 


Derek let out a long breath. “I know.” 


“Anyone, we know?” Peter raised a brow curious to know if one of the boy’s victims might have 
been connected to the pack. 


Derek shook his head, informing his uncle. “Just strangers, two tourists and a few bikers from a 
local pub.” 


Peter snorted. “He went to a bikers lounge to pick up food?” The glare he got had the wolf sighing, 
apparently, Derek didn’t see the humor of having little Stiles entering a butch biker bar to seduce 
someone. “Just saying...An odd choice for a meal, then again I’m sure he looks stunning when 
using his glamour.” 


“He’s meant too.” Derek retorted as he continued to scroll through his findings. 


Nodding along, Peter patiently waited to see if Stiles had hunted recently, either after leaving the 
safety of the wolf club or during his time there. The Alpha had admitted that they didn’t think the 
boy wasn’t feeding outside their club but Peter knew it would have been small samples so as not to 
risk killing people...If Stiles could control that much. When Derek shut the lid to the laptop, Peter 
tilted his head silently inviting his nephew to share his information. 


Derek glared down to the laptop a moment before meeting his uncle's gaze. “Looks like two.” 


Nodding, Peter sighed. “At least he’s feeding.” Derek glared back at him, Peter knew the issue and 
quickly chimed in. “As much as he might hate himself for it, their deaths kept him alive. Survival 
of the fittest Derek, he’s been starving himself. It’s no wonder there’s been casualties, if he fed 
more often he’d be able to control himself better.” 


“But he’s scared...And disgusted by what he is.” Derek knew he’d heard as much, not from Scott 
mind you but from Lydia who Stiles had confided in just before he ran. 


“Yes... Yes, he is.” Peter looked down as he rolled the sweating water bottle in his hand. “A 
succubus that hates what they are isn’t going to last long, I’m surprised he’s made it this far.” 


“Instinct.” 


Peter hummed. “That can only take you so far, given his reaction in the club its become quite a 
strain on him.” Looking up to meet the glare that clearly wasn’t leveled at him despite looking 
back at him, Peter added. “Finding him is only the first step, proving to him he’s not a monster will 
far harder.” 


KKK K KKK 


‘T ve attached a link to the area I’ve searched...Though I don’t expect he’ll stay in one place. Stiles 
is smart and given that he’s surrounded by predators he’d move his nest.” 


“Why?” Derek frowned even as he looked onto the map on his phone. “Wouldn’t it be safer to find 
a good place and stay there?” 


“He’s not a wolf Derek,” Peter muttered in an exasperated manner. “And he’s not strong enough to 
defend anything let alone his nest...I hadn’t thought about it, given it much consideration until this 
morning when we were researching. Succubi are meant to nest in trees, there are no reliable trees 
anywhere near the city for that, which means he’s nesting in a concrete jungle. He won’t stay put 
for fear of a larger predator finding him.” 


“So we could be going in circles,” Derek growled. “Him one step ahead.” 


“Yes, but no.” Peter smiled when Derek scowled at him. “He’ll move his nest but even he’s not 
going to close up shop every day, it would take far too much energy to do so. I’d wager he’d stay 
in one place a few weeks, probably never more than a month, so that gives us time to find him.” 


Derek looked back to the map, they had a lot of ground to cover and that was even if Stiles had 
stayed in the area of the nightclub Peter had told him about. There were a lot of ‘if’s’ in their 
search for the teen. “How long could he last if he doesn’t feed?” 


“He’s feeding...Just not enough.” 


Derek scowled back at his uncle who was avoiding the question. “How long?” He growled his own 
blue eyes flaring at his uncle. 


Sighing, mostly because he knew Derek wouldn’t like the answer Peter replied. “A month at the 
most. If he’s truly not feeding at all, a month. It would a slow and agonizing death for his kind.” 


Derek grit his teeth staring down at the map that was far too large of an area to really scour. They 


might be too late and that was if they found him at all. Hell, even if they found him they’d have to 
figure out how to get him back to Peter’s place without alerting all the man’s neighbors of a 
kicking and screaming succubus. Somehow Derek believed that would end up with the cops at 
their door. 


“Try not to think too hard, he’s not starving yet...Well, he is but he’s not dying.” Peter offered what 
he hoped was a sincere look to his nephew. “We still have time to find him.” 


“And figure out how to feed him?” Derek met the man’s gaze with a steely one of his own. “Stiles 
won't want to feed Peter, not on us.” 


“Then we chaperon another wolf...Or whatever else fits his fancy.” Peter waved a dismissive hand. 
“Regardless his first meal needs to be something hardier than a human if we don’t want to be 
dealing with a body-bag.” 


Growling at the implications of how out of control Stiles was of his abilities, Derek twisted sharply 
about and headed in the opposite direction of his uncle. Prepared to do his portion of the searching 
well away from the man and the cloying thoughts of watching Stiles have sex with someone. 


Peter smirked as Derek stalked away, not in love. Ha, his nephew couldn’t fool him, frankly, Peter 
didn’t think the Beta could fool anyone. The only thing Derek was right about was how Stiles 
wouldn’t want to feed on them and that left a big problem seeing as Derek was attached to the 
succubus. Sighing at the implications of all the issues yet to come, Peter turned and walked off. 
Best to get their searching done, it was late afternoon and they planned to stay out well into the 
dark of night in the hopes of finding the boy’s nest or the boy himself. 


KKK KK 


It was nighttime and the hunger in his belly urged him to go and find a meal, Stiles refused. He 
glared at the tail that was draped over the edge of his nest as it flicked back and forth. The clawing 
sensation in his belly had it twitching sporadically, a silent repetitive thing to remind him of his 
more carnal appetite. 


“Screw you.” Stiles hissed at the appendage, willing it to stop. It did, but the moment that he let go 
of said focus it began to move how it saw fit. “Stupid tail.” Stiles huffed, twisting his head the 
other way. At least his wings he could ignore better, they were on his back and so long as he didn’t 
pinch them while laying down on them he was fine. It was easy to say that the silky sensation 
beneath him was just silk sheets, Stiles had never slept on silk sheets but he assumed that was what 
they’d feel like. The tail was much harder to be rid of with its gentle motions, then again...Stiles 
looked down to the claws that adorned his fingers. Little black talons that Stiles was well aware 
were sharper than hell, he’d sliced into himself numerous times just because he wasn’t used to 
having said additives. Curling his hands into fists and ignoring the sharp points of pain from his 
nails biting into his own flesh, Stiles looked out into the world far beyond his nest. 


He’d managed to find a good spot to remake his nest, though he reasoned he couldn’t stay too long. 
Even if this area wasn’t populated, the sight of a large nest-like structure tucked under the high 
beams of a large overpass that clearly wasn’t made from a bird would have someone coming out to 
investigate. But it was better to move twice than to have that horrible shiver going up his spine 
urging him to move. In a day or two, he’d move again to a better location, it gave him enough time 
to scope out a prime spot for it, someplace he could stay for a few weeks at least. 


It was far nicer to bed down for weeks rather than days, even if he hated moving after a few weeks 
Stiles knew it was needed. How many supernatural creatures he’d come across since moving into 
the city was beyond him. There were a few wolf packs that shared territory or rather had territories 
that backed into each other. A tentative peace between them all, a fanciful thing to Stiles given 
how much Scott had conflicts with passing wolves. 


Stiles whined at the thought of his best friend, his ex-best friend he corrected himself sharply. 
There was no going back to Beacon Hills, the place he grew up couldn’t be his home anymore. 
Lord knew what his dad thought, the hastily scribbled note had to have sent the man into a panic 
but Stiles couldn’t endanger the man as he had. The bodies he’d wracked up had the police 
scratching their heads, his dad included, and lying to the man’s face all while knowing who the 
killer was. 


Stiles shook his head frantically just as he did back then when faced with the same conflicting 
thoughts. Some things were just better left unsaid, the killing stopped when he left and his dad 
would never connect it back to him. Better the man thinks he just left because Stiles felt he needed 
to get out and stretch his wings, ha, wings. Stiles snorted at the lame joke but quickly fell back into 
his train of thought. His dad was unaware and some small sliver of hope in Scott meant that would 
stay true, that his dad would never think him a murderer even if that was what Stiles had become. 
Sighing, the succubus turned hissing when he accidentally crushed his tail in the process. “Fuck.” 
He grimaced turning over and rubbing at the poor appendage. “Stupid tail.” 


KOK KK KK K K 


Derek growled as he came to a stop, he’d taken to a light jog around the city. Going throughout the 
area that he and Peter had decided was his section to search. There was no sign of the Succubus. 
No trail of scent, though Derek knew it might have shifted with the teen's change...Peter had said it 
was sweeter, that made sense. Sex was supposed to taste that way to those enthralled with one, 
shaking his head Derek looked down at his phone to see that he’d scoured nearly all of his search 
area and come no closer to finding the teen. 


“Fuck.” Stashing his phone in his pocket once more, the wolf continued on his way refusing to 
give up. Scott might have screwed up, but Derek didn’t have to. He didn’t have to let Stiles go off 
on his own, starving himself because of what he’d become. What Scott had made him become, he 
still wanted to wring the little bastard's neck but finding Stiles had taken precedence. Derek hadn’t 
been joking when he told Peter to do what he wanted with the Alpha, all he cared about was 
finding Stiles. 


He never should have allowed himself to become some kind of human sacrifice for druidic magic. 
He was smarter than that, but he was also weak to Scott and the wolf had used that to his advantage 
in order to save his territory. The ‘I didn’t know what it would do’ excuse was that sparked their 
real fight, Derek had told Scott then and there that he was more a monster than Stiles could ever 
be. Stiles didn’t have a choice when it came to eating, not if he wanted to live with what he was 
now. Regular food wouldn’t gain him anything other than the taste of it and that was all the crueler 
for the teen who no doubt tried to fill that hunger only to fail. 


Growling Derek ignored how he sent a man fleeing in terror, he didn’t care about anyone else. He 
just wanted to find the succubus before Stiles got himself killed before he let himself starve to 
death all for the sake of Scott’s morality. Looking around him to the expansive city, Derek 
growled. “Where the fuck are you?” 
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Peter smirked leaning against a brick wall and enjoying the show just before the big finale. “Is he 
even making you feel it honey or are you just really enthusiastic for that tip?” The squawks that 
had the humans pulling away, a man’s hard cock hanging between his undone jeans as a prostitute 
stepped back and shouted that they knew each other so it wasn’t illegal. Snorting, Peter 
commented. “I don’t care who you fuck or if it’s for money, I was simply commenting on your 
acting skills, I could tell he didn’t have much to offer you.” He glanced to the sweaty man, his eyes 
going down to the man’s wet cock and then back to the woman. “I see I wasn’t wrong.” Even as 
the man sputtered out curses the prostitute ever the businesswoman said. 


“You wanna watch it’s extra.” 


Peter grinned, he did so love a woman with fire. “As much as I’d love too I’m looking for 
someone. Perhaps you can help me?” 


She glared as her client ran off hastily, turning back around to give the intruder a piece of her mind 
only to still when he held up a wad of cash. 


“Free of charge, well...It’s not, but I won’t be fucking you against some back alley. I simply require 
information, something I think an intelligent woman like yourself would be able to get.” 


She nodded a little huffily even as she straightened out her clothing. “Fine. What crack head are 
you looking for?” 


Peter laughed at the woman’s assumptions. “No crackhead.” He chuckled. “Another worker like 
yourself.” 


“Oh.” The woman grinned. “Go ahead, I know everyone on the streets.” 


“I was hoping you’d say that.” Peter grinned all teeth, he saw how she looked unsettled by that but 
Peter ignored her discomfort to say. “A young man, late teens, a pale complexion short brown hair, 
and moles dotting his face.” 


She frowned. “That’s a hard one.” She hummed, thinking back to who she’d met recently that was 
‘new’. “What’s his gig? He go all in?” 


“Yes.” Peter nodded. “Anythings good.” Because it was, Stiles would do anything to get fed 
though having a man come inside him was the best way but if the succubus was truly desperate 
and a man wasn’t eager to fuck him he’d do whatever he could. 


“T think Marla said she saw a younger guy scoping out the place but he didn’t stick with us.” 
No, he wouldn’t, sighing Peter dared to ask. “Any idea where he might have headed?” 
“That was a couple days ago.” 

Peter shrugged. “He’s got a bit of habit.” 

“Drugs.” 


Snorting as the woman immediately went down that route. “I meant daily schedule.” 


“Oh.” She blushed a bit even as she accepted the large bills the man handed her freely. “Sorry doll, 
all I got is a street.” 


“Name it.” 
“Frendrikson.” 


Peter inclined his head. “Many thanks.” Peter turned only to pause, twist about, and hand the 
woman another hundred shocking her. “For his tiny cock.” She laughed as Peter smirked and 
walked away. “Do have standards for yourself sweetheart, money can’t make up for everything.” 


KOK KK KK K K 


Peter sighed as he hung his coat, coming into the apartment kicking off his shoes, and ignoring the 
brooding heavy sensation that Derek had flooded upon his return. It was safe to say by that scent 
that his nephew hadn’t found the succubus, that was fine, neither had he. Entering Peter nodded to 
the glowering figure, he didn’t get any reply but Peter didn’t care for one. Grabbing a glass, filling 
it with ice before finding his bottle of brandy he poured a generous helping before retiring to the 
couch as Derek had once more stolen his chair. He raised his glass. “To a fruitless search.” The 
growl that sparked as he took a sip had Peter smirking around the lip of his glass. Swallowing and 
balancing the cup on his leg Peter said. “I have a lead.” That stopped Derek’s growling at least. 


“Where?” 
“A street name, he was seen there.” 


Derek wrinkled his nose it wasn’t much to go on but it was better than nothing, that didn’t explain 
how Peter had come to have this information. “How’d you find that out?” 


“I paid a prostitute.” 
Derek gave his uncle a disgusted look, he didn’t want to hear what his uncle got up to. 


Chuckling when he saw the look of revulsion crossing Derek’s face Peter put the poor wolf out of 
the misery of thinking of him fucking a prostitute. “Honestly Derek, they know the area better than 
anyone and notice strangers.” Peter grinned before adding. “And it was the least I could do given 
the hapless idiot she was entertaining when I stumbled upon her.” The glare that sparked just had 
him laughing at the delicate sensibilities of his nephew. 


“Fine. What’s the name?” 


Peter shook his head not disclosing that information to the impatient man. “We’re going tomorrow, 
during the day. If we go then our scents will fade by nightfall and give us a chance to search for his 
nest in the daylight when he’s most likely asleep.” 


“Why wait?” 
“Because it’s night my dear nephew and if he catches even a trace of our scent he’ll move house.” 


Derek sighed impatient to find the teen, he sat back with a disgruntled nod. “Fine.” He glared out 
the nearby window. “And if we find his nest during the day? When he’s asleep?” 


“Well, we can hardly accost him during the daylight hours, humans tend to pay attention to 
screaming.” Derek tensed before shooting a lethal look Peter’s way. “I speak only the truth Derek, 
he’s not going to want to come with us. And until we can be sure that he can take care of himself, 
adequately, we’ll have to find a place for him to nest where we can supervise his...Feeding habits.” 


Derek growled when he heard that, he knew all at once what Peter meant by it. “You want to lock 
him up somewhere?!” 


Peter shrugged coolly not the least bit bothered by his plan. “Do you have a better idea? He’ll run, 
even if we forced him here to talk he’d be gone by the following nightfall if not sooner. Far better 
to find a safe place to house him that he can’t leave, we can bring him food and deal with whatever 
happens. We get him fed and speak some reason into that skull of his. Then once he’s able to take 
care of himself he can move on.” Seeing how his nephew's face pinched at that, Peter added. “Or 
find a stable nesting site around here if he so chooses.” Peter smiled into his glass when Derek 
glared at him, they both knew what was going on. Even if Derek refused to voice it aloud, setting 
his glass back down Peter sighed. “Now all we need to do is find a housing arrangement for 
him...And some Benitoite, I’1] have to find a seller.” 


“What’s that?” 


Peter smirked quipping back. “Something a succubus doesn’t like.” The growl and flare of bright 
blue eyes had Peter sighing at his impatient nephew. “Do you honestly think I plan to kill the same 
creature that we’ ve been hunting for? It’s not wolves-bane to him, it's just... Thoroughly 
uncomfortable, think mountain ash.” 


“Wouldn’t mountain ash work?” 
Peter glared before pointing out in a sharp voice. “It might if we could wield it.” 


“Fine,” Derek growled back when Peter pointed out the flaw in that little idea. Unless they got 
someone to lay down the barrier and help with Stiles there was little chance of using mountain ash. 
“What’s Benitoite?” 


“A crystal.” Given the surprised look on his nephew's face that wasn’t what he’d been expecting. 
“Apparently as the rumor goes it reflects their souls as it's such a dark blue that it's nearly 
black...Soulless.” Peter rolled his eyes as such a thing. “But as those of us more educated know, it's 
something quite simple. Benitoite is commonly found in traditional nesting places of succubus 
species from the days of old. Nowadays it's traditionally used to weaken a succubus as it gives 
birth... Think of it as a pain killer during childbirth. The trait of being susceptible to the Benitoite 
has been passed down genetically, throughout the history of their species, no different than us 
wolves and wolves-bane. The crystal will keep him contained to one area so long as we can make a 
barrier with it.” 


“IPI weaken him.” Derek frowned seeing the flaw in this plan just like Peter had seen in his. “But 
he’s already weak, he hasn’t fed won’t that hurt him?” 


Peter snorted shaking his head. “He’s not so foolish as to try and cross a barrier of it Derek, just as 
you said he’s too weak. Its repellent, if I had to guess he will be very displeased to find its 
existence limiting on him. He might not be a born succubus, but his body won’t care about that. It’s 
never helped a turned wolf now has it?” 


Derek shook his head, no, it didn’t matter how you became a wolf they all shared the same 
weakness’. “Where do we get some?” 


“A gem seller I’d assume, it's very pretty when cut appropriately... The hard part will be finding 
enough of it, it's not easy to come by, and it's expensive.” Peter did give a small chuckle before 
adding. “Though the latter isn’t an issue.” After all, there were only three Hales left, himself, 
Derek, and Cora. Between the three of them, they could never hope to dent the family vault. 


Derek rolled his eyes. “Fine, we track down some more of this crystal...How do we lay it down if 
it's a rock?” 


“TIl have to look that up,” Peter admitted, he knew it was possible, all things were possible in their 
world. “But if I had to guess runes.” 


Derek nodded, whatever worked. “And where are we going to trap him then?” It still rankled him 
to even say such a thing, but it was for Stiles safety that they get him somewhere that he was safe 
to rest and feed. Learn to control his abilities and more importantly, not hate himself anymore for 
what was done to him. 


“TI look into some real estate, far better we own the place and avoid any suspicions than try to 
hide him in some abandoned building. Regardless it needs to be somewhere where nosy humans 
won’t go skulking about, I dare say none of them would enjoy finding a pissed off Succubus.” 
Peter laughed at the idea, Stiles might not mean too but he’d probably kill them and not from 
feeding. 


Derek glared at how amused Peter was by whatever he was thinking, doing his best to avoid 
hearing such thoughts he asked. “How’d you find him at the club?” 


Peter raised a brow at the sudden question before smirking slyly. “I’m sure this will come as a big 
surprise but there are more creatures out there that like to fuck.” Derek wrinkled his nose causing 
Peter to chuckle. “It hosts many clients, supernatural creatures are great bed partners and they put 
on...Shows.” He waved a hand. “Regardless I went from time to time, I enjoyed seeing more than 
this little apartment and as I’m not a part of a pack it's the closest I can get to an Alpha so I don’t 

turn into a raging beast...Again.” 


Derek understood that part, he’d had to skirt a fine line as he searched for Stiles, getting close 
enough to the steady presence of an Alpha without testing their patience. 


“Then again if I kill Scott neither of us would have that problem.” Peter smiled. 
Rolling his eyes, Derek prompted. “So you found him there...Performing?” 


Peter laughed shaking his head. “Good god no, they have...Curtained booths for private activities, 
the pack gave him one to use and offered him, clients, to feed off. He gave his tips to the pack as he 
chose not to be paid for his services.” Peter looked steadfastly into his glass that was nearly empty 
suddenly not so amused. “He didn’t wish to be paid-” 


“Cause it made him feel dirty.” 
“Yes.” 


The wolves sat for a moment in the thought of what the succubus had been doing the last few 
months all the while hating himself. 


Peter sighed draining the last of his glass Peter told his nephew. “I heard that they had a succubus 
that came from time to time and I was intrigued. I’ve spoken with their kind before and they’re 
actually quite intriguing.” 


“You wanted to sleep with him.” Derek glared calling the man out. 


“I did... still do.” Peter grinned as he was growled at. “But that’s not the point. The point is I 
waited to meet this succubus, and when the time came and I saw who it was...Well, the moment 
Stiles saw me he ran. He hadn’t known that I was his next...Meal, but he ran all the same.” 


Derek looked away, the prospect of his uncle mating with Stiles was making his wolf unsettled. 
The fact that he’d have to lock the teen up, find other creatures, or worse yet humans who were far 
too fragile for the boy’s hunger. None of it made his wolf happy, but Derek would endure it just 
like Stiles had to. He wasn’t going to abandon the succubus, Stiles had no choice in what his body 
needed and it wasn’t Derek’s place to offer himself as food. If he was honest, Derek was afraid of 
the boy saying no more than the fear of him saying yes. 


Peter watched his nephew carefully, it was clear the other wolf harbored feelings for the succubus. 
Stiles was quite unique, more so now of course, but even when he had been a fragile human he’d 
had a fire in him. That was why he’d offered him the bite in the first place, it was a little saddening 
to know that he was wrong. Stiles was a beautiful succubus, far better suited to his nature than if 
he’d been a wolf. Stiles didn’t follow orders, not often, though he’d foolishly followed Scotts that 
night in the woods. 


Now, as a succubus he had all the power, he just had to understand that. Then, and only then did 
Peter know that Stiles would come into his own power and accept himself. Peter looked down at 
his glass filled with melting ice he swirled it around just to hear the tinkling of the ice sloshing 
against the sides of the glass. He smirked, his nephew might end up keeping the succubus, but 
Peter was going to taste him. 


Brains aren't on the menu today 


Chapter Summary 


Stiles goes to complete his daily rituals while Derek and Peter search for a means to 
keep the succubus where they want him. 


Chapter Notes 


Well, I almost wasn't able to post today as our area was hit with a winter storm that 
knocked out power for a day, and then five days later we finally got internet back. So 
rejoice that I was able to edit this and post it today as I honestly wasn't sure it was 
going to happen XD. 


Stiles sighed as he sat up high above the ground in his nest, he needed to move it. He knew this, 
but he’d yet to find a suitable place, and tearing his nest down without any clues on where to put it 
wasn’t a good idea. He’d screwed up that way back in the beginning and the feeling of sleeping 
outside of his nest was akin to torture. One more night wouldn’t hurt, far better to deal with the 
uncomfortable shiver up his spine than the clawing beast in his belly. Shaking his head, the teen 
expanded his wings before sliding off of the edge of his nest. His descent was controlled and so 
effortless, graceful almost. Once he was steady on his feet, Stiles folded his wings up, and after 
taking a deep breath and focusing his glamour fell into place. Time for his daily ritual. 
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Derek scowled as he stood beside his uncle waiting for the jeweler to come back with whatever 
Benitoite he had. The man had looked alarmed to hear that they wanted it all and had wanted 
verification that they could pay for it before he went to the trouble of bringing it out. Peter’s little 
show of throwing a thousand dollars on the counter and a blank cashier's check seemed to be 
enough of an incentive. 


“Do you do that often?” Derek growled under his breath so as not to alarm the other humans about 
but make Peter aware he wasn't amused. 


Peter grinned. “Only when paying prostitutes.” Chuckling at the glare his tease earned him, Peter 
twisted his head back around as the jeweler came back and slowly laid out each startling gem he 
had of the rare Benitoite. Humming at the sight of the beautiful gems, Peter met the man’s eyes. 
“Do you know anyone who has the crystal...Uncut? In its natural form?” The cut jewels would 
work but the natural the better. 


“Uncut?” The man hummed he glanced down at the specimens he had and then mused. “Most 
sellers around here only deal in fine cut gems...Give me a moment.” 


Peter nodded watching the man walk over to his phone, he canted his head to his nephew as Derek 
picked up one of the glimmering stones. “Pretty isn’t it?” 


Derek huffed. “Yeah.” He set it back onto the soft mat the stones had been laid upon. Meeting his 
uncle's eyes Derek asked. “It's just stupid to think something this pretty could keep him contained.” 


Peter chuckled but was quick to throw out. “People say wolves-bane flowers are pretty and they’ re 
poisonous to humans as well as a great many creatures.” 


Derek nodded, Peter had a point there. Something pretty could be very deadly, he couldn’t help but 
stare down at the glittering gems and wonder if that’s why the succubus were really constrained by 
the gems. Because it was pretty and beguiled what it really was. The wolf looked up when the 
jeweler returned with a smile, good news then. 


“T called one of my sellers, he knows someone who deals in the uncut crystals.” 
“Fabulous.” Peter grinned broadly. “Where can we meet them?” 
The man gave a sheepish look. “It's expensive.” 


Peter smirked and tapped the bills already on the counter and clicked the pen he’d pulled from his 
pocket clearly indicating the check. “Not a problem.” 


“Very well.” The jeweler quickly wrote down an address all the while saying. “He’s a testy bastard 
just so you know, don’t mind his attitude he’s not happy to see anyone but he’ Il be happy to sell 
you stuff.” He chuckled before waving a hand to the jewels on the table after handing over the slip 
of paper. “And these, did you wish to purchase some as well?” 


Peter grinned, sliding the stack of cash over. “All of them.” The man looked alarmed to hear that, 
but Peter just smiled. 


“R-Right away then.” The man cleared his throat and went to grab a jewels bag for the safe trip of 
all the cut stones. “What are you doing with all of this?” 


“Just making it hard for someone to leave.” 
The man laughed. “An apology? I think you’ ve gone overboard, my friend.” 
“He has discerning taste.” 


The jeweler paused a moment and then huffed in amusement. “I’m used to blonde bombshells 
demanding the largest diamond I've got in the showcase.” He handed the bag over to the man. “But 
never something as rare as this.” 


“He didn’t ask.” Peter smiled before giving a wink. “I just knew what would get to him.” 
Derek bit out a short. “Peter.” 


“Ah, yes...Well, thank you for your help.” Peter handed over the last of the money and then with a 
wave left the jewelry store with a more exasperated nephew than when they entered. “See that 
wasn’t so bad.” Peter laughed when Derek glared hard at him. “Fine, here.” He passed the bag to 
his nephew. “Hold onto our little gift.” 


Derek took a deep breath to steady himself, he couldn’t kill Peter, he needed the man’s help. He 
told himself this yet again as he climbed into the man’s car. “How many crystals are you going to 


get at the seller?” 


Peter adjusted his mirror before looking over with a smirk. “All of them of course, we have to 
make sure our little birdcage is locked tight.” 


“He’s not a bird,” Derek muttered sourly only to glare when Peter quipped. 
“He’s got wings.” 


“Did you see them?” Derek had, of course, seen the images on the internet, sketches of what 
Succubi looked like but he’d never seen one in person. 


“No.” Peter shook his head as he drove through the city. “He was glamoured...Though I have to say 
I’m more curious about the tail.” 


Derek blinked, looked over, and said in a mystified tone. “Tail?” 


“Oh, you have so much yet to learn nephew.” Peter laughed at the other wolf who was surprised to 
hear about Stiles’ new appendages. Yes, it would be quite interesting to see everything Stiles had 
to offer. 


KKK KK OK 


Stiles glared, this was the best place he’d found for a nest. Shaking his head the succubus 
muttered. “Not happening.” He gave a small hiss to the perch he’d found, it would technically fit 
his nest but it was nowhere near...Safe. Far too enclosed, no way to see anything that might try to 
attack him and too close to the ground. Sighing, the succubus jumped down his wings shooting out 
to catch him before he hit the ground. Glaring up at the little hovel he’d found Stiles groused. “T 1 
need to head further out I guess.” The prospects of leaving his comfortable feeding ground weren’t 
good, he liked where he was, even if he couldn’t go back to the club. It felt like...Home, the first 
home he’d had in a long while. Bouncing around from city to city was horrible and for once Stiles 
had put down roots, but all of that was ruined by Peter Hale's arrival. 


Sighing forlornly the succubus slowly made his way back to his real nest, there was nothing he 
could do about any of that. Tomorrow he’d find a new nesting site, figure out what might be 
lurking around that was a threat, and deal with the prospects of needing to feed in the coming 
weeks. 


He rubbed his belly with a grimace as it twisted sharply sending a clear signal that it wanted food. 
Shaking his head, Stiles glamoured himself and walked out into a busier street as if he wasn’t a 
monster just lurking beneath the false image that everyone around him saw. That was the trick 
though wasn’t it? He looked normal and yet so beautiful, so irresistible that food was easy to get, 
Stiles was meant to be something desirable even if he felt anything but that. 


Stiles hunched his shoulders and glared at the ground refusing to meet anyone’s intrigued gaze, he 
wasn’t feeding, not yet so there was no point in some foolish man falling in love with the idea of 
screwing him. Stiles' little talons dug into his other arm, pinpricks of pain as the sharpened tips 
sunk into his flesh had the teen sighing once more. 


KOKK K KKK K ok 


Derek raised a brow as they got out of the car, the overwhelming scent of something supernatural 
clung to the air. 


“I think I know why the seller doesn’t like people.” 
Derek hummed, glancing over to Peter as the older wolf wrinkled his nose. “What?” 


Peter looked towards his nephew on the other side of the car and muttered. “Temptation.” Given 
the frown on Derek’s face, Peter was forced to spell it out. “Wraith.” 


Derek's eyes widened before he scented the air, the overly perfumed air was tainted with a sour 
undertone the sharp tone of supernatural essence that he’d sensed. 


“Come on, the sooner we’re done here the better,” Peter growled as he approached the house, now 
it made sense why it was further out, away from people and close to a graveyard. Peter didn’t 
admit it but he was somewhat thankful Derek had come with him, two wolves were better than one 
if the wraith chose to get finicky. 


Knocking on the door all the while forcing himself to breathe through his mouth as the sour tinge 
of death hung in the air, Peter spared a look to Derek who now appeared to be suffering the same 
thing. He raised a brow before uttering. “Anything for our little sex demon right?” 


“Don’t call him that,” Derek growled only to silence himself when the door was ripped open. 


A bearded man glared out at them, opening his mouth only to pause. That first breath turned his 
angry expression into one of rage. “Wolves.” He spat, spittle flying onto his beard. 


“Yes.” Peter grimaced at the man’s gnarled appearance, pallor skin with veins far too close to the 
surface. It had been a while since he had a fresh meal, lovely. “I believe your friend in town called 
ahead?” 


The wraith eyed them skeptically. “What do you want with Benitoite?” 


“I would think that’s our business.” Peter drawled when that had the man shifting to shut the door, 
Peter growled out. “We’re trapping a succubus.” 


The man grinned, twisted just like the rest of him now that he had an answer, one that was quite 
intriguing. “A succubus?” He chuckled. “What for? I wouldn’t think you wolves would be so out 
of bedfellows.” 


Peter clenched his jaw. “It's a long story...Now, do you have the crystals or not?” 


“Come in.” The man chuckled, waving the wolves inside before shutting the door and passing 
them by deeper into the house. “Forgive the mess, I don’t have many guests.” 


Derek coughed a bit sending a look to his uncle, a dark one that spoke of his anger at being forced 
here. Peter grimaced back at him and rasped ‘Stiles’ back at him before snapping his mouth shut. 
Yes, best not to breathe this in. They both passed the corpses ignoring the flies buzzing as the 
wraith beckoned them deeper into the tomb. 


Peter grimaced at the sightless eyes of one of the man’s meals. Perhaps they should bring Stiles 


here as an education in what was a real monster, shaking his head at the thoughts. No, Stiles 
shouldn’t be subjected to this, lord knew Peter wished he and Derek weren’t. Still, he and Derek 
trailed after the man, both halting at the cusp of a set of stairs into a darker basement. Derek glared 
at him, Peter gave a put-out look. “They don’t eat wolves.” Before walking down the stairs. 


Derek clenched his jaw, no matter how reassuring that was supposed to be, it wasn’t. Still, Derek 
followed after his uncle only to stare in awe at the shelves that were lined with crystals and gems. 
Raw and uncut but beautiful against the fluorescent lights. 


“Alright...Let me see.” The wraith was sorting through things. 
“You harvest the crystals yourself?” Peter asked as his eyes traveled over the shelves. 
“Yeah, don’t got much else to do and earth ain't nothing to me.” 


Right...Wraiths could burrow. Peter smiled when the man looked up from his search. “Yes, a good 
skill when searching for these rarities.” 


The wraith smiled a crooked smile before lifting a box and upturning it. Crystal scattered across 
the table. “How's that for you?” 


Peter stared in surprise, well then. He glanced to an equally shocked Derek, looking back to the 
smirking wraith Peter smiled. “This is wonderful.” 


The wraith laughed. “How much you want?” 


Peter reached out carefully to twist a large chunk of crystal, humming. They’d have to split 
sections off to make slivers just big enough to see but not too large as to waste it. 


“How strong is it? The succubus?” 
“Young.” Derek managed to answer as Peter perused the crystals. 


“Ah, this is easy.” The man chuckled reaching out for a large chunk of crystal and hefted it up. 
“This would be it, nothing to it. Crush it and there ya go.” 


“Crush it?” Peter raised a brow. “We were going to chip sections to-” 
The wraith shook his head. “Why waste your time, just crush some and make a powder.” 


Peter sent a look to Derek, the younger wolf glared at him. They both knew how effective powder 
was. Peter smirked, twisting back to their host before Derek could growl at him. Given how he 
heard it, Derek didn’t care to be uppity behind his back. “I'll take that under advisement, but we 
still need a lot. We’re making an enclosure.” 


“A zoo?” 


Peter shook his head when he heard the disgust in the man’s face. “A friend, he’s...Starving 
himself. We’re trying to save him.” 


The wraith nodded slowly. “I see...Hard of them folk to do that.” 
“He’s persistent.” 


The wraith chuckled at the droll tone of voice the man used when answering him. Scooping up the 
crystals back into the box as he talked, the wraith informed the wolves. “Got to be an inch thick, 


any less and he can push through...Providing he’s young that’ ll lock him in.” 

Peter loved it when others knew prudent information. “Good to know.” 

The man shoved the box forward and stared back at the wolf critically. “Whole box, 150.” 
Peter nodded, reaching back to pull out his wallet. “Cards? Or do you prefer checks?” 
The man grinned. “Card’s will do.” 


Derek frowned, looking at his uncle, he knew the man still had cash on him. More than enough to 
cover the cost of the uncut crystals. Derek figured they weren’t worth as much as the fine-cut gems 
they could be, so why worry about paying with a card. “I thought you had cash?” Derek growled 
when Peter and the wraith laughed. 


“I may carry some cash with me nephew but even I don’t walk around with 150 grand on me.” 


Derek’s eyes widened, so he’d been wrong. Looking at the wraith he saw the man smirking, clearly 
pleased with his coming paycheck. Derek nodded, he could see how the wraith was able to hide so 
close to humans, money could hide a lot of things. 


“Let’s go on upstairs, I'll get out my card reader and get you all on your way.” 


Peter hummed, lifting the box only to shove it into Derek’s arms as the wolf glared. “Hold onto 
that treasure trove.” He chuckled as he turned and followed after the wraith back up the stairs and 
back through the tomb that made the wolf want to bathe ten times, he might need to in order to 
clear the stench off of himself. It was a short transaction, Peter nodded his thanks to the wraith 
before he and Derek left both giving a sharp gasp once they were free of the confines of the man’s 
tomb. 


“Jesus Christ.” Derek coughed. 


“Yes, well... They’re not the most pleasant company.” Peter opened the trunk for Derek to put the 
box in. Shutting it, Peter added. “At least he was reasonable.” 


“Reasonable?” Derek glared. “How? Cause he sold you a box of crystals?” 


Peter headed for the driver's side, waiting for them to be safely inside the vehicle before 
commenting. “At least he kept his corpses to the one room. I half feared us going into a den full of 
corpses. They’re not opposed to walking over the dead.” Peter held his repulsed nephew's gaze. “I 
hear they make great carpeting.” 


Derek growled. “Get us out of here.” 


“With pleasure dear nephew, with pleasure.” 
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Stiles fluffed up the new blanket letting off a small trill of pleasure when it was in place, the older 
blankets would need to be traded out for new. They were wearing down from the oils his wings 
exuded, another reason to hate them. 


Ruining perfectly good blankets, Stiles wasn’t even sure what the point of the oil glands was, it 
wasn’t as if he had feathers. No, the slick black wings were all leathery, soft but strong. The bones 
inside them so firm yet so delicate, Stiles had endured the misfortune of bashing one of his wings 
against something in his haste to flee a wendigo, and damn if that hadn’t felt like his guts were 
being ripped out. You did not fuck around with the wings. 


Sighing at the sight of his newly prepared nest, Stiles couldn’t help but mutter. “Why can’t I just 
stay here?” He pouted a bit. “It's a good vantage point, safe, and not easy to spot.” No matter how 
many times he asked this to himself he always came down to the simple fact that he was 
vulnerable. He was weak. He couldn’t protect himself without energy, without food and Stiles 
refused to do that until it was absolutely necessary. Bedding down for the time being, Stiles 
watched the sun began to droop down. Night was coming and Stiles would need to prepare himself 
to be strong to resist the temptation to go and feed. 
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“Shit!” 


Peter laughed as he looked up from his own task of breaking crystals to see Derek shaking his hand 
even as the chisel that had sliced deeply into his hand had been removed to fall to the table while 
Derek shook out the injured hand as if to wave away the pain, regardless of whether or not that 
worked the wound began to close. 


“They have a mean bite to them don’t they?” The glare he got had Peter rolling his eyes and 
returning to his own task, it wasn’t as if Derek hadn’t smirked when he’d done the same thing. “T 
have to say it was fortunate that he knew about the size we’d need.” 


“Yeah.” Derek scowled as he re-affixed his chisel and broke off another piece of crystal. “So we 
just lay these in a circle around him?” Peter hummed. “Can’t he just kick them away?” 


Peter blinked, frowned, and then looked up to his nephew who was giving him a pointed look. “He 
shouldn’t be able to.” 


“We can throw things to disperse and break the lines of mountain ash.” Derek pointed out as he 
picked up a crystal. “These roll.” 


Peter nodded his head clearly seeing the problem that Derek had pointed out. They’d been ignorant 
or, Peter had been to think that Stiles wouldn’t try and get through the crystals somehow. “PH 
think of something...Glue perhaps.” 


Derek snorted. “What we glue it to the floor?” 


“Why not?” Peter grinned. “Anything to keep him in place... Though we’ll need to make a net.” 
Peter huffed at the prospect of that chore. 


“What for?” 


“They nest high up Derek, he won’t sleep on the floor unless he absolutely had to and chances are 
he'd just lay awake from instinct alone. Yet another reason we need a good building for this, he 
needs to be able to build a nest, which means we have to protect the roof from him breaking it.” 
The wolves stared back at each other a moment before resoundingly choosing to go back to 


breaking crystals rather than fight over all the work that lay ahead. 

“Do you think we have enough?” 

“Well, if we don’t, we know where to go get more.” 

“Sure he had more?” 

Peter blandly stated as he worked. “I’m sure if he moved a body or two he’d find more.” 
Derek grimaced, glaring at Peter who nodded back at him clearly not joking. “Gross.” 
Peter huffed. “Such is the life of wraiths, I much prefer Stiles’ need to be fucked.” 

As much as he hated to admit it, so did Derek. “I think he’d agree.” 


“I would hope so, the notion of eating brains for a meal isn’t overly appetizing to me, then again 
living with corpses isn’t either.” 


Derek wrinkled his nose as he chipped off another crystal to be used to help trap Stiles. He didn’t 
dare comment on how that existence was far crueler than Stiles’ own, despite knowing the wraith 
felt nothing was wrong with feasting on the dead. “Let’s just finish this.” 


“And then look for a birdcage.” 


“It’s not a birdcage.” Derek scowled at his uncle who hummed back at him, clearly ignoring his 
opinion on the matter. Peter had moved on from chiseling away crystals for the circle they’d make 
and was using a crucible to crush some of the smaller pieces they’d screwed up on into the powder 
they’d use to get Stiles to go with them. It made Derek feel evil to know that they’d be drugging 
the succubus in order to take him with them even if he knew it was for the best. The whole thing 
made him feel as if he was doing everything wrong and telling himself it was right because of how 
desperate he was to help the teen. “Will it hurt him? Breathing that stuff in?” 


“No, it shouldn’t...He might not feel so hot waking up but then again we’re not big fans of wolves- 
bane or mistletoe and yet we live.” 


Derek huffed, yeah Stiles was going to feel like shit. “What do we do about feeding him?” 


“I would assume, we do it?” Peter grinned chuckling at the growl and flash of fangs he got himself. 
“What did you expect me to say, Derek? We either throw a hapless human in there until he gives in 
and fucks them or we offer ourselves and don’t take no for an answer.” 


Derek's throat tightened as he swallowed, shaking his head. No, he drew the line there, he wasn’t 
Kate. “I’m not forcing him.” 


Peter stared back into the narrowed eyes Derek had and nodded, he knew what that was about, and 
as much as he’d love to kill that bitch Kate again it wasn’t possible. “We’re not forcing him, we’ re 
feeding him.” 


“It's the same thing,” Derek growled. “More so...” 


“Because of the food source?” Peter nodded along with Derek’s train of thought. “Yes, well...A far 
better alternative than death and at least we know him as opposed to all those strangers who have 
had him.” 


Derek shook his head none of that mattered, Derek refused to force Stiles to feed off of them. “I 


don’t think that will help him any, knowing it's us...If he chooses us.” 


“He’ll choose,” Peter stated as he looked down at the powder he’d managed to create, looking up 
to find a baggy to seal it away Peter added. “He has no choice in that and we’re wolves a far better 
meal for him, I highly doubt he’s strong enough to kill the likes of us.” 


Derek frowned he hadn’t thought much about what kind of energy drain Stiles might pull from 
them. “You’re sure?” 


“He’s young and inexperienced.” 
“Doesn’t that just make it more dangerous?” 


Peter shrugged. “To a certain degree, but don’t forget about our ability to heal, fatigue isn’t 
something we feel... At least not compared to the weaker species. We’re a good fit for his needs 
and between the two of us he should be fine.” The growl Derek gave him had Peter giving a flat 
look to Derek. “You won’t be enough for his hunger Derek, he’s starving and although he might 
not kill you he can do enough to see you unable...To feed him.” Peter smirked when Derek frowned 
confused by what he'd left hanging there. “We can only get it up if we have energy too.” He 
laughed when Derek glared at him. “What? It’s the truth, if he drained you enough you wouldn’t 
be able to fuck him and he’d get no more energy from you. He can’t suffice himself on kisses, they 
need something more than that.” 


“I know,” Derek growled, he’d done research on his own he knew what Stiles needed to stay 
healthy. 


“Good. Then you know that whatever displeasure you have at the thought of me being his meal 
doesn’t matter in the face of getting him to eat.” 


Derek huffed, not the least bit fooled. “You just want to fuck him.” 


“T do, fucking a succubus is supposed to be quite pleasurable.” Peter didn’t deny it. “But I dare say 
there’s a certain level of appeal knowing just who he is on top of the notion of having sex with a 
succubus.” 


Derek shook his head, he couldn’t entertain the thought of what it might be like to know Stiles was 
letting Peter have him. It was wrong, even if he knew that it most likely would come down to such 
a thing. If the teen refused to let them find food for him he’d have to feed on them, eventually, he’d 
give in to the hunger and as wolves, they had a better chance of surviving the aftermath of a 
starving succubus than whatever human they could toss in. “How do we find him? We haven’t 
even found his nest.” 


“Ah, but we have a street name.” Peter scowled when Derek made a derisive noise at that, true it 
was a weak lead but at least it was something. “Unless you have a better idea I’d keep silent 
nephew of mine.” 


“He might have moved on.” 


“True...But if we find no real proof of him there’s always more prostitutes to ask.” Peter grinned at 
the growl his little idea sparked. It was oh so fun to rile his nephew. 
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Stiles hummed as he stared between the two blankets, curiously examining them. Which one? 
Stiles had been forced to toss out one of the bulkier blankets in his nest early that morning, his 
wings’ oil having ruined it and the few knick and cuts his claws had made hadn’t helped it any. 
Now, shopping for a replacement, Stiles was struggling to choose. There was a thicker green 
blanket that was a bit scratchy but would no doubt hold up a bit better over a thinner soft blanket 
that could be ruined faster. Huffing at the choices, Stiles couldn’t help but mutter to himself. 
“Stupid wings.” 


A long agonizing death 


Chapter Summary 


Derek and Peter continue their search, finally locating the succubus they have to 
capture him. Derek and Peter are unprepared for just how badly off the succubus is 
after being left to fend for himself. 


Chapter Notes 


It's finally time for those boys to find Stiles! I hope you all enjoy this week's chapter. 


Derek and Peter had chosen to walk the street together, it was just a starting point and both men 
fulling intended to go different ways when they reached the end of the neighborhood. They didn’t 
get to do that as they walked past an alley only for Peter to halt rather suddenly and turn. 


“Peter?” 


“This way.” Peter ran into the alley without another word as to why he was running into the alley, 
Derek hot on his heel as the older wolf called out to his nephew when they came to a stop. “Scent 
the air, that’s him.” 


Derek did as his uncle ordered scenting deeply pushing past the scents of humans, of garbage, and 
other things that were far too unmentionable to think about only to find the sweetness that lingered 
on the air. There was a smoothness to it, almost like chocolate, but the sweet scent wasn’t so easily 
quantifiable into any particular scent even as he tried. It just was. There were traces of Stiles’ 
original scent, who he used to be but most of it was layered heavily by the new sweet scent. 
Derek’s lungs heaved as he took hasty gulps of air to try and cement that scent to his brain. Derek 
slid to a stop beside his uncle having chased after him as Peter progressed down the alleyway. 
When the other man cursed, Derek scented only to growl when he realized the scent stopped 
abruptly. “How could it just disappear?” 


“They’re good at that.” Peter groused as he turned to look back down the alleyway as if to check to 
see if they hadn’t crossed paths with the succubus on accident. No such luck, not that the wolf 
really had hoped for that to be the case seeing as he and Derek were the only ones skulking around 
in the back alleys. 


“Peter.” 


Humming as he twisted about, the wolf raised a brow when he found Derek holding up a blanket 
from a nearby dumpster. Smirking Peter drolled sarcastically. “Alright, I wasn’t aware you fancied 
dumpster diving.” 


Derek glared biting out shortly. “It's his.” 


Peter walked over leaning closer to inhale the scents layering the blanket only to hum a smirk 


coming to his face as he leaned back to nod. “We’re close, that was in his nest.” 
“Clearly.” 


Glaring at his nephew as Derek returned the blanket back where it had been discarded, Peter 
looked up, there had to be a perch nearby that would be strong enough to house the demon’s nest. 


“Would he go inside a building?” 


“Only if he had to.” Which strikingly might be the case as he looked about the nearby buildings. 
“Come on, his scent disappeared because he wasn’t on the ground, his nest has to be close.” 


The wolves trailed, scenting the area all the while looking for any clues as to where Stiles’ nest 
might be. They circled the area, always keeping the dumpster as their starting point. Further out 
they went the more disheartened they were, they’d been so sure that Stiles’ nest had to be close to 
where he discarded the blanket but it appeared that it was just a random drop-off. 


The wolves came to a stop on a small street that was the home of many businesses, they were 
glaring at nothing in particular and well aware that they needed to call it a day lest they scare off 
the succubus with their presence. Their search for a place to keep Stiles while he recovered was in 
full swing, but they could still do more work in preparation for all of that. “Come on.” Peter 
growled. “Time to go home.” 


Derek huffed, just as displeased as his uncle after having such a positive clue to the teen’s location 
only to be let down when they didn't find the succubus. Derek turned to follow after his uncle who 
was crossing the street only to hold perfectly still when he caught the scent of the succubus, his 
brain shot to life jarred into motion as Derek twisted. He ran forward quickly catching the boy’s 
scent clinging to a woman. “Excuse me.” Derek cleared this throat, he hated talking to people but 
he knew how to put on the charm to get what he needed. The woman smiled back at him, clearly, 
she was fond of this charm as well. “I was wondering what you have been up to today, I think you 
might have crossed paths with a friend of mine, I caught a whiff of their cologne on your bag.” 


“Oh.” She looked down at the bags she was holding and then chuckled. “Wow, you must have a 
strong sense of smell.” 


* Like you wouldn’t believe lady .’ Derek smiled back. “I do.” 


“Oh, well let me think.” She lifted one of her bags. “This is from the home essentials store, down 
the street.” She turned to point to the specific building. 


“When were you there?” 

The woman blinked at the strange question. “An hour ago?” 

Derek nodded. “And the other one?” He pointed to the yellow sack she carried. 
“This was from the decor and arts, across the street.” She pointed to another store. 
“What time?” 

The woman shifted a bit before tentatively saying. “Forty-five minutes ago I think.” 


“That’s where you’ve been, nowhere else?” Derek could tell that his probing questions were 
getting to her, so he quickly smiled and excused himself when she shook her head silently. “Thank 
you, hopefully, I can catch up to him.” 


“Uh-Yeah...Bye.” Derek ran across the street to where his scowling uncle stood watching. 
“You heard?” 

“I did.” Peter looked to the stores. “You take one I take the other.” 

“Deal.” 


The wolves split up in search of another clue of where Stiles might be hiding. Having more to go 
off of than just a discarded blanket, the shopping area wasn't large and surely it would lead them to 
the succubus. 
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Peter smirked as he stared up at the nest. “Clever little minx.” Pulling out his phone, the wolf 
quickly shot out a text. 


“I win.” 
... “Where are you?!” 


“Meet me at the art store.” 


Peter gave one last look to the nest he’d finally found and twisted to leave, best not to linger where 
Stiles could scent him. The short trip back to the main strip of stores gave the wolf time to think 
about what this meant. The nest Stiles had up there wasn’t concrete, he was going to move, and 
soon. If he was replacing blankets then he was getting anxious, looking up when he heard hasty 
footsteps Peter smiled joking with the scowling wolf. “I don’t have him with me right this moment 
Derek.” 


Derek scowled. “Where is he?” 
“Close.” 
“Peter!” 


The wolf raised a hand to settle his nephew and shook his head. “We can’t go back for you to stare 
at him prettily, he can’t scent us I left as soon as I texted you...We need to hurry though. His nests 
in a precarious place he’ Il be moving soon.” 


Derek swallowed tightly. “How soon?” 


“Day or two would be my guess.” Peter shrugged, it was hard to tell given as they didn’t know 
Stiles' motives. “If we can’t secure a building we’ll toss him into the spare bedroom.” 


Derek huffed and took some pleasure in pointing out the flaw in that plan. “What about the 
screaming?” Derek wasn't fooled, he knew how Stiles might react if they just abducted him off the 
street. 


Peter shrugged not giving into his nephew's taunts. “Noisy partner?” 
“Really?” Derek growled. “I think they’ Il know the difference.” 


“BDSM is all the rage right now,” Peter smirked when his nephew looked moments away from 
accosting him in public he waved his hand dismissively. “We’ll return tomorrow, he’ II leave for 
the day to do his rounds. Searching for a new place to nest, we’ ll wait him out, and then when he 
returns we can take him with us.” 


Derek sighed, as much as he wanted to see Stiles' nest for himself to have proof that Stiles was 
nearby he had to trust Peter in this. “Fine.” 


“Let’s go secure a place for him, I don’t care the price.” 
Derek snorted. “You never do.” 
“Why should I? Pm a Hale.” 


Rolling his eyes, Derek followed after his uncle casting one last glance back the way he assumed 
the man had come from. Stiles was close and come tomorrow Derek would get to see the teen 
again, in all his new forms glory. 


KKK K KKK K 


“Yes, I'd like the keys tonight... Yes, I know it's short notice but we have some precious cargo that 
we need a place to store. I’m more than willing to pay you for the inconvenience.” Peter smirked as 
he looked back to Derek who was rolling his eyes. “Great, I’ll see you then.” Putting his phone 
down Peter grinned. “All ours.” 


Derek sighed, looking down at the warehouse that they’d found, it was near where Stiles was 
currently nested. They wouldn’t have to drag him far which was good and still within what Peter 
thought was his natural hunting grounds. 


“You need to relax,” Peter muttered as he got himself a drink. “Whatever we do to him tomorrow 
is only to make sure he doesn’t die in a week or two.” 


“Don’t joke.” 


“Tm not,” Peter replied coolly. “You scented the area if he’s been nesting there, going into those 
stores then his scent should layer that place. He hasn’t which means that he’s not spending much 
time out of his nest, he’s not feeding Derek.” 


The wolf growled as he stared down at the listing for the property Peter had just paid an outlandish 
amount on. “I know.” 


Rolling his eyes Peter kicked his feet up onto the coffee table allowing his nephew to brood over 
the whole affair. “Tomorrow morning we need to get up and set things up, once he’s awake we’re 
going to get scratched to hell and back.” Peter laughed at the idea alone. 


“Why is that amusing?” Derek muttered as he glared back at his uncle who for some strange 
reason was in a good mood at the notion of being attacked by Stiles. 


“Derek, he has claws now, well talons, but essentially the same thing.” When his nephew didn’t 
grasp it, Peter sighed. “He’s like a little kitten, he doesn’t know how to defend himself. Irl like 
having a cat scratching and hissing at you.” 


Derek glared all the harder at the man’s taunts. “He’s killed seven men that we know of.” 
“Ah.” Peter pointed to the wolf his glass used as a pointer finger. “That was with sex, not claws.” 
“He still killed them.” 


“Not the same.” Peter grinned as he took a mouthful of liquor, swallowed, and added. “And I find 
it highly unlikely that a succubus has ever killed someone with their claws.” 


“Why?” 


Peter shrugged. “I would think lifting them up high off the ground and watching them fall to their 
deaths would be more their style. They’re a vindictive bunch or so I hear.” 


“And that’s better than Stiles scratching us?” Derek frowned. 
“Gods no, but it's still cute to think of him scratching us.” 


Derek sighed as he climbed to his feet and headed for the guest bedroom. “Go get the stupid keys, 
we’ ll set up tomorrow.” 


Peter grinned at how exhausted Derek sounded after talking with him, at least they could agree on 
one thing. Tomorrow they were getting Stiles down from his nest and bringing him home...Or his 
temporary one until he could prove to take care of himself. Shrugging Peter sat leisurely and drank 
from his chilled glass, he’d go to get the keys soon, and then it was just waiting until sunrise. 


KOKK K KKK K ok 


“And how are we going to sneak up on him?” Derek muttered as they waited for the succubus to 
return from his outing. He’d been gone by the time the two wolves showed up which was good and 
given the state of the nest Peter had been right. Stiles was going to move soon, a few of the 
blankets that Peter had seen before were gone. Already transferred to the new location for his nest. 


“Simple really. We wait, he comes back, I startle the ever-loving crap outta him and then you blow 
crystal dust in his face.” Peter smiled back at the glowering form of his nephew. “Unless of course, 
you think it’ ll work better the other way...Actually, it will.” Peter grinned quickly pointing out to 
his glaring nephew. “He hasn’t seen you since before he turned.” 


Derek looked away the comment stinging though he doubted Peter intended to use his absence 
against him. “No, I was gone when it happened.” 


“Exactly! He might be shocked enough by the sight of you not to run while I get close enough to 
expose him to the crystal dust.” 


Derek sighed, shoulders slumping as he knew this was his part to play to get Stiles to safety. 
“Yeah...Let's do it.” 


Peter patted his nephew's shoulder knowing Derek didn’t like it by the glare he got. “It's better we 


do this now than when he’s too far gone, Derek. Once his glamour falls I’m sure you’ll see the 
same as I just how bad off he is.” Clearing his throat a bit, he confided something that he hoped 
might strengthen Derek's resolve. “The Alpha of the pack Stiles was seeking shelter with admitted 
that he couldn’t bring himself to end him but that he should have,” Derek growled at the thought, 
but Peter shook his head. “It would be a mercy to them, Derek, they don’t know him as he 
was...Just as a creature who hates its very being.” Peter held his distraught nephew's gaze. 
“Drugging him today is not hurting him, we’re saving him from a long and agonizing death.” 


Derek pulled his shoulder away from his uncle, jaw clenched tightly he nodded. He knew this was 
what was best for Stiles, it just didn’t take away the sour sensation in his gut. 


The wolves waited, an hour. Two. Three, Derek was sending increasingly frustrated looks towards 
Peter but the older wolf just shook his head and told him to be patient. 


Finally, after three hours and twenty minutes, Derek saw him. Stiles looked the same, wearing a 
hoodie and jeans as if this was just a normal day. He knew better, Derek knew it was a glamour, 
that if Stiles truly hadn’t been feeding he wouldn’t look that healthy. A shove on his back had 
Derek steadying his breath and walking adjacently towards the teen who no doubt assumed he was 
alone as they neared the teen’s nest. When Derek was close enough to register in Stiles’ ears, the 
teen twisted about Derek braced himself for whatever reaction Stiles had even as Peter looped 
around the buildings to cut off the boy when he inevitably ran. 


Stiles’ eyes widened as he stared back at the wolf, like a ghost, some nightmare from a horror 
movie. A reminder of his past which was far too painful, Stiles swallowed taking a short step back. 
Derek wasn’t approaching just staring at him and that at least made Stiles feel a bit safer. “D- 
Derek?” 


“Stiles.” Derek smiled at how surprised the succubus was, at least Peter had been right about him 
being too shocked to run. “I’ve been looking for you.” 


Stiles shook his head, why? Why would he do that? “Why?” 
Derek snorted, ignoring how Stiles flinched and took another step back. “Cause you left.” 


“T-Oh.” Stiles nodded, he supposed that made sense. “Did-Didn’t Scott tell you what happened?” 
Stiles shifted anxiously, waiting for the inevitable horror that would come across Derek’s face 
when he had to tell him what had happened. 


Derek sighed, he was relieved to see his uncle coming closer from behind the teen and didn’t give 
the man away as he stared solely back at Stiles. He lied to the teen when it was clear that Stiles 
grew more anxious as the topic at hand was brought up. “He said there was magic involved.” 


Stiles gave a small snort. “Yeah...P'll say.” 
Derek smiled at that little bit of sass he was used to. “Care to explain why you left?” 


Stiles took a step back, this time Derek followed and everything in him said run. That Derek was a 
threat, he was a wolf after all but his brain knew better. Derek would never hurt him, or at least 
Stiles didn’t think he would. He might be disgusted with Stiles and leave but he doubted the wolf 
would react negatively enough to see him striking out. “I-L...Uh.” Anything he said would be a lie a 
lie that Derek would sense. “I had to.” 


Derek frowned he shouldn’t have been surprised at how clever Stiles was, avoiding the truth in 
half-lies that made it hard to see the reality of his statements. “Why?” He pressed, trying to stall the 


succubus just a bit more as Peter crept closer. His presence was distracting enough that Stiles 
hadn’t sensed his uncle despite him being within the teen’s hearing range. “Why’d you leave? 
We’ ve dealt with magic before.” 


Stiles shook his head, god he wished he could explain. He wanted to but the fear of what might 
happen afterward. “I...Not like this Derek. Not...This magic was different.” 


“Different how?” Derek strove to keep him talking, to keep him busy. 


“T-” Stiles frowned, a shiver went up his spine. He twisted sharply eyes widening when he saw 
Peter. “Pete-” Stiles coughed hacking as something was blown into his face. Staggering Stiles 
wiped at his face while hissing, damn this stu-stuff... Stiles groaned as he staggered, losing his 
footing only to fall into waiting arms, he looked up through sagging lids to see Derek’s worried 
expression. 


“Tt’s alright Stiles.” 


The succubus whined as his body gave in to the heaviness weighing him down, his head rolling as 
he was cradled in the wolf's arms. 


Derek surged forward to catch the succubus as he tried to rid himself of the powder only to stagger 
and fall. Lowering them down carefully he gave the confused teen a saddened look as Stiles looked 
up at him and whined. “It’s alright Stiles.” The teen shifted a moment more before his eyes shut 
and he fell still. The teen’s head falling slack as Derek held him. Taking a shuddering breath he 
looked up to see Peter wiping his hands off on his pants. 


Peter nodded his head to his nephew having finished clearing the residue powder from his palms. 
“Time to go, I don’t know how long that will keep him down.” 


Derek scooped up Stiles and with a somber nod of his own began to follow Peter, he made sure 
that Stiles’ head was curved forward resting on his chest rather than hanging down limp. Lifeless. 
Breathing heavier as he walked to the car, Derek glanced back down on their trek back, his eyes 
landing on the sleeping form only for Derek to stop dead in his tracks when the teen groaned and 
the glamour fell apart. “Peter!” 


Peter was walking steadily to the car prepared to drive them all the short mile to the warehouse 
they’d retrofitted for the succubus’ stay. The sudden shout of his name had the wolf twisting about 
sharply instantly fearing that the wraith had been wrong about the potency of that powder. But 
Stiles wasn’t awake, no he was dead still in his nephew's arms even as Derek struggled to hold him 
while countering the sudden change in the boy’s physique. “Oh, my,” Peter smirked as he 
approached, gently reaching out careful of the succubus’ wings which fluttered as his fingers 
ghosted them, pulling in tight to the boy’s body as if fearful of being torn off like the wings of a 
bug. Peter stroked one amazed at the texture, only to look up when he heard Derek utter a soft. 


“Jesus Christ.” 


The wolf followed his nephew's gaze and growled, the boy’s ribs were protruding macabrely, his 
belly sunken in. “Damn it. What were you thinking?!” Peter gently twisted Stiles in Derek’s arms 
to get a better look at the boy the pair struggling to keep the teen afloat in Derek's arms while 
countering the weight of his wings. Peter saw nothing good, growling the wolf tore himself away 
from the sight of the starving succubus and barked out. “Get in the car.” 


Derek swallowed tightly as he walked towards the car through second nature alone, his eyes never 
leaving the emaciated frame of the teen. The glamour he’d worn was so strong that it could hide 


this? Stiles was skin and bones, wasting away. Derek climbed into the car with Stiles as Peter held 
the door. Derek was mindful of the boy's wings as he laid Stiles in his lap. The wolf ignored the 
sound and rush of air when the door was shut, the sounds of Peter getting in and starting the car. It 
was when they started moving and Peter spoke that Derek looked up from the abysmal sight Stiles 
made the trance broken by his uncle's words. 


“Do you want to be an Alpha again?” 


Derek frowned looking up from the saddening sight of Stiles to stare at his uncle in the mirror 
utterly confused by the strange question. “What?” 


“You were doing well...? Il admit a far better outcome than myself though Pd like to blame that on 
Kate,” Peter commented idly before looking into the rearview mirror to meet the confused eyes of 
his nephew. “It is up to you but one of us is going to be an Alpha again when Scott McCall dies.” 


Derek tore his gaze from the murderous ones of his uncle, he felt the same rage towards the 
ignorant teen. Looking down at Stiles, at this new form of his and how much he hated himself to 
reduce himself to looking like this...A skeleton. Derek swallowed. “I just want him to get better.” 


“He will.” 
Derek nodded his head. “Scott can wait.” 


“He will, we'll be focused on Stiles’ recovery for a while I’d wager. His assumptions about 
himself and the nature of his food source aren’t going to be easily overcome. Scott did more 
damage than just casting him out, he managed to give a succubus an eating disorder.” 


Derek huffed at how absurd that sounded. “I didn’t know that was possible.” 


“You’re looking at the proof,” Peter growled as he kept his eyes on the road. “Scott reinforced 
Stiles’ own fears about how he fed himself, he cast him out when he needed the support of a pack. 
Frankly, I’m surprised that the boy is alive after seeing the sorry state he’s in... have to admit I 
didn’t think he was this poorly off.” 


“Me either.” Derek frowned at the sleeping demon, sighing he looked up to meet his uncle's gaze 
once more in the rearview mirror. “What do we do now?” 


Peter smiled, an easy answer flowing off of his lips. “Take him home and feed him.” 
“He won’t want that.” 
“T think I have a solution.” 


Derek arched a brow at that, Peter looked straight ahead as he knew how this might be taken from 
his nephew. “Stiles isn’t prepared to feed off of us, not...Normally I should say.” 


“Yeah?” 


“But succubi can take energy through any sexual act, kissing is hardly worth the energy put into it. 
Oral sex is a good second to their main source of food as they still get an avid response from their 
food source. They get the most energy by being penetrated, by their partner's seed.” He heard 
Derek growl and quickly moved on as it was clear this idea disturbed his nephew. “We don’t have 
to fuck him to feed him...Not at the beginning at least. All he needs is our energy, the sexual 
energy that comes from us orgasming which leads me to this-” Peter coughed knowing his nephew 
well enough to know he’d take this. “Coming on him should suffice.” 


“Are you seriously suggesting that?!” Derek snarled upon hearing the deprave act his uncle was 
suggesting. “You want to just rut against him and...Really?!” 


Peter sighed, he’d known that Derek wouldn’t take his idea all that well Still he attempted to 
reason with him. “It would work and seeing as he’s out cold we could easily clean him up so he 
wouldn’t have to deal with the side effects of witnessing it.” 


“NO.” Derek shook his head a hearty growl leaving his throat. “We’re not doing that, he’s 
unconscious Peter! We’re not...We’re not using him like that.” 


“Technically we’re the ones being used,” Peter grunted when he felt the man’s fist hit the back of 
the driver's seat, hard. Peter sighed when he felt part of the seat break from his nephew's abrupt 
violent retort. “Yes...Well, it was only an idea. Surely you can see he needs something, we need to 
get some meat on his bones.” 


“I know that.” Derek hissed, but he refused to do that to Stiles. To just use his body however they 
saw fit in the name of helping him. That was rape, Stiles wasn’t aware, he didn’t want it. 


Peter knew there was nothing else he could say to convince Derek, so depressingly he stated. 
“Then we’ll wait for him to wake up and have a titillating argument about what a succubus needs 
to eat and when.” 


Derek glared despite his eyes being glued to Stiles’ limp form, they raked over the pale skin. 
Stiles’ complexion had changed all succubi were pale but this...He was translucent that was the 
only way to say it. Derek could see the blood vessels beneath the pallor of the boy’s flesh. Every 
prominent bone was protruding as the boy’s body harvested anything it had to stay alive. Derek 
growled. 


“You can stop growling at me, I said alright.” 
“I wasn’t growling at you.” 
“Ah...Well, continue hating Scott then.” 


Derek smirked a bit at that, Peter wasn’t wrong he hated the teen. Hated him more than he’d 
thought possible after learning about Stiles’ change, the fact that the boy left, but this. This was...It 
wasn’t something Scott could take back. Stiles was starving to death right in front of him and there 
was literally food everywhere for the succubus, but Stiles had refused to partake and now he was 
withering under his body's demands for food. “How is he even awake, moving around?” 


“Instinct.” 
Derek looked up surprised by Peter's answer. “How is that enough?” 


“He’s tricking his body, doing his rounds like a healthy succubus all the while his body thinks he 
might hunt if he’s active. So it uses what energy it has to try and keep him going just long enough 
to feed.” Peter looked back at his nephew, their eyes meeting as Peter reinforced. “A long 
agonizing death.” Peter nodded when Derek looked away and growled. 


The truth hurts 


Chapter Summary 


Derek and Peter have finally captured the elusive succubus and set him up in the 
safety of the warehouse they bought, Stiles has a lot to say about this and throws the 
brutal truth of his transformation in the wolves' faces. 


Chapter Notes 


Stiles is finally with the wolves guys! That said, neither Peter or Derek are really 
ready for the fallout XD. Hope you all enjoy the chapter. 


Peter stood back and nodded pleased with what he saw, everything was in place. Stiles was resting 
in a small nest of blankets and the warehouse had not one but two layers of crystals around it. The 
succubus’ living space was large and hopefully, he’d be comfortable, looking up Peter smiled at 
the bountiful area for Stiles to nest. They’d forgone gluing crystals to the roof or using some kind 
of net rather choosing to have both he and Derek paint sigils inside and out, enough to keep 
whatever rage Stiles might have contained. 


Peter’s eyes flitted down to Stiles, the pale emaciated succubus was still sleeping off the effects of 
the crystal’s dust. The two wolves having retreated to wait outside the succubus' living space as 
despite finding it amusing to be scratched by the succubus Peter didn’t wish to be the first to die by 
one's claws. 


Derek frowned as he stared back at Stiles’ sleeping form, he was safely lain into the blankets and if 
it weren’t for the circumstances Derek might be able to think he was just taking a nap in a bed. 
Derek knew better, they were in an empty warehouse covered in crystals to restrain a starving 
succubus, there was nothing domestic about how Stiles came to be here. Nothing kind about Stiles 
laying in a pool of blankets while drugged from mystical crystals all while looking far too similar 
to an emaciated corpse. Derek looked over to Peter when he heard movement, he scowled when he 
saw the man analyzing a crystal. “What are you doing?” 


“They’re very beautiful a shame he can’t appreciate them.” Peter looked to his nephew. “I can see 
why people find them more appealing to diamonds.” 


Derek blew out a long breath at his uncle's decision to analyze the crystals now rather than when 
they'd spent an entire night chipping them into slivers. “I don’t think he’s going to like them 
diamonds or not.” 


Peter chuckled as he twisted and turned the crystal in his fingers. “Probably not.” Stuffing the 
crystal into his pocket, when Derek gave him a calculating look Peter shrugged. Whatever teasing 
he was prepared to use against his nephew was waylaid as a groan had them both staring at the 
succubus as Stiles groaned and shifted on the blankets. 


“You're alright Stiles, just relax,” Peter called out to the teen who was clearly struggling to come 


to terms with waking after his drugged sleep. The teen moaned his head tilting to the side as his 
arm shifted only to fall slack. A wing distended to fan across the blankets followed shortly by 
Stiles turning more onto his side a confused whine leaving him. 


“You’re safe Stiles.” Derek hoped his voice might reach the teen as he watched him shift anxiously 
on the bed of blankets. The wolf saw the diamond-tipped tail wrap around the teen’s waist as if to 
hug himself as Stiles turned onto his side both wings tucked in tightly to his back. 


It was still so mesmerizing to see the change, the obsidian wings that sprouted out of the teen’s 
back low on his shoulder blades. They looked so fragile to him, but Peter had assured him that the 
boy could fly at least enough to get to a nest. The tail that he hadn’t even known was a thing was 
another strange addition, the appendage was just as dark as the wings the boy wore, the diamond 
tip flaring out wider than the rest of it, an almost whip-like quality. 


Sighing Peter muttered just for him and Derek. “He’s very beautiful.” Peter sent an appraising look 
to the growling wolf who had taken his appraisal as something immoral. “Even you can’t lie about 
that and I know you wouldn’t try,” Peter smirked before waving a hand. “Once we get some meat 
on his bones I’m sure he’ll do his kind justice.” 


Derek huffed, sometimes Peter was unbelievable how the man still managed to surprise him was 
something Derek couldn’t understand. A small whine drew his attention back to Stiles, Derek took 
a sharp breath as he saw the boy's eyes opening into bare slits. “It’s okay.” 


Stiles felt heavy, weighted down but by some invisible force. He didn’t like it, it wasn’t like the 
comforting sensation of being wrapped in blankets. It was unnatural and hard to push back, to force 
away from him so he might yet understand why he was so heavy. He twisted sluggishly, felt the 
idle movements as his brain was disconnected from his body. His wing shifting without his real say 
so, his tail wrapping around his waist. When his eyes managed to peel open against the weight his 
bleary sight cleared as voices too foggy to pierce the haze in his mind spoke to him. 


Stiles swallowed, he was thirsty, hungry...He was always hungry. His foggy brain seemed to have 
forgotten that, but what it failed to remember in basic facts is made up in deductions to what was 
going on. His eyes sight had cleared and with slitted eyes, he could see Derek Hale. Derek was 
knelt down a ways off in front of him, and further to the side leaning on a post was Peter. How? 
Oh. Stiles wrinkled his nose and bared his teeth hissing and apparently surprising Derek as the 
wolf jerked back. Stiles hissed tiredly but the noise couldn’t last and sputtered out as he grumbled. 
His limbs were heavy as he closed his eyes. 


“Well, I dare say he’s woken up a bit,” Peter smirked at Stiles’ little display, looking to his stunned 
nephew to find Derek frowning back at the succubus. “Surely you didn’t expect a warm welcome. 
We did drug him.” 


Derek sighed, he knew Peter was right but he didn’t want to do that, they’d been forced to. He 
watched as Stiles opened his eyes once more, whatever energy it took to bare his true fangs at him 
having fled leaving an exhausted teen. “You’re safe, it's just us.” Derek watched as Stiles shifted 
on the blankets, not much but enough to show he was trying to organize his body. Trying to throw 
off whatever effects were left behind by the crystal dust Derek and Peter had used against him. 
Derek sent a passing glare to his uncle when Peter pushed himself off of the beam he’d been 
leaning on to walk over and crouch just on the other side of the crystal barrier they’d erected. 


Pointing at the crystals Peter decided it best to educate the succubus given the state he was already 
in. “These are more of what you breathed in, don’t even try to push your luck darling.” 


“Peter.” 


Smirking the wolf ignored his outraged nephew instead choosing to speak once more to the pitiful 
glare the Stiles was giving him. “You should sleep, natural sleep I should say. When you’re feeling 
up to it there are plenty of blankets and the rafters above are sturdy. Once you’re acclimated we 
can talk...We have lots to talk about.” The bared fangs he was tiredly given had Peter shaking his 
head, the boy had spirit even in the disparaging state he was in. Standing the wolf gave his nephew 
an appraising look. “Well?” 


Derek frowned. “What?” 


Sighing Peter waved to the door a tad annoyed that he had to point out that it was time to leave as 
there was nothing more for them to do. “Time to go, let him sleep it all off. He won’t be good 
company and we both know he’s not interested in feeding just yet. Let him sulk, we’ll come back 
later when he’s more awake and prepared to argue with us.” 


Derek shook his head immediately. “I’m not leaving.” 


Blowing out a hard breath Peter muttered in a hollow voice. "There's nothing for us to do Derek, 
he's simply tired and no prepared to hear us out, best to give him time to sleep it off." 


Derek shook his head once more, he didn't care Peter's reasoning for leaving. They'd dragged Stiles 
here, he wasn't about to just leave because he was bored. The teen couldn't up and leave, and a part 
of Derek was hesitant to let him out of his sight just in case something happened. "I'm staying." 


“You're acting like a child, he will be fine he can’t get out and some distance might make him 
kinder when we do talk.” 


“No.” 


Peter glared but when Derek continued to hold his gaze unaffected he snapped. “Fine. I’m getting 
us something to eat so we might yet survive this encounter.” 


Derek watched his uncle stalk off, ignoring the slam of the door. Shaking his head Derek twisted 
back around to see Stiles blinking tiredly back at him. “Go to sleep, you’re safe.” The small show 
of fang made Derek smile, Stiles was clearly too tired to be a brat but he was putting forth a good 
effort. Derek was nice enough not to say anything further adjusting himself to be comfortable so as 
not to shift about and disturb the succubus whose eyes kept jerking open when it was clear they 
wanted to stay shut. Derek nodded when Stiles finally seemed to fall back to sleep, a more restful 
one he imagined. 


Derek looked down to the beautiful crystals that littered the ground, tied together in large strands of 
cord that he and Peter had secured to make sure they’d retain their pose no matter what Stiles might 
throw at them. The strands linked up to the eye bolts they’d driven into the concrete foundation, 
Stiles wasn’t getting out just like Peter said. That didn’t, however, mean that Derek was alright 
leaving the teen on his own, at least not until he was sure he could move around cause at the 
moment it was clear he couldn’t. 


Sighing, Derek pulled out his phone about to text his uncle to grab him something only to pause 
when he looked at his phone harder. An idea came to him, looking up Derek turned on his camera 
and aimed, zooming in so as not to be foolish enough to enter the area Stiles was housed in. He 
took a picture, one that was clearly telling of the state the boy was in. Saving it, Derek went about 
texting his uncle and put his phone away. 


KK KK KKK ok 


Stiles gave a small whine as he shifted on the blankets of his nest. He was sore, his wings were 
curled up wrong and his body felt lethargic. God, what had he done? Sleep on his wings bent over? 
Wincing as he moved Stiles gave another errant whine as his wing shifted trying to stretch out as 
the teen moved forward to give it space. Stiles gave a small sigh of relief when the kink in it 
seemed to release. He could feel his tail gently flapping against his leg, anxious. Why? Inhaling 
sharply Stiles froze. 


His eyes snapped open in an instant, raking over the area and taking in the sight before him. Derek 
Hale and Peter Hale were sitting across from each other each seated at the foot of a wooden beam. 
His lips raised, Stiles jerked upright okay...Bad idea. He staggard a bit even as he heard one of the 
wolves tell him to take it easy. Fuck easy! His head lifted and he hissed, Stiles felt his face shift, 
something he hated but in this instance he allowed. The ridged plates on his nose and forehead 
appeared as his fangs truly showed their length and his eyes bled black. Stiles knew how 
monstrous he looked, he's spent the last many months avoiding staring at himself so their reaction 
was well warranted. 


Peter sighed, well that was a pissed-off succubus. “Hello, Stiles. Have a good nap?” 


“Peter.” Derek hissed, much like what Stiles was doing to them. The wolf looked back to the teen, 
his form was otherworldly. The way his face retained so many features of his humanity but lost 
others. The black eyes were alarming, the fangs were nothing to consider but the shift in the 
ridgelines of the boys’ nose and forehead were...Well, beautiful. Jarring himself from his analysis 
of the succubus, Derek called out. “Stiles, you’re safe.” He tried to assure the angry succubus. 
Grimacing when Stiles climbed to his feet after much effort, staggering as he found the energy to 
stand up. Derek held out a hand to stop the teen when he prowled forward. “Do-” Derek looked 
away when Stiles screeched and fell back into the blankets. 


Peter gave the poor boy a pitying look. “Sorry, darling I thought you’d remember my warning from 
earlier.” 


Stiles shook his head, dizzy both from the movement and the harsh barrier he’d been thrown from. 
Sitting up Stiles glared sharply at the wolves immediately wondering who set up mountain ash for 
them only to look down and find...Crystals? Stiles frowned, his plates shifted back as he crawled 
forward to examine the strange sight. 


“Careful.” Peter nodded when Stiles glared at him. 


Stiles sat before the crystals and reached out with a shaking hand hissing when he pulled his 
fingers back at the sudden charge of magic lashed out at him. He sucked on the painful digits 
mindful of his claws all the while glaring at Peter. When his fingers were soothed he removed 
them to hiss. “Move it.” 


Peter smirked at the foolish order. “I would love nothing else than to do that for you darling but I 
can’t.” 


“Hell you can’t you put it there.” Stiles hissed, his plates shifting once more. 
“Stiles.” 


The teen glared at Peter one last time before allowing his eyes to land on Derek. He waited to hear 


what the man had to say all the while prepared to rip him a new one. 
“You're safe, it's just us here and we just want to help.” 


Yep, new one it was. Stiles bared his teeth admittedly finding Derek’s knee-jerk reaction to jerk 
his head back amusing before he growled. “I don’t want to be safe here, with you. I was safe 
elsewhere with me.” 


Peter laughed both at the boy’s outrageous lie and the sarcastic way he’d gone about saying as 
much. “I’m sorry sweetheart but you’re wrong. Your nest was in a great place given that you had 
to work with concrete and humans, I'll give you that, but you’re not okay.” 


“Coming from a zombie wolf I’m doing just fine.” Stiles spat. “Aren’t you supposed to be playing 
dead? Cause the body was convincing I gotta say.” 


Peter sighed, well it would seem Stiles was more aware of things than the rest of the pack, not 
overly surprising given who it was but still. “Yes, well...1 wanted to leave Beacon Hills and it was 
easier that way. I can’t say I enjoy the others knowing I’m alive that much.” 


Stiles grinned fangs on show. “Sucks to be you.” 


Peter snorted at the vindictive little response. “Yes, it does. Now, why don’t you sit back and 
relax? We have a lot to talk about.” 


Stiles climbed to his feet once more ignoring how both wolves tensed as he struggled with it, he 
refused to mention such a thing. Though Stiles fought hard not to react to the fact that his glamour 
had fallen. Taking a breath, Stiles focused opening his eyes to growling he smirked proud of 
whatever he’d done to upset them. “Problem?” 


“Stop that,” Derek growled as he climbed to his feet to be on even footing with the succubus. 
“You’re wasting energy that way, we’ve already seen you.” 


Stiles huffed folding his arms over his chest when the wolf seemed to have a problem with his 
desire to look ‘normal’. “My energy pal.” 


“Yes, and your starvation.” Peter drolled as he continued to relax against the support beam. “You 
realize you can’t leave, don’t you? You’re a smart one, always have been so surely you realize you 
can’t get out of here unless we let you out.” 


Stiles glared at the know it all, Stiles sent a sharp look to Derek the wolf shook his head. Fine 
screw them. Stiles twisted about and began to walk along the pathway of crystals, keeping just shy 
of them. 


“Full circle darling, all the way around. Two layers inside, one outside, and Sigils above. You can’t 
leave.” 


Stiles stopped walking, he swallowed fretfully before turning to glare coldly at the amused wolf. 
“When I get out of here Hale I swear to god I'll make your little fake death a real one.” 


“Well I would hope when you leave you'll thank me instead but then again it wouldn’t be the first 
time you helped with that,” Peter interjected mildly. “Besides we’re keeping you here for a 
reason.” 


Ignoring his uncle's taunting, Derek added. “He’s right Stiles, you’re starving yourself to death.” 


“T m fine.” Derek raised a brow and pointed at the teen, Stiles looked down but his glamour was 
still intact, looking back up with a frown Stiles hissed at the wolf upon hearing him say. 


‘T ve already seen you, I can’t unsee it. Peter crossed your hunting grounds but even the other 
pack said you weren’t healthy.” 


“Screw the both of you and the other pack!” Stiles hissed baring his fangs as his tail whipped 
tightly against him. His wings ached to expand to show his ‘height’ but Stiles knew that wouldn’t 
impress the wolves in any way that would matter so he restrained them. 


“A beautiful demonstration, but it won’t get you what you want.” Peter appraised the boy before 
pointing up towards the ceiling. “There is plenty of space for you to nest up there.” 


Stiles glared but tilted his head upward to find that the wolf was telling the truth, looking back 
down Stiles tilted his head curiously. “Did you fucking pick out this building so I could nest?” 


Peter had no compunctions about telling the angry teen. “Bought it actually, but yes.” 


Stiles laughed. “Are you shitting me?!” He laughed once more, wrapping an arm around his gut as 
he folded over mocking the now glaring wolf. Stiles shook his head in rapt amusement before 
tilting his head back to tell the wolf. “God I hope it cost you a lot, I’m not staying here Kujo but 
good work.” 


“Tt did,” Derek muttered just for Stiles’ enjoyment. “And you are staying Stiles, you need to feed.” 


Stiles stood straight once more his earlier amusement fading as he appraised the wolves and 
nodded. “Right...So which one of you secretly wanted to fuck me?” 


Derek coughed sputtering out shocked. “W-What?!” 
Peter laughed at the bold-faced question, not shy he raised his hand. 
“PETER!” Derek shouted with a snarl. 


“At least l’ m honest.” The wolf shrugged before telling the scowling succubus. “But to be fair I 
wasn’t aware the succubus from the club was you.” 


“Hmph, that changes things right?” 
“No.” 
“No?” Stiles tilted his head not believing the wolf. 


“Td rather enjoy spending a night with you but I figure given our current arrangement I’d wind up 
dead again.” 


“Just a little.” Stiles smiled back at the grinning wolf, turning back to his once ally, Stiles 
beseeched Derek. “Let me out of here.” 


Derek shook his head as much as he wanted to do that Derek knew that if they let Stiles go he’d 
vanish again and they wouldn’t find him until it was too late. “I can’t.” 


“Yes, you can.” Stiles nodded pointing to the rows of crystals. “Literally all you have to do is kick 
a fucking rock garden. It’s easy, here P11 show you how.” Stiles mimed kicking something. “See? 
Not hard, so kick away.” 


Derek smirked at Stiles’ attempts to get him to do what he wanted. “I can’t. I’m not going to let 
you kill yourself.” 


Stiles groaned at Derek's savior mentality. “I’m not killing myself, I am very much alive and very 
invested now in making you two not alive.” The succubus hissed. “So let me the fuck out!” 


“You might as well save your energy,” Peter replied coolly. “We still need to go over your tastes.” 


Stiles blinked, frowned at Peter, and then sent a skeptical look to Derek. “Is this something that’s 
gonna make me what to hurl or kill him more?” 


“Probably both,” Derek muttered honestly in a drab tone. 


“Thanks.” 


Peter rolled his eyes at the pair who were sharing a moment at his expense. “Yes, well I’m sure it 
won’t come as a surprise to you but succubus’ do need to eat and you haven’t been eating. Not 
nearly enough given how the wraiths corpses looked better.” 


“Ew, a wraith? What the hell were you doing with one of those...Ugh, don’t tell me.” Stiles shook 
his head as he waved his hands out in front of him, eyeing the wolf skeptically. “You’re a zombie 
wolf and I don’t like where my head goes with that.” 


Peter chuckled at the boy’s witty remark. “Cute, but no. He’s the seller of the crystals that are now 
your bedroom decoration.” He waved to all the beautiful jewels strewn about. 


Stiles dropped his arms to look about to the crystals which were holding him hostage. “Oh, so now 
I got two werewolves and a wraith on my hit list.” Stiles nodded before looking back up at the 
wolves. “Good to know, let me out.” 


“Afraid not sweetheart, not until you’re prepared to take care of yourself.” 

“TIl take care of you, how about that?” 

Not detoured by the teen’s continued threats, Peter asked. “So, preferences? Age?” 

Stiles blinked as the man once again rounded the conversation onto strange questions. “What?” 
“Age, how young or old do you prefer?” 


Stiles frowned, sent a wary look to Derek, and then looked back at Peter. “I know I’m going to 
regret this, but what do you mean by that?” 


“For food, surely there's an age limit, or do you particularly like going for older men or perhaps 
younger?.” 


Stiles felt his shift fall over him but he didn’t even bother to waste the energy to hiss, rather 
choosing to storm back over to the blankets and sit down his back to the werewolf. He refused to 
entertain that sick game and the notion of his childish reply didn’t matter a lick to him. He was 
being forced to stay in a glorified cage until he fucked someone, they could suffer in whatever 
manner Stiles could pull off. 


Derek sighed, sending a peeved look to Peter the man shrugged. His uncle's attempts to broach the 
sensitive topic weren't helpful. “We need to know.” Shaking his head the wolf walked around the 
outside of the circle Stiles was contained within. Kneeling down to be at a better height despite the 


large gap between them. “Just tell us what’ll make this easier for you and we’ll do it.” 


Stiles looked up black eyes glinting angrily at the wolf. “Nothing. Drag whoever the hell you want 
in here, kicking or screaming let them see the pretty little demon I’m not fucking anyone.” 


Derek sighed, looking away to avoid those enranged eyes, eyes that didn't fit the person he was 
trying to save. “We don’t want to show you off, we just want to help you.” 


“Then let me go!” 
“I can’t.” 


“WHY?!” Stiles shouted back at the wolf, his tail wrapping tightly around his waist as his wings 
pulled in tight against his back. “Why can’t you just leave me alone?! I’m fine.” 


“You’re dying!” Derek bared his own teeth at Stiles looking back into those black eyes with a 
furrowed brow and a pained expression on his face. “You’re dying Stiles.” 


Stiles ducked his head a bit at just how horrible Derek looked when saying such a thing. It made 
him feel bad to know his friend, his packmate feared for him so, but Derek was wrong. Stiles knew 
how to take care of himself, weakly he rasped. “T m not.” 


Peter shook his head at how in denial the boy was, rising he walked along to stand beside Derek. 
“My nephew is right darling, you’re killing yourself and in the worst way for your kind. You need 
to eat no matter how repulsive you find it.” 


Stiles glared up at the wolf, Peter wasn’t grinning wasn’t taunting him, no he looked down at him 
with the same expression Derek had worn numerous times now. Sadness. “I’m perfectly capable of 
taking care of myself, ve been doing it for months now.” 


Peter hummed, waving his hand towards the boy's bare chest which at the moment looked normal. 
“And if I dragged you in front of another succubus they’d scream in terror at the sight of you. 
Assume you’d been locked away somewhere with nothing to sate your hunger.” 


Stiles looked away, refusing to meet either of the wolves’ gaze. “I’m not going to do it, you can’t 
make me.” 


Peter rolled his eyes, technically Stiles was right. Not only because there wasn’t a chance in hell of 
either of the wolves accosting the boy against his will... Though he knew Derek considered his 
earlier idea as such. It would be pointless, no succubus could be forced to feed off of something 
like that. It would just be traumatizing. “You’re right, all we can do is sit out here and watch you 
die.” The strangled noise his nephew made was ignored as the older wolf stared back at the 
shocked teen. “And we will if that’s what you choose, we will hate it and resent you greatly for 
making us watch such a thing but we won’t allow you to wander onto the streets and go through 
your horrendous facade of feeding yourself. You and I both know that if you didn’t do your little 
yo-yo act with feeding you’d be dead by now and what you’re doing is drawing things out. All 
you’re doing is making yourself suffer.” 


Stiles swallowed, he knew he pushed the limits of what his body could take. He knew how close 
he’d come a few times to really losing it, but he resented Peter of all people calling into question 
why he would do something like that. “Then you better like the show, you did at the club right?” 


Peter blew out a long breath at the taunt that was meant to wound him, it didn't. “I was rather fond 
of the Glawackus popping some man’s cherry only to make him forget it.” 


Stiles snorted, amused to hear what the woman had done. “Figures you’d like that type of sex.” 
“T like all kinds of sex.” 


“Enough!” Derek growled up at his uncle before looking sharply at Stiles. “You’re not starving 
yourself to death. If you wanted to die you know there are easier ways, you ran cause of Scott I 
know that.” Stiles looked away but Derek didn’t stop, hounding him. “But you ran to stay alive, 
yov’ ve kept yourself alive all this time, and now that we want to help you’re going to just give 
up?” 


“T m not giving up.” Stiles twisted around to snarl at Derek. “I want to be left alone! I can take care 
of myself!” Stiles hissed his plates shifting all at once as the teen’s heartbeat continued to go wild 
as he fought against the turbulent state he was in. Confined by the wolves’ trick and being told to 
feed on...Strangers, doing what he’d done all along but this time while they watched. “If you 
wanna watch someone get fucked go to the club!” 


Derek’s eyes widened, horrified to hear the teen say such a thing. “What? I-I don’t want to watch 
that Stiles.” 


“T do.” 


“Peter shut up!” Derek snarled at his uncle who was chuckling, clearly not abashed by what he’d 
just said. Shaking his head the wolf looked back at the glaring succubus. “I don’t want to watch 
that, I want you to be healthy, I know this isn’t...Isn’t what you wanted but you can’t just not eat.” 


“Tm fine.” 


The flat tone Stiles used was proof enough that he wasn’t going to change his mind on that 
particular subject, not right now. “I’m not letting you die.” 


“You’re not saving me by keeping me here, what was your grand plan, Derek? Drag in some 
moron in here and somehow explain all the witchy voodoo shit and the suddenly screaming man 
asking for rescue?” Stiles smiled sweetly at the lack of foresight into how Stiles would manage to 
get free. “Cause I think we both know how that would end and you didn’t like getting arrested 
before.” 


Peter laughed as Stiles really stuck it to his nephew, he waved a hand at the pair of them when he 
received like glares from each. “I’m sorry he’s got a point.” 


“Thanks,” Stiles muttered bitterly. “Now let me out.” 


Peter shook his head undeterred. “Not happening darling and for the wonderful reason of we’re not 
bringing humans in here.” 


“Say what?” 


Peter smiled at the clueless little demon. “Human’s are weak, they don’t have nearly enough 
energy to feed you and that’s why you had to bounce around from societal reject to societal reject. 
You’re a growing demon, you need food, and starving yourself has done you no favors.” 


“Go fuck yourself.” 


“Td rather fuck you, but that’s not the point I’m trying to make here,” Peter assured the irritable 
succubus. “Supernatural creatures heal, most at least. Wolves for instance have a great deal of 
energy, we heal, fatigue doesn’t really get to us unless we’re being especially stupid.” 


“Like now?” 


Peter grinned at the boy’s sharp comments. “No, I mean when fighting off other creatures, but the 
point is. If you feed off of a supernatural entity you won’t have to feed as often and not from 
multiple partners.” 


Stiles glared even if Peter was right which was an intriguing thought, it didn’t change what he’d be 
forced to do. “So instead of dozens of men, I get to fuck one or two? Oh, joy...And then I get to 
deal with whatever supernatural bullshit that comes with them? Sign me up.” 


Derek hung his head, he had forgotten just how tedious Stiles could be when he was pissed off. 
Sitting back on his heels, he let his uncle talk himself into circles as Stiles continued to berate him. 
Gritting his teeth as the two continued to go back and forth at each other. The pair getting nowhere 
other than to harass each other. Finally at his wits end with Peter baiting Stiles all while trying to 
get things through to him and Stiles spitting back all the flaws in Peter’s attempts to pacify him 
Derek shouted. “ENOUGH!” 


Stiles blinked in surprise as Derek shifted, glaring at him and then to Peter. When the Beta’s gaze 
landed on him again Stiles glared flicking his own black orbs. “I can do that too now.” 


Peter laughed at how childish that sounded, given the growl it spurned from his nephew Derek 
wasn’t amused. 


“Just talk to us!” Derek growled as he forced his shift back, reigning in his emotions as he begged 
Stiles to just answer them. “We can’t help you if you won’t tell us how to help you. We know we 
can’t just drag some idiot down here Stiles, but if we knew more we could figure this out. Just 
fucking tell us how this works for you.” 


“How it works?” Stiles spat before nodding, done in and more than okay with throwing Derek’s 
little request back at him all niceties went out the window. “Fine, [ll tell you how it works Derek. 

I go out there.” Stiles pointed sharply towards one of the windows to show the wide world he was 
now locked away from. “Cause I’m hungry and I need to eat but instead of getting pizza or a burger 
I get to find some stupid man who’s either horny as hell or drunk, or I don’t know just in 
possession of a cock and then I let them fuck me. And all the while I’m wishing truly wishing that 
I’m gonna magically wake up and I won’t be stuck fucking some random dude simply to sate that 
hunger that just never seems to go away." Stiles hissed between words even as he saw how the 
wolves had frozen as he started to reveal to them just how poorly thought out their little rescue plan 
was. 


" No, I have to wait for that stranger to fuck me so he can come inside me and make me feel like a 
fucking whore who literally feeds off of people's life source. A literal monster stealing life from 
other people but to do so I gotta let myself feel every inch of a stranger's cock and then deal with 
the glorious sensation of feeling him come inside me. Let that rush of energy surge into me and 
feel just for that split second not like I’m about to die and then it leaves and I get to enjoy the task 
of getting all of his come out of me because knowing that a part of that stranger is still there...Still, 
a part of me is so revolting that I can’t keep any real food down and all because I’m hungry in a 
way that food can’t quench. Well, newsflash Derek, I’m always hungry so I’d much rather go 
hungry than have to get fucked twenty-four-seven!” Stiles was panting as he stared back at the 
silent wolves, no joking to be had. Yeah, that’s what he thought. Stiles twisted about to lay on his 
stomach, uncurling his wings to drape them around himself. Hiding away in the soft leathery 
texture and the darkness they provided him. Stiles ignored the feeling of his tail anxiously flapping 
against his legs, closing his eyes to once again pray he’d just wake up. 


KOKK K KKK K ok 


Derek swallowed tensely, he hadn’t anticipated that kind of response when he’d lost his patience 
with Stiles arguing with Peter. Looking up he saw the dark scowl on his uncle's face and feared the 
man might say something to further upset Stiles but the man simply turned and stalked away 
stunning Derek in his abrupt departure. 


He winced at the sound of the door slamming shut, sighing, Derek looked back to the still form of 
Stiles who was apparently using his own wings as a means to block out the whole world. Derek 
moved back over to a support beam and sat down, getting comfortable the wolf closed his eyes and 
tried to think of some impossible way to make this better for Stiles. Like he said, impossible. 


Holding hands isn't so easy 


Chapter Summary 


After being faced with the reality of Stiles' transformation Peter goes in search of help 
for the succubus, surprising Derek on just who he turns to. Stiles deals with the 
continued efforts by the wolves to save him and hates Derek all the more when the 
wolf brings him coffee as a bartering chip. 


Chapter Notes 


Sorry for no update last week folks, I've been in a bit of a slump lately. I hope you all 
enjoy this week's chapter. 


“Yes, hello I needed to talk to one of your workers...Hm? Well, a special case I’m afraid, I can’t go 
into too much detail like this I’d rather talk to them as soon as possible. I’m an old client you see, 
yes Peter Hale... Yes, of course. Thank you.” Peter tapped his claws on the desk waiting for the 
ignorant receptionist to feed him through, he sighed in relief when he heard the calming voice on 
the other end. 


“Hello, this Angelica.” 


“Hello, angel.” Peter smiled when he heard the woman snort in amusement to the little pet name 
he'd given her. 


“Hello Peter, what do you need?” 
“Advice.” 
“Uh-huh, what about?” 


Peter looked at his sharpened claws. “How do you get a succubus afraid of what they are and 
revolted at the very idea of sex to feed?” Peter nodded when there was silence on the other side of 
the phone call. 


“Peter is this real?” 


“T’m afraid so angel, a previous pack mate of mine, a human was magically turned into one 
and...Well, his discovery of his new form has been rather traumatic. He’s starving himself, angel, 
letting himself waste away because the thought of letting another person use him...Come inside 
him is too disgusting to be worth the chance to feed.” 


A deep sigh. “Peter...” 


“Please just lie and say it’s doable.” Peter grit his teeth his claws biting into the wood of his desk, 
peeling up ribbons of wood. 


“Its doable.” 


Peter nodded, his body still vibrated with unease at the thought of how badly this would all go. 
“Thank you.” He shuddered out a hasty breath. 


“How old?” 


“It doesn’t matter,” Peter replied abruptly, age didn’t make any difference in this scenario. “They 
had zero introduction, killed a few partners by accident, and as they say the trauma there on out is 
history. I only now found them but they're resolute to keep doing their abysmal self-care and self- 
destructive eating habits.” 


“And you’re against this.” 


“YES!” Peter snarled at the absurd question. “Of course I am, he never asked for this...He 
shouldn’t hate himself let alone sex.” Peter huffed at such a notion. “We all know how good that 
can be.” He heard the woman’s tinkling laugh at it eased something inside of him to hear 
something good, something pure. 


“T can’t fix this for you.” 


Peter snorted at the woman’s honesty, he knew that when he called her. He’d simply needed 
someone he trusted to tell him that once again he wasn’t crazy. “Frankly angel if that was possible 
I would pay you enough to retire ten times over.” 


“Sweet talker, I meant that I can’t really advise you right on this, a succubus-hating sex is kinda...A 
death sentence.” 


Peter pulled his claws out of the divets he’d carved into the desk. “Yes, I’m well aware.” 


“All I can say is to act like this was any other sexual assault and start from there, you need to build 
up his trust and ease into this new life of his.” 


Peter frowned at the strange advice. “What? What do you mean sexual assault?” 


“Forget about the feeding part Peter, act like he’s a traumatized person who’s endured countless 
abuses...Countless rapes and treat him like a survivor of such trauma. You have to make him see 
that his body isn’t revolting, isn’t dirty or wrong. That having sex isn’t a bad thing. He has 
dysphoria, a bad case by the sounds of it.” 


Peter grabbed a nearby notepad and pen frantically swiping away the wood ribbons he'd created so 
he could clear the desk to write. “Tell me more, tell me about this dysphoria and whatever else you 
think might have to do with this... Trauma recovery.” 


“Alright Peter, let's start at the beginning.” 


The wolf grinned and began to take notes, perhaps a supernatural approach wasn’t what Stiles 
needed at all. Maybe a more human one would save the succubus. 


KOKK K KKK K 


Stiles pulled his wings back, no longer hiding beneath the relative safety they offered him. His 


head tilted to the side he saw Derek seated against one of the beams. He was uncertain if the wolf 
was sleeping or just sitting there with his eyes closed. It didn’t matter much he supposed, Stiles 
was still trapped and the wolves were still adamant about keeping him locked away until he fed. 


Stiles hadn’t ever considered someone's concern for him being the cause of his death, but it was 
kinda fitting in some weird twist of fate. Slowly sitting up, Stiles folded his wings back around his 
shoulders, letting them come in front of his chest to have the claws latch together and cover him. A 
comforting gesture and a good way to sleep without accidentally crushing the sensitive things. 


Stiles let his gaze go to the strange crystals that were somehow keeping him contained. They were 
pretty, looked almost like sapphires but Stiles knew better. These were something special, 
something that apparently worked on succubi, lucky him. 


“Did you join the pack?” 


Stiles looked up a little surprised that Derek had chosen to suddenly talk to him after he’d not so 
gently told him in detail what it was like to be a succubus. “Join?” 


Derek nodded eyeing the succubus cautiously as they spoke, not wanting to send Stiles back into 
hiding. “Peter said a pack ran the nightclub, that they were offering you sanctuary.” 


“Oh.” Stiles looked down at the crystals. “Yeah.” 
“Were you a pack member?” 
“No.” 


Derek nodded, that at least eased some of his worries, at least Stiles hadn’t been abandoned twice. 
“Did they ask you to?” 


“Yeah.” 
“But you didn’t, why not?” 


Stiles frowned, his jaw tensing a moment before he managed to bite out through clenched teeth. 
“Because...Because I-l’ m not safe.” 


Derek stared back at Stiles, the teen had somehow managed to contort his wings over his own 
shoulders and had them crossed in front of his chest like some kind of shawl. It looked strange but 
apparently comfortable since Stiles made no move to shift about. The succubus’ tail was flicking 
idly at his side clearly anxious. “Yov’re safe.” 


“No, l'm not.” Stiles let his eyes glance up to the wolf before tearing away. “I’ve killed people.” 
“So have I.” 


Stiles snorted at the nice attempt to make him feel better, it didn’t work though. “By screwing 
them?” 


“No.” 


“Then it’s not the same thing.” Stiles glared pointedly only to blink when Derek held up his hand. 
“What?” 


“I killed Peter with this hand, sliced his throat open like it was nothing. Like he wasn’t family, just 
another wolf threatening me. I used it to mercy kill Paige as well.” 


Stiles swallowed, as he listened to Derek begin to regale him with the deaths that were on his 
hands. He shook his head and fought back when Derek brought up Boyd. “That wasn’t your fault!” 


Derek smirked as Stiles defended him. “But it was my body that did it. My hand.” 

Stiles shook his head. “You didn’t have any control over that, you didn’t want to hurt him.” 
“Neither did you.” 

Stiles blinked in confusion. “Huh? I didn’t kill Boyd.” 


Derek chuckled smirking at the confused teen. “I meant what happened with you and your previous 
partners.” Stiles looked away sharply but Derek didn’t let him hide. “You didn’t want to kill them 
did you?” 


“Of course not.” The succubus hissed. 


“But you didn’t have control over it, it wasn’t something you wanted but it was still your body 
right?” 


Stiles glared back at Derek when the man tried to turn things back around on him to explain away 
the horrible things he’d done. “It's not the same thing.” 


“See-” 


“You didn’t end up climbing off of some dude's cooling corpse, you didn’t feel him leaving your 
body dead cause he had too much of a good time.” Stiles hissed. “You didn’t feel...Feel that.” 
Stiles looked away, unable to stare back at Derek as he spoke. “You didn’t feel him die as he...As 
he came inside you.” 


Derek conceded defeat, swallowing tightly as the teen once more told him off by revealing such a 
horrible event he’d endured. “No, I didn’t and I’m sorry that happened to you.” 


Stiles shrugged, reaching up under a wing to wipe at his face irritably. 
“Doesn’t that hurt?” 


Stiles looked up eyes still misty, surprised by the random question after they’d just been talking 
about sex and death. “What?” 


Derek gestured to the boy’s wings. “Doesn’t that hurt, having them like that...Moving like you just 
did.” 


Stiles looked down and then back up shaking his head. “No.” 
“They look broken.” 


Stiles snorted as he unhooked the claws and flared his wings smiling a bit at how Derek gasped at 
the sight of them when they were fully stretched out. His smile diminished slowly the wow factor 
of surprising Derek leaving him. He slowly folded them back in, draping them back around himself 
like his favorite blanket. “It doesn’t hurt.” He finally settled on. 


“They hide how big they are.” 


Stiles hummed. “Yeah, I think it's more glamour...Which is kinda stupid seeing as if someone sees 
them its kinda on purpose right?” 


Derek smirked at the annoyed tone Stiles had towards the innate magic he held within himself. “ I 
would think so.” 


Stiles shrugged it off. “Whatever, I don’t hide them unless I’m in public.” He sent a baleful glare to 
his tail. “Like that thing.” 


Derek raised a brow at the distaste in the succubus tone. “You don’t like your tail?” 


Stiles glared back at the wolf who seemed surprised at his loathing of the new anatomy he’d been 
given. “It has a mind of its own.” He hissed earning an amused look. “I’m not joking! It does shit 
without my say-so.” 


“But you can control it.” Stiles nodded. “So it's probably just your brain moving it, like breathing 
without thinking about it.” 


Stiles shook his head, looking down. “Pretty sure it's just another sign of the evil in me, acting 
without my conscious thought.” 


“You’re not evil,” Derek growled, Stiles only gave him a passing glance before tucking his tail 
beneath his folded wings. Sighing, Derek muttered. “How long have you been here?” 


“In this town in particular or this warehouse where I’ve been kidnapped?” Stiles smiled chipperly 
only to earn an eye roll. 


“Town.” 


Figures, Derek always did have a tighter hold on his sense of humor. “A few months...I bounced 
around a lot in the beginning...But I liked it here.” Stiles couldn’t help but smile a little wistfully. 
“There’s a coffee place that’s great cafe Delirium...And I know it doesn’t do anything for me other 
than taste good but it does taste good so that’s kinda reason enough to drink it right?” Stiles 
shrugged. 


Derek chuckled when the teen felt the need to explain why he still enjoyed coffee. “Sure.” 


Stiles hummed, looking up when that telltale shiver came up his spine. Looking out the dingy 
windows of the warehouse proved that the day was turning to evening and he didn’t have a proper 
nest yet. His was still off somewhere in the city and not likely to be used again until he could 
escape the stupid wolves. But before he could do that he’d need to sleep and a succubus didn’t 
sleep on the ground, not by choice. Biting his lip, Stiles looked back at Derek and said abruptly. 
“Go away.” 


Derek blinked a little saddened to hear the teen suddenly demand he leave. “Why?” The glare he 
got in return for his question was ignored. “Why Stiles?” Derek was surprised as rather than just 
shouting at him to leave because of having trapped the succubus Stiles pulled on one of the 
blankets before shyly pointing up. Derek followed and then said. “Oh.” 


“So...Just go...Or stand outside for an hour or so I don’t care but you don’t get to stay here...’ m 
pretty fast now.” 


Derek saw the faint color that rose on the teen’s cheeks, the only real color to him. “Is it really that 
embarrassing? I thought you just threw blankets together.” 


Stiles quickly retorted. “Like how I thought you all howled at the moon?” 


“Fair.” 


Stiles smiled when Derek saw the hypocritical proof there. “So go outside, take a walk, dogs like 
that right?” Stiles laughed when Derek sent a death glare his way for the dog joke, he hated to 
admit it but he’d missed the wolf. Stiles pointed to the door. “Go.” 


Shaking his head Derek got to his feet. “T I be right outside.” 
“And?” 


Derek sighed, turning to leave calling out. “Don’t try to break the roof, Peter already tried. He 
broke his hand.” The wolf smiled upon hearing Stiles laugh at his little story, it was good to hear 
something happy come out of the succubus. Derek stood guard outside the door, sending a text to 
his uncle to ask where the hell he’d gone. No reply. Glaring, Derek kept his post for just over an 
hour before pulling the door open to shout. 


“Are you done?!” 
“No.” 
Blip. 


Huffing, Derek went inside shutting the door and walking inside prepared to remind Stiles about 
the whole lie detector thing only to pause ten feet in when he realized that Stiles wasn’t on the 
smaller stack of blankets, looking up he saw the black tail hanging over the side of a mass of cloth. 
Derek came closer amazed at how the blankets had somehow come to be intertwined in a seamless 
design rather than the half-thrown-together bed he’d expected. And it was very high up, smirking 
the wolf called. “Aren’t you worried about falling out?” He raised a brow when Stiles peeked over 
the edge and shook his head. 


“Physically impossible.” 

“Since when?” 

“Since I got wings.” Stiles sassed before ducking back into the nest. 
Alright, that was confusing but whatever. “Are you coming back down?” 
“No.” 

Derek sighed. “Is this your attempt to get me to leave?” 


“No it's pretty much my overall opinion for you to get the hell out, attempts don’t matter much 
seeing as I’m not coming back down no matter what you say and eventually you’ll get bored and 
leave. After all, you can’t fly nor do you have a long stick to poke my nest with which I also 
wouldn’t recommend doing even if you did have a long stick.” 


Derek smirked at the random response to his question. “And if stay?” 
“Good thing wolves run hot, this place is gonna get cold.” 
“Are you warm enough?” 


Stiles sighed, looking back over the edge of his nest when Derek once more showed concern for 
him. “Go the fuck home, Hale.” 


Derek chuckled at how angry his question had made the teen. “T ll see you in the morning then.” 
He heard the hmph that spurned and as tough as it was to leave, Derek knew he needed to. Not only 


to eat and rest to be prepared for whatever tomorrow might bring, but to find out where the hell 
Peter went. Leaving Stiles to sleep, Derek made the journey back to the man’s apartment, being 
ditched by Peter was something he’d come to expect and the walk would do him some good. 


KOK KK KK K K 


Peter looked up from where he was nodding. “Uh-huh, hold on.” Peter put down his phone to shake 
his head at his glaring nephew. “I’m getting Stiles help go away.” 


Derek balked at that. “O-Okay...Who?” The glare he got as Peter put the phone back to his ear and 
said ‘no I’m here’ had Derek sighing. Fine, if whatever trick Peter had up his sleeve helped Stiles 
then all the better. Derek made himself something to eat before snagging the man’s laptop with a 
grin as Peter glared at him, sitting back down, Derek allowed himself to fall once more into 
research about Stiles’ kind. Anything and everything he could learn might be helpful. Seeing a 
bookmark about nests, Derek clicked and got caught up on the strange occurrence that succubi 
used to sleep. 


KKK K KKK 


Peter and Derek were sitting at the counter of his island, one on one side and the other across from 
them. Each had a cup of coffee and was going through what Peter had found out. 


“So...It’s not about him hating sex?” 


Peter snorted. “It is and isn’t... Think about it, for all of his life he grew up male. He had male 
genitalia and that magic twisted him around inside and out. I don’t know many men who would 
enjoy losing their dick, Derek.” The repulsed glare that caused Derek to give him was ignored. 
“And on top of that, he suddenly had to deal with the need to eat, to feed off of living people, all 
the while letting them fuck him in a new body that wasn’t his own. He’s not female Derek even if 
he lost that outward appearance, he still considers himself male which he is...To an extent, 
psychologically speaking I mean.” Peter sighed, looking down into his steaming cup of coffee. 
“Angelica said that it’s not just a simple means of making him feed-” 


“Whose Angelica?” 


Gritting his teeth both at the interruption and his nephew's curiosity, Peter glared back at the man 
and bitterly stated. “If you must know my therapist.” 


Derek blinked in surprise, not the tone of voice Peter used against him but at the words. “You have 
a therapist?” 


“Shocking I know.” Peter scoffed looking once more to his coffee. “She works with those among 
the supernatural community, she’s a dryad.” 


That made sense, awkwardly enough as he thought about his uncle of all people going to therapy. 
“Alright... You asked her about Stiles.” 


“I did.” Peter looked up, ignoring the still baffled expression Derek wore. “She had some insightful 
comments on his refusal to feed. Namely that to him feeding isn’t sex, it's a violation of his body, 
his choices. He’s being forced to use a new body in a way he never wanted and deal with the 
consequences of said actions. As he so eloquently told us yesterday, he has to get rid of the after- 
effects of his feeding, and that does make it a tad harder to forget the act, now doesn't it?” 


Derek looked away. “Right.” 
“That’s just a reminder of this new body he has and the new needs he has to fulfill.” 
“So how do we fix that?” 


Peter shook his head. “It’s not an easy fix, it could take years for him to get comfortable with that 
new form...Longer to get used to his needing to feed like that.” 


“He'll die,” Derek growled, there was no way Stiles would last that long. Not in the warehouse at 
least and that was if they could even be certain if he’d feed once let go. 


Peter hummed, he was well aware of the risks to their little plot, and the ramifications now if they 
were forced to let Stiles go. His lack of insight into what was wrong with the succubus was 
irrefutable and left a sour taste in his mouth for having not thought ahead. “We can’t get him used 
to his body, not today or tomorrow, we simply need to get him to feed...Angelica had an 
unorthodox suggestion.” 


Derek frowned, he wasn’t sure if he liked where this was going. “What is it?” The growl in his 
voice was unavoidable. 


Peter met his nephew's eyes. “Blindfold him.” 
“What?” Derek scowled. “Blindfold him? How is that going to help?” 


“She said that any distance we can give him from the actual act will help with his dysphoria. 
Blindfolding him would help and...Us attempting to make it good for him.” The glare Derek gave 
him was ignored as Peter rebuked him. “Do you honestly think he’s found any pleasure fucking 
those men? No, it's all been abuse Derek, rape, one he had to willingly take part in but rape 
nonetheless. He’s experienced no pleasure from that, I doubt he even thinks he can.” Peter stood 
up, dumping his coffee into the sink and setting the cup inside before twisting about. “So yes, 
blindfold and a vain attempt at making him feel anything other than revulsion in this new body of 
his. Some positive emotion towards sex, in general, will go a long way.” 


“He won’t let us do this.” 


Peter huffed. “I think he might be more open to it than you think once we approach him from a 
clinical point of view...And give him the choice.” It still felt foreign on his tongue, to actually 
respect Stiles’ wishes when it was clear he needed to feed but Angelica had forcefully reminded 
him that if they persisted in the route they had originally planned then they were no better than 
rapists and that was one thing Peter refused to be. He might be a monster, but he wasn’t that. 


“So we give him the choice to say no and then he says no and we get nowhere,” Derek muttered. 
“Great plan.” 


“I’m not saying we go over there and say let us fuck you, I’m saying we go over there tell him 
about her little idea about the blindfold. Let him get used to someone else touching him, not in 
a...Sexual manner so to speak. Just a measure of comfort while he doesn’t have to focus on his new 
body. Positive sensations Derek, surely you can remember how it felt to have your mother cradle 


you.” Peter hissed at his nephew. “He needs to be touched, to not find the sensation of his body 
being touched as a sign of him being forced to have sex... Though I'd rather refuse to call it sex at 
this point. Angelica was right, it's more like rape, one he has endured over and over again for 
months.” 


Derek swallowed tightly, looked down at his coffee which now felt like a brick in his gut. He 
moved over coming to stand beside his uncle as he dumped it out and placed the cup there. He 
frowned, then looked to Peter in mild surprise. “I have an idea.” 


Peter sighed, not looking forward to Derek’s attempts to avoid Angelica’s advice. “Go on.” 
“Yesterday he commented about a coffee shop he likes.” 

Peter frowned. “He actually drinks coffee still?” 

Derek shrugged. “He knows it's only for taste but he likes it.” 


“A peace offering I take it?” The wolf grinned. “Perhaps it might get him to listen to us at least for 
a moment.” 


“Better than nothing.” Derek soured, at the moment he didn’t think anything other than removing 
the crystals would hear Stiles paying attention to them. 


“Fine let’s go bring the little demon some coffee.” Peter chuckled at the very thought of it, but if it 
worked to entice the succubus into listening to them then all the better. 


KKK K KKK K 


Stiles rolled his eyes when he heard the door to the warehouse open, goody, time for more lectures 
or pleading or-Stiles wrinkled his nose. Turning to peer over the lip of his nest he scowled at the 
two wolves as they came to stand on the edge of the crystals, Derek crouching to set a cup just over 
the line of them. The wolf smirked back at him and Stiles hissed. 


Rolling his eyes Derek muttered. “Come down and get your coffee.” 


“You brought me coffee?” Stiles replied skeptically. “Is it laced with crystals?” He sent an amused 
look to Peter when the wolf laughed at his skepticism. 


“Yes, Pm sure they add a unique flavor, but no. Sadly all that is an extremely over-caffeinated cup 
of hot chocolate.” 


“Hot chocolate?” 

Derek glared at his uncle before telling the teen. “It’s your usual, he likes black coffee.” 
“Okay, ew...Why would you drink black coffee? It's gross and bitter an-” 

“And dark just like my little heart.” Peter taunted. 

Stiles snorted at the man’s little jibe. “Sure.” 


“Come down, it'll get cold.” 


Sighing, Stiles sat up, throwing his legs over the edge before jumping down. His wings unfurled in 
an instant and caught him allowing him to land with barely any indication that he’d previously 
been dropping out of the sky. Stiles folded them back against his back the moment he was on the 
ground, steadfastly ignoring the wolves as he knew they had to be gawking at him. Carefully he 
approached the wall of crystals, bending over to pick the cup up before standing to appraise the 
two wolves. “What gives? You think coffee is gonna make me agree to this shit?” 


“No.” 
“But we have another idea.” 


Stiles huffed, glaring at Peter. “Do tell.” He took a drink of his coffee, he hated Derek all the more 
because this tasted amazing. Pulling the cup back he raised a brow when the wolves continued to 
stare. “What?” He hissed. 


“Sorry, just curious.” Peter smiled at the hissing succubus. “Blindfolds.” 
“No thanks.” Stiles twisted about, done with that conversation. 

“Tts’ not for sex!” 

Stiles paused, turned, and glared at Derek. “What’s it for?” 


“T believe it's called touch therapy but frankly I didn’t bother to ask for the details,” Peter replied 
coolly before taking a drink of his own coffee, forcing Derek to speak up, which he did after 
sending him a dark look. 


Sighing, Derek stared back at the wary succubus. “Peter’s therapist su-” 

“You have a therapist?” 

Peter sighed, glaring. “Yes.” He growled. “Is that really so hard of an idea to entertain?” 
Stiles nodded. “Yeah, pretty much.” 

“Well, I do and she’s rather informed on how to deal with the supernatural.” 

“What is she?” 


Peter smirked at the boy’s sudden curiosity about his therapist, he supposed talking about the 
woman’s idea could wait just a moment longer. “She’s a dryad.” 


“Huh...In the city?” Stiles tilted his head. “What do you meet in a park?” 
Peter chuckled. “No, her tree is on protected land, we meet in her little forest.” 


“Makes sense.” Stiles could see the appeal, so long as no one endangered her tree... Then again, 
Dryads really weren’t meant to be fucked with. “So therapy?” 


Peter sighed at the disbelief in the teen’s voice. “Moving on, I talked with her about your little 
situation and she suggested a few things.” 


Stiles snorted. “Like what?” Then choosing to have some fun with the wolf, asked. “Buy a dildo?” 
He grinned before taking a drink of his coffee. 


Derek groaned at Stiles’ horrible sense of humor and apparent goal to make them feel like 


assholes, Peter, being an asshole just laughed. 


“That would be a nice trick wouldn’t it?” Peter shook his head. “Sadly things aren’t that simple, 
however, she believed that using a blindfold and using touch therapy might help.” 


Stiles huffed, “What’s that?” 


“You sit blindfolded and someone you trust touches you.” When Peter saw the clear negative 
reaction about to come his way he interjected. “Not sexually Stiles, platonically.” 


Stiles frowned, what would be the point of that? “Why?” 
“It's supposed to help.” 


“Yeah, but why?” Stiles muttered in disbelief. “It’s not like I’m afraid of someone holding my 
hand.” It sounded too stupid to be real. 


Peter knew that the succubus probably wasn’t aware of just how bad he might feel with someone in 
his space, at least a male person. He’d seen the boy react positively to woman, back in the club but 
he’d never been overly close to the men and it made abundantly more sense now. “Just trust us.” 


Stiles sent a dower look to Peter before glancing Derek’s way, he saw the pleading look on the 
wolf's face and the teen resented him for looking so sad. “So coffee was your great idea to get me 
to try BDSM?” 


Derek sighed, he knew he shouldn’t have expected anything better but it still hurt to know that 
Stiles didn’t trust them enough to go with things. “No, all we want to do is try her idea. If nothing 
happens then nothing happens.” 


“And if it fails you get a free shot at clawing our eyes out.” Peter smiled at the succubus who at 
least laughed at that, progress or so he hoped. 


“Right...Cause you'd just sit there and let me carve you up?” Stiles frowned when Peter raised his 
hand. “There is something seriously wrong with you and you need to tell your therapist that.” 
When Peter just laughed back at him, Stiles sent a furtive glance Derek’s way. “Are you in 
therapy?” 


“No.” Derek shook his head, though he did comment. “Probably should be but I don’t think it's for 
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me. 


Stiles stared back in awe at what Derek had just admitted, he’d never expected someone as strong 
as Derek Hale to admit to needing therapy. “I-Uh-” 


“So care to try it?” 


Stiles looked back to Peter glaring when the man held up a black strip of cloth. “What’s the plan 
then? Blindfold me and hold my hand?” 


“For starters.” 
“And then?” 
“Elsewhere, but still platonically.” 


Stiles didn’t quite trust that, but then again if they were going to be stupid and come into the little 
ring of circles to touch him Stiles could get the better of them. He shrugged, he’d jump through 


their stupid hoops if only to prove to them that it was all bullshit. “Fine.” He took a drink of his 
coffee, once more despising Derek for knowing exactly what he liked. Swallowing he held up his 
cup. “But I want another one of these after I scratch your eyes out.” 


Derek smirked. “Deal.” 


Nodding, Stiles twisted about and walked over to the few blankets still pooled on the ground. 
Setting his coffee aside before he smirked, then pointed up to his nest. “Don’t suppose I could 
force one of you up there?” 


Derek and Peter glanced at each other surprised by the offer, they both knew how sacred a 
succubus’ nest was. 


“Well...[f you wanted I suppose we could find a way.” 


Stiles grinned before letting them in on his darker thoughts. “Nah, it's not worth the fun of tossing 
you out.” 


Derek sighed, they should have known better. “Who do you want to come in there?” Derek waved 
a hand to the boundary of the crystals. 


Stiles glanced between the two wolves, truthfully he wasn’t really looking forward to either of 
them touching him. It seemed...Wrong. Not that he didn’t trust them, Derek more than Peter, it was 
just the idea that they’d be touching him for the sake of trying to convince him to fuck one of them 
because no matter how they spun it Stiles knew what the real reason for this was “Give me the 
blindfold.” 


Peter effortlessly tossed it, watching as the succubus retrieved it before sitting down into the 
blankets and tying it around his eyes. “Stiles? Darling we need to know who-” 


“Don’t care, just shut up and do your stupid test.” 


Peter looked to Derek, it would make sense for his nephew to go in there, he was better acquainted 
with Stiles. Knew him a bit better and they were on more steady ground but he could see how this 
idea of touching Stiles without his express permission, knowing how Stiles hated this all along that 
saw Peter walking forward. There was no reason for both of them to be uncomfortable and if Derek 
was so hesitant to touch the boy Stiles might assume that he truly was untouchable. 


Peter saw how Stiles tensed but refused to say a word, not yet. It was best at least in his mind that 
Stiles just get used to a positive touch, Angelica said that was key so that was what Peter was 
going to attempt to do...Without giving away that it was him rather than Derek in the hopes that 
Stiles might relax some. Seating himself across from the succubus, Peter gave a small glance to 
Derek as he crouched down beside them, watching him critically. That was fine, Peter knew Derek 
was on guard to help protect Stiles, even from him. 


Reaching out, Peter placed his hand on the boy’s knee, forcing himself not to yank his hand back 
when Stiles tensed and shifted anxiously. No, he let his hand stay there, unmoving though he was 
tempted to try and rub it soothingly. Peter after having a lengthy talk with his therapist knew slow 
was better. So they sat there, for well over ten minutes before Stiles seemed to adjust. He sat there, 
more relaxed but still clearly on edge, waiting for something...The shoe to drop Peter supposed, for 
him to suddenly decide to take whatever the succubus imagined he might want. That was the point 
of this, to just show that being touched wasn’t bad, that a man touching Stiles didn’t mean sex but 
could mean comfort. 


When Stiles was no longer tense as a board, Peter removed his hand, waited for the teen to relax 
after the sudden change, and then reached to put it on the boy's shoulder. Peter smirked when the 
boy’s wings shifted, fluttering anxiously and moving away so as not to touch him. He sent a look 
towards his nephew, Derek was scowling but really that’s all Peter should have expected. He 
raised a brow when Derek glared at him, but neither man said a word. 


Peter’s attention drifted back to the succubus when he felt Stiles shift beneath his hand, he was 
tilting to the side as if to get Peter to let go. Sighing, shaking his head at the clear proof that Stiles 
had been wrong about himself, Peter let the boy’s shoulder go and returned his hand to his knees. 
Peter smirked when the teen settled after a few minutes, relaxing as he rolled his shoulder as if to 
clear away the memory of Peter touching him there but seemingly alright with where Peter’s hand 
was now. 


Stiles hated himself, with a fiery fiery passion as he sat there. A hand came to rest on his knee and 
it startled him a moment, he shifted a bit anxious to see what would happen next. No matter the 
assurances that this would stay platonic, Stiles couldn’t help but feel like there was no such thing 
anymore. 


It was when the hand came to rest on his shoulder that he realized that the hand that he’d adjusted 
to just moments before was making his skin crawl violently and it just made Stiles hate himself for 
realizing how much harder this was. How something as benign as a person, a man’s touch that 
clearly wasn’t sexual rankled him. It bothered him more because he knew who it was touching him 
and didn’t consider him a real threat to himself, yet his body still vibrated a horrible energy of 
wanting to get away. 


Stiles couldn’t help but lean away, his wings shifted anxiously as Stiles fought not to twist away, 
but just as the teen was prepared to do so the hand left his shoulder. A moment later it settled on 
his knee in the very same way it had to begin with, Stiles relaxed though he shrugged his shoulder 
a bit as if to clean it of whatever residue the wolf’s hand might have left. As they sat there, the 
man’s hand resting on his knee Stiles admitted. “I still want to claw your eyes out, Peter.” 


Peter smirked, but of course, the boy would be able to tell who was who, he’d momentarily 
forgotten that the boy could scent things maybe not to the same degree as they could as wolves, but 
the succubus had an increased ability to recognize scents. “I’m alright with that sweetheart, I’ ve 
faced worse.” 


Stiles snorted. “Like being lit on fire and having your throat ripped out?” 
“It's at the top of the list.” 


Stiles smirked at the man’s sass, giving a sigh, and with his spine tremoring in anxiety, Stiles 
shifted back pulling the man’s hand from his knee in the process. Stiles draped his wings over 
himself, hiding his crossed legs and shielding his body on a whole before he reached up to pull the 
blindfold off. He glared at the wolf who hadn’t retreated but simply sat there. “Go away.” He 
hissed. 


Nodding Peter slowly stood up, analyzed the boy once more, and then turned to leave. He gave a 
small smirk to Derek as he stepped over the line of crystals. The smirk evaporated as he twisted 
about to see the succubus glaring at him. “I think you can see why this might be a good course of 
action now, don’t you?” 


Stiles glared all the harder though it did him little good, sending a glare to Derek who had 
remained a silent observer to it all the succubus demanded. “You owe me coffee.” 


Derek smirked at the hissed reminder of the deal that had allowed Peter to enter the circle in the 
first place. “Now or later?” 


Stiles pouted at how easy this was for the pair, how they were so okay with just bartering with him 
for some lame attempt to help him. Instead of answering Derek, he glared sharply at the pair of 
wolves. “You know none of this will work right? There’s a hell of a lot of difference in dealing 
with creeper wolf over there touching my knee to sucking his dick.” 


Peter smirked at the vulgar reminder of what they were trying to get to, he ignored how Derek 
shifted unsettled by it all. Peter could easily stare down the succubus and his sharply bitten words. 
“There is a big difference in those things, but I would think that you might prefer not hating another 
man’s touch before we even broach that idea.” 


“I-I don’t hate men touching me.” He hissed when Peter raised his hand. “That’s different.” He 
lied to the pair of them, Stiles refused to voice aloud just how awful it had felt to have Peter’s hand 
resting on his flesh. 


“Would it be different if it wasn’t me?” Peter challenged, waving the same hand he’d been holding 
up to Derek. “You two know each other well enough, he’s able to get that deplorable concoction 
you call coffee right. But if it came down to it and he was the one touching you, you’d still shy 
away.” 


Stiles huffed. “It’s still coffee, and it’s good.” 


“My point still stands whether you ignore the question or not Stiles, Derek touching you is no 
different than me. We can tell you that you’re safe till we’re blue in the face. That we would never 
accost you in such a manner but your body doesn’t care, it still sees us as a threat doesn’t it?” Peter 
challenged the youth. 


Stiles hissed, baring his fangs at the wolf as he continued to talk about Stiles' own issues with what 
he’d become. The teen scrambled to his feet as he shifted. “None of this fucking matters! It doesn’t 
change anything!” Stiles turned sharply and with a mighty beat of his wings was taken off of the 
ground, two more flaps of them and he was crawling into his nest. Glaring at the ceiling and 
pointedly ignoring the wolves who were doing their best to try and convince him to come back 
down, to listen to what they had to say. Screw that, Stiles knew better, he knew that no matter who 
touched him or how he’d still inevitably have to fuck someone. However many nice touches he got 
couldn’t erase that, couldn’t prevent it from happening. So why bother? 


A sour reality 


Chapter Summary 


Peter and Derek are told to leave after Stiles reacts negatively to their little test going 
south, the succubus makes a daring attempt to escape with disastrous consequences. 
The wolves realize that they're running out of time to save Stiles. 


Chapter Notes 


I hope you all enjoy this week's chapter, its got some good angsty goodness and things 
are starting to get real for the trio. 


Peter sighed, well they had tried their best to try and reason with Stiles. At least now they knew for 
certain that Angelica was right, Stiles hated being touched more than likely just by men. The 
reminder of what he had to do personified, giving his nephew a small shake of his head the wolf 
called out to the succubus. “You will come down eventually darling and we will talk about this. 
Avoiding us and this problem won’t make it go away, you still need to feed.” 


“We’re just trying to help Stiles.” Derek reminded his friend who was hiding away from them. 
“There’s no reason for you to accept not being touched by someone, you know we’d never do 
anything to you, we wouldn’t sleep with you if you didn’t want to. Peter’s therapist gave us 
something to work on, it doesn’t have to do with sex.” 


“My nephew is right, this is simply about accepting another man’s touch. Holding hands as it were 
so that you become more comfortable with others. There is no reason for you to endure feeling 
repulsed by having another person touch you. It is a starting point to helping with your broader 
issues.” 


Stiles huffed issues. What did they know? They were wolves, they could screw whoever they 
wanted whenever they wanted with no repercussions and...Nothing like what he dealt with. Stiles 
shifted in his nest, trying to get comfortable all while ridding the sensation that crawled upon his 
skin. The dirty cloying sensation that spoke of him still having some part of a man inside him, but 
Stiles knew better he hadn’t fed since the night after he’d ran from the club. There was nothing... 
There . But his body still gave him the sensation, the gross feeling of being used. Stiles growled it 
was all their fault, Peter’s stupid idea had caused this sensation in him. “Go away!” He shouted, 
trying to drive them from the warehouse so he could wallow in his own misery in peace. Stiles 
wrapped his wings around himself, curling his tail inward to snatch it up and wring his hands 
around it like some kind of stuffed animal to soothe himself with. It was all the damned thing was 
good for, a distraction for the horrible sensations crawling over him, inside him. His wings synched 
tighter around him, beautiful darkness shielding out the brighter world that mocked him by being 
normal. 


KKK KK KK 


Derek looked to his uncle unsure what to do now that Stiles was secluding himself in his nest. It 
had been quite a sight to see the succubus fly up to it, Stiles made it look so easy but Derek figured 
that was mostly due to the wings. Regardless the sight of the boy leaving was disheartening, 
Peter’s little experiment proved that they were on the right track. That Stiles truly did hate being 
touched by men, no matter how gentle or how respectful the touch might be. 


Peter hummed, staring up at the succubus’ nest. He’d need to call Angelica back and see if she had 
some other thrilling insight on where to go from here. Given Stiles’ reaction to their little test, he 
was frustrated with himself, with being unable to deal with Peter touching him for just a few 
minutes. Something as simple as laying a hand on the boy’s shoulder shouldn’t trigger a negative 
response, but the poor teen had been through quite a lot since his transformation. Looking back at 
his nephew Peter smiled. “I believe you owe that man a coffee.” 


Derek snorted, of course, that would be the first thing out of Peter’s mouth after Stiles chose to 
hide himself away. “T ll wait until he actually wants it.” He waved his hand to the discarded one, 
Derek knew Stiles hadn’t finished it which was just a waste but that was only because they’d 
scared the boy off. Shoulders sagging Derek asked. “Now what?” 


“That is a go-” 
“GO AWAY!” 


Peter closed his eyes and took an even breath, right. Stiles could hear them. Opening his eyes to 
glare up at the teen’s nest, Peter barked back. “Do you want anything this evening?” 


“Your eyeballs? You promised right?” 


Peter huffed an amused laugh. “If you’d like.” He got no reply, nodding Peter nudged his nephew 
ignoring the glare it earned him as Derek stood up. “Time to go.” 


Derek frowned and waved an angry hand up at the boy’s nest, proof that they hadn’t really done 
much since coming there. “You want to leave? Just like that?” 


Peter smiled and nodded. “Yes, he did ask nicely.” Derek frowned, clearly not getting what he was 
truly saying given the stupefied look on his face. Grabbing Derek’s wrist he began to drag the 
younger wolf towards the door, clenching his hand down tighter when Derek tried to fight him. 
“Have a good nap sweetheart.” 


“Go choke on wolfsbane cock!” 


Peter chuckled as they exited the building, the wolf turned and shut the door locking it and 
ignoring the fuming presence of his nephew. Taking a deep breath he turned and smiled. “Ready to 
go?” 


“We just got here.” 


“Yes.” Peter agreed, that was right they’d hardly spent an hour there before things had gone south. 
“And he told us to get the hell out so we’re going to give him a moment to collect himself and 
come back in a few hours. It’s not as if he’s going anywhere and in the meantime, he might 
somehow magically see that we’re not his wardens twenty-four seven.” 


“This is your spiel on choices isn’t it?” 


“The loving way you say that brings such hope in my heart dear nephew.” Peter smiled despite the 
growl his sarcastic words got him. “Let’s go...If we’re lucky he’ Il agree to play ball again.” 


“And if we’re not?” Derek trailed after his uncle, already well prepared for Stiles to tell them to 
piss off again. “If he tells us to get the hell out again?” 


“Hmm...Good question. I suppose that if he’s not willing to play ball with us again we talk to 
him...Bore him to tears.” Peter chuckled at the idea. “And just because he shouts at us doesn’t 
mean we have to leave, I simply thought it might show a good measure of trust to him that we will 
respect his boundaries if he’s upset.” 


“Somehow I think he’s always upset,” Derek muttered as they arrived at Peter’s car. “ Are you 
really going to call your therapist again?” 


“I don’t see why not.” Peter shrugged. “I’m sure she’d be interested and if we’re extremely lucky 
she might have something else to offer us in advice.” Looking back at the warehouse Peter added. 
“We’ll come back in a few hours, let him settle down a bit before we try to piss him off again.” 


Derek growled. “The whole point is to not piss him off.” 


> 


“A short-sighted dream if ever there was one nephew, as Angelica said, this isn’t going to be easy.’ 


KOKK K KKK K ok 


Stiles blinked up at the ceiling, his wings were spread out behind him, laying over the edges of his 
nest as his tail gently swayed over the lip of it. He was stretched out and it was comfy, but the 
whole reality of what was going on around him made this little reprieve in his nest not that 
pleasant. Stiles knew Derek and Peter would come back just like they said they would and he knew 
that they weren’t going to let him out of their little crystal garden which meant Stiles had to either 
deal with their bullshit or make this extremely hard on them to the point where they gave up. 


Sighing, the succubus muttered. “This takes too much energy.” 


Looking down the length of himself, his glamour no longer in effect with the wolves not around 
Stiles swallowed. He looked horrible, all pale translucent flesh, almost like a jellyfish though Stiles 
was thankful that he couldn’t see his own organs. Still, the sight of the larger blood vessels that ran 
down his body was disturbing and the protrusions of all his bones were sickening as well. 


The dark pit in his stomach that gnawed at him relentlessly had Stiles looking away his eyes 
misting up yet again as he knew that soon he wouldn’t have a choice. Feed or die. The prospect of 
feeding off of Peter or Derek was bad, horrible, terrifying...The thought of feeding off of a stranger 
that they brought to him, them knowing what was happening. Death was kinda preferable. 


Stiles twisted a bit, adjusting his head to lay on the cushion of his wing sighing a bit only to smirk 
when the wing itself tremored upon his own breath ghosting its sensitive flesh. Reaching out a 
clawed hand he carefully traced the flesh feeling goosebumps crawl along his body as he did so. 
When he pulled his hand back Stiles glared at the sheen on it, more oil. “Fucking wings.” Stiles 
grimaced as he wiped it off onto one of his blankets and turned away from the pretty appendages 
that were just a stark reminder of how much he’d changed and what he needed to do. 


Taking a deep breath Stiles nodded trying to steady himself for when the wolves came back. “I can 


do this...It’s simple, I’m good at pissing people off especially those two.” He smirked as he 
recalled all the different times that he’d managed to piss the wolves off, sometimes not even trying. 
Stiles licked his lips, pausing, frowning, and then sitting upright to lean over his nest. “Damn it.” 
He glared at the coffee cup down on the floor below him, it had probably gone cold a while ago 
now...But coffee. Nodding, Stiles rolled out of his nest and let his wings catch him before he hit 
the ground. Walking over he snatched up the coffee and took a leisurely sip only to smile and pull 
it back. “Knew it would still be good.” He licked his lips chasing the taste of the coffee that would 
soon be absorbed, but not by his stomach. Stiles looked at the cup and hummed, he looked past to 
the crystals and smirked. Taking another leisurely sip Stiles began to pace, looking for a weaker 
point in the lines of crystals. 


KOKK K KKK K K 


After a lengthy talk with his therapist again, alone. Peter once again glared at his nephew for trying 
to get involved in that phone call, they were heading back to check on Stiles. The Dryad didn’t 
have much to say about how things went for them, other than to say she wasn’t surprised. It was 
disheartening to know that the woman didn’t expect much better let alone have feelings on what to 
do about the boy’s continued denial about his situation and refusal to try and get past his issues. 


Pulling up to the warehouse, the wolves sat in the car for a moment, silent after Peter turned the 
vehicle off. “Perhaps we should have brought him coffee.” 


Derek snorted. “Is that really how we’re going to greet him every time we go in there?” 
Peter gave a pointed look to his nephew, stoutly reminding him. “It was your idea.” 


“For the mornings, when coffee is normal. It’s two pm, Peter.” Derek rolled his eyes when Peter 
waved a hand at him dismissing his comment. “Fine, let’ s just go inside and see if he won’t talk to 
us again.” 


“Yes, it's the best we can do.” Walking to the door Peter fished out the key to the door's heavy 
lock, unlocking it and sliding the door open for them to walk through. He turned about and shut it 
behind them, sliding the lock once more to seal them inside and prevent anyone outside from 
trying to investigate the building. Surprisingly Derek had waited for him, Peter assumed that was 
out of some sliver of fear of facing Stiles alone, he had to admit the boy had a sharp tongue as ever. 
What a little rage wouldn’t do for one's verbal skills. 


The wolves froze when they came into the large room where the succubus was held, a ring of the 
crystals was broken, the coffee cup a few feet away spilled over. But any fear they might have had 
about Stiles escaping went out the window upon seeing the succubus sprawled on the ground 
beside the crystal barrier, his glamour clearly gone as he lay limp. 


“Stiles!” Derek ran forward, jumping over the second layer of crystals with a small hop just in case 
they still worked. Kneeling down with a tremoring hand Derek gently turned the teen, grimacing as 
it unnaturally contorted the boy’s wings. 


“Gentle Derek.” Peter was in the process of throwing the crystal barrier farther apart so it might 
not affect the succubus but soon joined his nephew in turning the boy over. Between the two of 
them, they managed to straighten out the succubus’ outstretched wings. 


“Should we curl them in?” 


“I doubt we’d do it right,” Peter muttered as he gently laid them on the ground before leaning 
forward to examine the teen as Derek held him. Tilting his head only to glare as Stiles’ head fell 
aside limp. The wolf's gaze raked over the emaciated form before the wolf shook his head. “He 
tried to get out.” 


“Obviously,” Derek growled. 


Peter met his nephew's eyes. “And it clearly didn’t work, if anything it might have made him 
weaker.” Waving a hand at the unconscious youth, Peter growled. “He’s wasting too much energy 
holding that damn glamour and now this!” The Beta glared at the crystals, he knew it was for the 
best but perhaps it was too dangerous to gamble with. Runes might be strong enough given how 
weak Stiles was, but Peter wanted the assurances that the boy wouldn’t manage to escape while 
their backs were turned. Looking at the teen now proved that wasn’t something they needed to 
worry about. 


Derek glared down at the limp figure he was holding in his arms. Stiles hardly weighed a thing and 
given how his body looked that made sense, but surely his wings should have weighed a ton given 
how large a wingspan they were. Yet, when he’d shifted the one to hold Stiles in his arms it hadn’t 
felt any heavier than one of the boy’s arms. Staring down at the succubus Derek bit off a growl 
that was forming in this throat, Stiles was dying. A deep sigh had Derek looking up to see Peter 
shaking his head. “What?” He growled. 


Peter met the enraged eyes of his nephew, he knew Derek was just as upset as he was, maybe more 
considering how much he cared for the boy. He probably expected Peter to joke about this, but this 
was nothing to joke about. “We need to get him to eat something.” 


“T know that,” Derek growled. “But he won’t eat.” 


That was the problem, Peter stared back at Stiles’ prone form and couldn’t find a solution that 
wouldn’t find them all hating each other. Shaking his head Peter reached out to gently move one of 
the boy’s wings so he could kneel closer only to pause. He frowned, looked down to the boy’s 
wing, and pulled his fingers back to stare at the slickness he’d somehow gotten from touching the 
leathery surface. “My my what is this?” Peter pulled his fingers back and sniffed, nothing but the 
sweet scent of the succubus, so something organic to Stiles himself, something normal to a 
succubus? 


“What is that?” 


Peter hummed as he rubbed two fingers together to feel the substance. “If I didn’t know better it 
would be the oil that a bird produces for its feathers.” Peter looked up to his nephew. “Obviously 
that’s not what it is.” 


“Obviously.” Derek retorted in annoyance. “Do you think it's bad?” 


“T m unsure.” Peter stared back at the oil-like substance a moment longer before wiping his hand 
off on his pants. “Something to look up later, back to the problem at hand...What to do with him?” 


“Is there anything we can do? He won’t eat, we can’t force him to eat...It’s like you said, we have 
to just sit by and watch him die.” Derek growled his shift falling over him, he shook his head 
fighting to reign it back but it was far harder than it should be. He managed but only after a 
struggle, he glared when Peter stared back at him clearly concerned. 


“Yes...Well, I suppose we should make him comfortable.” Peter looked up to the nest. “Though I 
doubt either of us can get up there without destroying that nest or the support beams.” 


“We don’t have wings.” 


The dead-serious tone of his nephew's voice had him chuckling, Peter shook his head. “No we do 
not, he’ ll have to make do with the blankets we have down here. Come, it’ ll take the both of us to 
try and wrap him up...Godspeed to us getting his wings in a somewhat comfortable position.” Peter 
muttered sourly as he stared at the beautiful appendages that were akin to a puzzle than an easily 
foldable surface. They didn’t conform the way they appeared they should and Peter refused to 
accidentally break one of the boy’s wings. 


“So, drag him?” Derek replied in disgust. “Can’t we just cover him with a blanket to keep him 
warm?... He feels warm enough.” 


Peter hummed reaching out to feel the boy’s forehead. “Huh...Hotter than a human, but not as hot 
as us.” Peter smirked up at his nephew. “Good to know, and in this case, Pm mostly worried about 
laying him down on the cold floor. At the moment you’re holding him, he will not be agreeable to 
this when he wakes up.” 


Derek knew that, but looking down at the limp figure he was cradling to himself the Beta admitted 
to himself alone that he didn’t want to let go. Not if Stiles was really running out of time, he 
wanted to be there, comforting him however he could cause the horrible death that awaited the 
succubus was bad enough Derek refused to make Stiles face it alone. 


“Derek.” 


Derek looked up a somewhat desperate look on his face, a weakness he didn’t want to show to his 
uncle but now found himself doing. “He can claw my eyes out...’ m not letting him go.” 


Peter would have ordinarily called his nephew foolish, childish for this kind of response to 
something, but in this instance, he nodded. Stiles was far worse off than either of them had 
imagined and that was before his little stunt today, now...Now Peter was unsure how long the boy 
would last at all. If it gave his nephew some comfort to hold the boy until Stiles rose to combat 
him then so be it. They both knew that should Stiles wake he’d fight them tooth and nail to be 
released, but the succubus wasn’t awake at the moment so the wolf supposed there was no harm in 
it. Peter refused to think of what might happen if Stiles never woke back up. 


Desperate for a solution 


Chapter Summary 


Peter and Derek deal with the fact that Stiles is getting weaker and weaker, Stiles 
wakes to an unsettling situation and suffers a breakdown. Derek finds a simple but 
somehow effective solution to make Stiles feel not so alone. 


Chapter Notes 


I hope you all enjoy the latest chapter. 


Derek had managed to sit himself down and with some juggling between him and Peter had gotten 
Stiles sprawled across his lap, held in his arms, and with his wings spread out behind him. One of 
the dark appendages was wrapped around Derek while the other was fully stretched out on the 
floor, the best the wolves could manage with the strange appendages. Stiles' head was craned 
inward, resting on Derek’s chest as Peter sat on the other side of the boy, mindful of the wing 
sprawled on the floor beside him. Stiles hadn’t shown any sign of waking, it had been two hours 
and both wolves were getting anxious. Anxious enough that Peter had called his therapist. 


“He’s not waking...No I realize that Angel, but I think this is a bit more drastic of a change than 
you’re realizing,” Peter growled, rolling his eyes when he was given a less than stellar reply. He 
knew Derek was watching him and his responses to what the Dryad said but the wolf didn’t care, 
his focus was on helping Stiles. “Surely the crystals couldn’t take too much energy from him.” 
Peter nodded. “That’s what I thought but he’s been out cold for two hours and that’s only since 
we ve been here it might have been a lot longer.” 


Derek looked away, looked down at Stiles as some makeshift barrier to hearing what he already 
knew. Stiles wasn’t doing well. 


Peter saw his nephew shy away from the conversation, Peter’s own gaze swept over the limp 
succubus carefully before he replied to Angelica. “Yes, alright...No, I don’t think I will.” Peter 
huffed in amusement. “I will keep you informed.” Peter ended the call, tucking his phone away. 


“She didn’t say anything good did she?” 


“She’s my therapist.” When Derek looked up with a frown Peter quipped. “She rarely has anything 
good to tell me.” When his smart-ass remark got him a growl, Peter shook his head. “But on this 
you’re right. She told me what we already know Derek, wait and see, either he’ll wake or he 
won’t.” It was a hard pill to swallow, far harder than he’d imagined it would be when Peter had 
been prepared to hunt down Stiles to make sure the boy took care of himself. His stupid belief that 
he could convince the teen to just eat made him loathe himself, he should have known better. 


An hour passed, still no sign of Stiles rousing. Another hour, nothing. Four hours passed and the 
sun was beginning to make its final descent when both wolves jerked to attention when Stiles’ 
wing shifted on its own. 


“Stiles.” Derek rasped. “Come on wake up.” He pleaded with the teen holding him tighter to 
himself as if that might matter. 


The teen's wing continued to shift from time to time, almost as if it wasn’t certain what to do with 
itself or how to fold itself back up. When Derek jumped and twisted a bit to the side Peter 
questioned with a frown. “What’s wrong?” 


Derek blinked, looked back at his uncle, and said. “His tails hitting me.” 
“I see...How’s that feel?” 


Derek glared only to sigh when Peter tried to defend himself by saying he was simply curious and 
had no ulterior motives. Derek looked down at the appendage that was just as restless as the boy’s 
wing yet there was no other sign that Stiles was rousing from his collapsed state. Derek let out a 
grunt when the wing that was wrapped around his back suddenly jerked forward to hit his back. 


Peter’s eyes widened at the sudden force of the boy’s wing hitting Derek, making the younger wolf 
grunt and jerk forward unexpectedly. “Well then.” 


Derek blew out a long breath when the wing relaxed before asking. “Do you think he’s trying to 
fold them?” 


Peter pointed to the flat wing stretched out beside him. “Doubtful. If he’s not trying with this one 
then chances are it's just his sluggish brain trying to organize itself.” 


Derek nodded along, ignoring how the wing shifted behind him from time to time, smacking him 
in the back every now and then. The wolf did smirk when Peter was hit with the boy’s other wing 
when it suddenly arched up to fold itself smacking the man in the back of the head as it curled 
forward. Derek winced shortly after prepared to be hit in the same motion only to stare in awe as 
the wing folded forward to cover the teen’s chest like a blanket, Derek twisted when he felt the 
other wing move as if to embrace him. Smirking the wolf looked down at Stiles. “He’s curling up.” 


“Hmm...Trying to keep warm or perhaps trying to defend himself.” When Derek looked up at him 
from where he’d been staring at Stiles, Peter shrugged. “His subconsciousness knows we’re 
wolves, he can smell us.” 


“But we’re not a threat.” 


“Yes, well tell that to his brain.” Peter drolled with a roll of his eyes, just because Stiles knew 
something didn’t mean his brain did. Instinct was written into you, into supernatural creatures for a 
good reason. Survival. 


Derek smiled down when Stiles shifted in his arms, trying to curl into him, into the wing that 
wasn’t able to wrap around him. “It’s alright Stiles.” He tried to soothe the restless teen who kept 
shifting in his hold, the man’s tail startled him a moment later when it suddenly shifted and 
wrapped around his arm which was holding the boy behind his wings. Swallowing tensely at the 
strange sensation of the succubus’ tail taking hold of him as if it was a third arm. 


“What’s wrong?” 
Derek shook his head never taking his eyes off of Stiles. “His tails wrapped around my arm.” 
“Interesting...Is it trying to move you?” 


“Doesn’t feel like it, just holding onto me.” Derek focused on feeling the flesh as it coiled around 


his arm laying pretty docile once it was coiled around him. The last few inches continued to swish 
about but it wasn’t hurting him and if it brought some kind of comfort to the succubus then all the 
better. Gazing over to his uncle Derek informed the man. “It's odd to see him with a tail and 
wings.” 


Peter chuckled. “Yes, well you can imagine my shock upon seeing him at the club and I didn’t 
even see him without his glamour then.” 


Derek nodded, that was right Peter was just as horrified as he was to see Stiles without his glamour. 
“Do you think the pack saw him like that?” It left an uneasy, angry sensation inside him to know 
the other pack might have walked around like normal after having seen how badly Stiles was 
starving himself. 


“I don’t know, to be honest, it's possible that the Alpha did at some point given what he said about 
granting Stiles mercy.” 


Derek shook his head, that wasn’t mercy, not really. It was just a way of making them feel better 
for having failed to help him, if they had really wanted to help him they would have found a way. 
Maybe if they had Stiles wouldn’t be dying in his arms. 


Peter sighed, glancing out the window to find it had gone dark, at least Stiles’ curling up made 
sense. All the good little succubi were either hunting or safely sleeping in their nests. Stiles was 
neither, though he supposed Derek holding him was a good second to the safety of his nest. The 
wolf smirked at the thought of that but kept it to himself. 


Stiles was tired, a type of tired that he’d never really felt before but it was slowly allowing him out 
of the darkness that he’d plunged into when he’d foolishly thought the gap his coffee cup had 
made in the crystals had been enough to get by. Memo to self, it wasn’t. 


Still, as his brain slowly came up through the fog the succubus heard voices, thankfully not in the 
‘I hear voices’ way so much as someone around him was having a conversation. It took far longer 
than it should have for Stiles’ tired mind to realize who was talking. Peter...Oh, and Derek. Right. 
The wolves were there, in the warehouse with him. 


As much as Stiles wanted to just tell them to piss off and leave him to rest in his nest, Stiles’ mind 
informed him he wasn’t in his nest. How did it do this? Well, only one wing was folded around 
him, the other stuck by an immovable object. Annoying. His tail was wrapped around something, 
something warm, alive? Shit that wasn’t good and then the sensation of arms holding him, warm 
and alive. 


Stiles didn’t want to wake up, he was comfortable, oddly comfortable as he was, and waking up 
meant dealing with the horrors of what he was. So for just a moment longer Stiles let himself 
pretend that he was just sleeping, that whatever was going on around him was nothing but good, no 
pain, no...Bad things. Just, warmth and safety and no expectations or constant reminders of what a 
horrible thing he was. What a monster he was, just Stiles and the sensation of being held with no 
strings attached. He knew if he opened his eyes if Stiles allowed himself to wake up and see what 
was going on that horrible sensation of wrongness would come back. That his skin would crawl, 
he’d feel violated again, used, dirty, and then he’d have to face everything else. 


Nope, Stiles was going to stay in the nice warm darkness that clearly wasn’t someone holding him. 
The teen curled towards his wing that was being blocked, that part was at least a little annoying, he 
wanted to fold it around him. They were comfy that way, but whatever was blocking it wasn’t 
moving. Too tired to fight it, Stiles contented himself with burying his face into the warmth he was 
surrounded by. 


Inhaling Stiles squeezed his eyes shut harder. There was no one there, he was alone and warm. 
Nobody was touching him, just him and his nest. Stiles ground his fangs as he struggled to keep 
that illusion for himself, for just a moment longer. Stiles couldn’t help but have his eyes snap open 
when the voices he’d mostly been tuning out for safety sake registered and their conversation 
rolled over him like a tidal wave. 


“He can’t stay here Peter, it's not safe...Not if he’s gonna do that again.” 


“Tm aware dear nephew but its’ not as if we have another location that will somehow be safer for 
him to explore. Surely you can reason that location isn’t the issue.” 


A growl. “I know that.” Derek hissed back at Peter. “But we can’t just leave him alone, look at 
him, he’s hurt because we used those crystals to keep him here.” 


“We had no alternative, he wasn’t about to stay for tea at my place.” 


Stiles smiled wistfully as the two argued over what to do with him, somehow in his foggy mind the 
idea of going to tea at Peter’s place was amusing. Stiles wasn’t even aware the man drank tea, 
though that kinda made a good picture with what he knew of the wolf. So, well aware that he was 
breaking his little bubble of lies and comfort, Stiles tiredly muttered. “It's not tea if you put alcohol 
in it.” 


Derek and Peter froze, both wolves looking down at once to the succubus Derek was still holding. 
“S-Stiles?” 


The succubus sighed, shifting a bit in the wolf's arms. Stiles kept his eyes closed, maybe if he did 
that the stupid little blindfold trick would work. So far he felt...Wrong but not bad per se. 


“Open your eyes sweetheart we-” 


“No.” Stiles shifted his wing, covering his face and earning a small bark of laughter for it, he 
smiled beneath the safety of his wing. Sighing as the sensation of wrongness stayed where it was, 
it wasn’t getting worse. He was warm, he was safe, and there was no one touching him. It was just 
him and his nest, Stiles repeated this over like a mantra, continuing to try and fool his own body. 


Peter shared a grin with Derek, though the latter was just shaking his head. “Stiles, as adorable as 
that was, we do need to speak with you. Your little stint with the coffee cup didn’t end so great 
darling.” 


Stiles knew that he could still feel the tremor that had shot up his bones when he was thrown back. 
“Crystals suck.” Another bark of laughter, well at least Peter was happy. Derek hadn’t said a word 
though, but Stiles wasn’t going to look or move about. He wasn’t going to acknowledge that he 
was ninety-nine percent sure that’s who was holding him, cause no one was holding him! 


Peter smirked at Stiles’ little ploy to stay hidden beneath his wing, reaching out after giving a firm 
look to a glaring Derek, he curled his fingers around the boy’s wing and gently tried to pull it back 
a hiss of warning had the wolf letting go. He patted the unique anatomy to soothe the teen. “Come 
on darling, time to talk.” 


“No.” Stiles shifted, his wing fluttered a bit anxiously as Peter had touched him, no...No nobody 
had touched him. He was fine, there was nothing to worry about an...Stiles frowned when that 
horrible sensation of wrongness grew as his wings shook. 


“Stiles?” Derek looked about to the wings which were now shaking, sending an alarmed look to a 
frowning Peter at the new development the wolf questioned. “Stiles, what’s wrong?” 


Stiles grit his teeth as he tried to reign in his own body, tried to lie to it once more. Tell it that 
nothing was happening, no one was touching him, no one had touched him. It was just him and his 
nest, he was safe...He was. He wasn’t. 


Stiles hated him, truly hated himself for a great many things. Mostly to do with what he was, but 
at that moment it was for showing just how broken he was. Stiles cried, no he sobbed. His body 
shaking as that vile feeling of wrong spread from his wing down the length of it to his spine where 
it was slowly spreading like poison. 


Peter gave a sorrowful look to the teen who appeared to have reached a breaking point, though 
neither he nor Derek knew what had suddenly tipped him over. Whatever it had been, it was clear 
that Stiles was struggling as the boy’s wings were rustling as if he was fighting to keep them where 
he wanted them. Daring to be so bold, he reached out and put a gentle hand on the outside of the 
wing that was wrapped around the teen steadying its tremor. “None of that darling, you’re fine.” 


Stiles bit the inside of his cheek, blood pooled in his mouth as he felt the sudden warmth of Peter's 
hand on his wing. The wing recoiled as if it was burnt as Stiles shifted trying to move without 
unfolding the wing itself. He got nowhere and when Derek’s arms which were supporting him 
moved him a bit tighter into himself, Stiles burst free. 


His wing flailed out sharply surprising everyone but Stiles who lurched up as his wing flung away 
from him to crash into Peter sending the wolf flat onto the floor. Stiles tail unwrapped from around 
Derek’s arm as the teen sat up in a hurry, the tip of his wing having struck the wolf under the chin 
on its way to clobber Peter left more than enough room for Stiles to get up out of the man’s hold. 
His wing that had been wrapped around the back of Derek, however, didn’t quite get the memo and 
with a squawk, Stiles fell back into Derek as his wing didn’t unwrap from around the wolf fast 
enough. Panting Stiles looked up wide-eyed as Derek looked back down at him in a frown. 


Derek grimaced as he was struck by the boy’s wing, the hearty crack of the appendage on his chin 
jerking his head up. He felt Stiles rise, felt the boy’s tail unwrap just before he lurched forward to 
leave his lap only for the teen to give a sudden screech as his other wing got caught up on Derek’s 
body. Now, Stiles sprawled once more on his lap stared up in his in clear fright, horror. Derek 
sighed, trying to offer up a reassuring smile. “It’s okay Stiles.” 


Stiles swallowed tightly, the poison in his spine said otherwise. Stiles shivered, his wings rustling 
anxiously, he saw Derek glance their way before their eyes met once more. Stiles refused to 
acknowledge the tears on his cheeks or the misty eyes he no doubt showed while staring up at the 
wolf in fright. He opened his mouth prepared to say something though he wasn’t sure what at the 
moment. Derek beat him to it. 


Derek knew something bad was going to happen, Stiles was having a meltdown, and given what 
he’d been through that made sense. There was nothing Derek could do to help him, not really, but 
seeing how frightened he was to find himself in Derek’s lap the wolf gently used his arm to sit the 
teen up still seated in his lap and shaking like a leaf. “Your wing got caught.” Stiles gave a jerky 
nod. “Can you get up now?” 


Stiles wasn’t sure what to do when Derek helped him sit up, helped him find some kind of stability 
in making him at an equal height to himself. Derek’s nonchalance about his wing was 
otherworldly, but all he could do was nod when the wolf stated the obvious. His wing had gotten 
caught, but as far as the second question went. 


Stiles looked down at himself, his body radiated its discontent to everything that had happened. 
the poison going up and down his spine, spreading throughout his bloodstream just made him 
shiver more. Stiles needed to move, he had to! But he didn’t think he could, his whole body was 


shaking and the world was kinda tilted. He was dizzy Stiles realized before he slumped into 
Derek’s arms. 


“Stiles?!” 


“Easy nephew.” Peter gently shifted the boy’s wing, keeping it at a good angle so as not to take 
another face plant to the ground. Stiles seemingly fainting against Derek as they talked wasn’t the 
best reaction they could hope for but at least the boy was somewhat aware. More so than he’d 
thought when he got closer to see the boy sluggishly blinking, smiling the wolf said. “You sat up 
too fast.” The small nod he got was echoed by his own, meeting Derek’s concerned eyes Peter 
said. “Slowly.” 


Derek swallowed gently helping Stiles to sit up the teen wavered and the two wolves helped 
balance him. “Are you okay?” A stupid question given that Derek knew he wasn’t, but it was more 
about how Stiles was feeling and not how Derek assumed he was feeling. 


“Dizzy,” Stiles muttered, his own hand shooting out to grab Derek’s shoulder to keep himself 
steady. He grit his teeth and sighed a moment later when things started to steady, the constant noise 
in the base of his skull screaming that everything was wrong. That everything was bad and that he 
wasn’t safe was making him tired. 


The poison in his blood would have had Stiles recoiling from where he was willingly touching 
Derek but the sight of his claws in the wolf's shoulders, blood spilling around them had Stiles 
looking up to the wolf who was still just holding him. Not a wince or noise to be had despite 
Stiles’s claws being embedded in him. 


Stiles blinked sluggishly trying to find some rhyme or reason to it all but there wasn’t anything 
new he settled on. Derek wasn’t opposed to taking pain, to getting hurt to make others alright. 
Derek had saved him numerous times, just like Stiles had saved him. Yet, Stiles had never hurt 
Derek, not physically at least. Yet, here he was claws embedded in the man’s shoulder and Derek 
was just looking down at him in concern. The wolf's arms, one bracing his knee, the other wrapped 
around his back, gentle on the base of his wings. 


Stiles could feel Peter’s own hand on his shoulder, a place he’d previously refused to let it stay 
fearful of what it was, what it meant. Just trying to get rid of the poison inside him before it 
overwhelmed him. The poison was in him, now, everywhere and it felt wrong and it felt 
disgusting, it made Stiles want to bathe until all his skin sloughed off. Yet, despite all of that, all 
Stiles did was say. “Doesn’t that hurt?” 


Derek raised a brow at the sudden question. “W-What?” 


“Doesn’t that hurt?” Stiles let his gaze go to his hand which he belatedly realized he hadn’t pulled 
out of the man’s shoulder. Oops. Stiles grimaced in mirrored pain as he pulled his claws out 
immediately grossed out at the sight of Derek’s blood on his hand. 


Peter chuckled at the boys’ concern for Derek. “Darling I believe we all know what happened with 
the Kanima right?” Stiles twisted his head and nodded back to Peter. “Then it's safe to say he’s a 
bit tougher than those talons of yours.” 


Derek smiled when Stiles twisted his head back around. “It's fine. It’s already healing.” 


Stiles tilted his head looking at the wolf's shoulder, huh...It was. Stiles looked up at Derek and with 
absolutely no filter in his frazzled mind uttered. “The poisons still there.” 


“P-Poison?” 
“What poison?” Peter scowled at the succubus. “Succubi aren’t poisonous.” 


Stiles frowned, confused for a moment before he shook his head. “Nothing...Nothing, just never 
mind.” Stiles shook his head repeatedly shifting about now, trying to get up as he realized just how 
long he’d lingered. How long he’d allowed the wolves to touch him, Stiles struggled but he 
managed to get off of Derek’s lap at least though he did collapse back to the floor. Sighing as he 
was folded over his knees, wings weighted down behind him Stiles panted as he shot out a hand to 
press on the ground and keep him steady. 


Peter scowled at the sight of the exhausted succubus, he couldn’t stand. “Stiles-” 


“Not now Peter.” Derek knew what his uncle was going to say and although he wanted nothing 
more than to try and convince Stiles to do something, to eat something even if it wasn’t...Enough. 
Derek knew the rebuttal would just see Stiles trying to use what energy he had to get away from 
them. “What did you mean by poison?” 


Stiles looked up through his eyelashes to Derek, shaking his head. “It-Its nothing.” 


“You said it so it must be something,” Peter commented after Derek silenced him about bringing 
up the boy’s starvation. 


“T-Its in my blood.” 


Peter sighed at the strange belief Stiles seemed to have. “Darling I don’t know what you think is in 
your blood but Succubi aren’t poisonous.” 


Stiles tilted his head back to stare at a frowning Peter Hale, he wasn’t even sure why he was trying 
to explain this to them. It’s not like it was going to change or that they could change it. It just was. 
“I-I thought I could fool it.” 


“Your blood?” Derek frowned, clearly confused by the strange response. 


Stiles nodded his head. “Y-Yeah...If-If I just kept my eyes closed or, I don’t know pretended I was 
in my nest.” 


“Why? What were you trying to fool it for?” Peter pressed curious to learn about this poison, and 
just why Stiles had been trying to fool his blood. 


“So-” Stiles swallowed, he couldn’t say it. Couldn’t say that he wanted to fool it so he could stay in 
Derek’s arms. So he could just be there, warm and safe and just...Not alone. 


“Stiles?” 


The succubus shook his head. “It's nothing.” He gave a tired smile to the worried wolves. “It’s 
nothing. I-Uh, sorry about the shoulder.” Stiles cleared his throat a bit awkwardly. 


“It's fine.” Derek monotonously replied to the awkward apology that Stiles thought was necessary. 


Peter shook his head, Derek might be prepared to ignore what had just happened, to let Stiles shy 
away from what he was about to tell them, Peter was not. “Stiles, what is this poison you’ re talking 
about?” 


Stiles swallowed, looked back to Peter, and shook his head. “I was just confused, it's fine.” 


Peter gave a wry smirk. “Darling.” He chuckled before tapping his chest. “Try again.” 
Stiles huffed at the man not so nicely called him out. “Rude.” 

Chuckling again Peter waved a hand. “So? Poison, care to share?” 

“No.” 

“Well please do regardless.” 


Stiles looked tiredly to Derek. “Neither of you will get it so can one of you just rig up a rope so I 
can go back to my nest?” 


“You think you’re strong enough to climb a rope but not fly?” Derek frowned at the clear 
discrepancy there. 


Stiles tilted his head up carefully so as not to make himself dizzy again, he sighed. It was so high, 
looking back down he pulled one of his wings around to blanket him, it wasn’t easy. Reaching out 
a hand Stiles gently adjusted his wing and avoided the wolf's roving gazes as he stroked the strange 
flesh as if to console it for being so tired. 


Derek glared at his uncle though it wasn’t the man’s fault for this, it was just his silent way of 
saying ‘what the hell do we do now?!’ Thankfully Peter was very good at discerning what Derek 
was thinking when he glared at him. 


“Well... Today has been an adventure.” Peter smiled ignoring the glare and not-so-subtle growl his 
nephew was giving him and stayed focused on the tired frown Stiles offered him. “So, tell me 
Stiles in your research on yourself have you come across runes that don’t work?” 


Stiles snorted at the stupid question that seemingly came out of the blue. “I didn’t screw around 
with runes, the last thing I needed was locking myself in a closet or something.” 


Peter chuckled at the teen's example, technically speaking that would have been nigh impossible 
but to each their own. “Yes...Here.” Peter dug inside his jacket pulling out a sharpie that he’d stored 
in it when he’d been copying the runes for the warehouse. Leaning forward he drew a rune on the 
floor, watching as Stiles shifted away from it as if he expected it to do so something violent to him. 
Peter wrote the same rune three times in a row before placing the pen on one side of it. “Try to take 
the pen.” 


Stiles gave a glare towards the wolf. “I’ve already played with barriers today.” 
“Just try.” Peter waved his hand at the pen urging the teen to do as he asked. 


Huffing Stiles reached out only for his hand to slam into an invisible barrier. He glared as he 
tucked his hand back into himself. “Wow, shocker it worked. Who would have guessed that 
druidic symbols would work on a supernatural creature?” 


Derek snorted at the sarcastic retort the teen offered Peter for his little test, he smirked at his 
glaring uncle daring him to say something back at him or Stiles when it was him who had stepped 
into something. 


“Cute.” Peter drawled before leaning forward giving some space between the two lines to write 
another three symbols before replacing the pen behind them. “If you’d please.” 


Stiles reached out blinking when his hand went through and was able to pick up the pen. “Huh...It 


didn’t work.” 


Peter smiled holding out his hand for the pen, when Stiles handed it back making sure they didn’t 
touch in the process the wolf uttered. “Are there any particular blankets in your nest that you find 
irreplaceable?” The wolf pointed up to the rafters where the teen’s nest was safely tucked away. 


Stiles blinked. “Um...No? You gave me them, they weren’t mine.” 


“Ah, so you haven’t imprinted on them yet. Good.” Peter smiled broadly at that, not that it would 
have mattered much. “Well, let's go.” 


“Go?” Derek and Stiles said at the same time, glancing at each other shortly afterward. 


Peter chuckled at their confusion, reaching into his jacket once more the wolf pulled out the crystal 
he’d stashed there he saw Stiles scoot back giving him a wary look even as Derek demanded to 
know what he was doing. 


Peter ignored them both as he took the pen into his mouth, removing its cap only to hold the crystal 
in his free hand, delicately and carefully drawing a series of runes on the crystal all the way around 
before pulling back to gently blow on the symbols until he was sure that they were dry. Recapping 
the pen it was stashed inside his jacket before he held up the crystal that hung from a cord. “I do 
hope you like jewelry.” 


“Puck off.” Stiles tiredly glared. “I already saw that up close today.” 
“Peter what are you thinking?!” 


“Ah-Ah.” Peter waved a finger to both of them. “I’m good with runes, well, and a great many other 
things.” He pointed to the floor. “A simple test to see which particular runes affected you allowed 
me to create this.” Peter jangled the necklace. 


“A necklace with sharpied crystal?” 
Peter sighed at the bored tone in Stiles’ voice. “Think of it as a handcuff.” 
“T already told you I’m not into that shit.” 


Glaring at the impudent little brat, Peter growled. “Alright, how about a means of you walking out 
that door.” Peter pointed at the warehouse's exit, that statement at least got Stiles to lean over as if 
to see if he knew where Peter was pointing. 


“Peter?” 
Peter smiled at his confused nephew. “We’re taking him home.” 


“Home? Home where? I did not agree to this home.” Stiles looked between the two wolves 
cautiously. “I swear to god I will scream bloody murder and get you both arrested.” 


Derek sighed and waved a hand to Stiles, earning a small bark of laughter from the teen. 
“Remember that’s why we got the warehouse?” Derek pointedly reminded his uncle. 


Peter rolled his eyes before looking Stiles in the eyes and said. “Do you really want to spend the 
night on the floor, the next week or more on the floor? We both know your energy isn’t going to 
come back not without feeding which means you can’t get back up there.” The wolf pointed 
sharply upwards. “So, I thought it might be nicer for you to come home with us and provided 


you're on good behavior.” He jangled the necklace. “You can wander my apartment, all the 
amenities.” 


“Minus freedom right?” Stiles grinned. “I’m sure you’re neighbors will love hearing some starved 
dude screaming for help at two in the morning.” 


Peter sighed, stuffed the necklace into his jacket, and shrugged. “Then stay here and sleep on the 
floor. Regardless of whether you scream or not, we have ways of getting around such things.” Peter 
waved a hand between himself and Derek. “So really it's more of a do you want to be committed to 
the hospital only for the humans to find out what you are when you lose control of the weak 
glamour you can manage right now?” 


Stiles hissed at the wolf's taunts, his wings rustled tiredly the one he’d been holding coming out of 
his grasp to flutter on the ground. Not nearly as threatening as it could be if he’d had the strength to 
make it menacing. 


Peter raised a brow. “Then have a good night. Nephew, shall we?” 


Derek glared at Peter and his sudden change of heart in bringing Stiles back to the apartment. He 
believed Stiles when he said he’d scream and get them arrested, just as he knew the teen wouldn’t 
get far without them and that like Peter explained the humans would learn what he was. Still, the 
wolf wasn’t content in just leaving Stiles in the warehouse alone that night. He couldn’t even 
stand...The terrifying notion that Stiles might not live to see morning had him uttering. “I'll stay 
the night here.” 


Peter looked back at Derek in surprise. “Oh?” 
“He can’t stand on his own now.” 
“Screw you, Derek.” 


Ignoring the dark tone of voice Stiles used against him for his ‘insult’ Derek continued. “Someone 
should be nearby in case he needs help.” 


“With?” Peter challenged. 
“Anything.” 


Huffing in amusement to the weak reason for staying, Peter gave the succubus an up and down 
examination before stating. “Change your mind Derek can call me, otherwise I will see you two in 
the morning.” 


“T can’t wait.” 


Peter laughed as he headed for the door, Stiles glared at his back until he was gone then shifted 
that very same glare to Derek. “Why are you staying, there’s no reason.” 


“You could need help.” 


Stiles snorted. “Like Peter said, for what? I can’t reach my nest, you’re not climbing the wall to get 
me up there and even if you could Pd rather not have that much contact with you.” 


Derek shook his head climbing to his feet he looked over to the pile of blankets. “Is there a certain 
way you want those?” 


Stiles sighed, he was too tired to try and deal with Derek being nice. “No.” Stiles threw out his 
hands shaking them when Derek strode over to him and crouched in a way that clearly showed he 
was about to lift him. “No.” He shook his head. 


Derek smiled. “I know you don’t want to be touched but you can’t walk, I'll let go the second I get 
you over there.” 


Stiles whined and then looked to the blankets and then back to Derek. “I’m fine right here.” 


Derek gave a bored expression before stating. “Right.” Derek hissed when the succubus’ claws dug 
into his back as Stiles screeched at being lifted but that was fine. The shouting that he was an 
asshole, also fine. The trembling Stiles devolved into, not fine. It didn’t take more than a handful 
of steps to bring the succubus over to the blankets and gently set him down. Stiles was gasping in 
huge breaths shaking like a leaf and crying, Derek felt like an asshole now. “It's okay Stiles.” 


Stiles hissed through teary eyes, his fangs barely came out as he gave a small hiccup. God, he was 
a wreck. Stiles shifted on the blankets tugging futilely at his wings wanting to curl up only to have 
them drag a bit. Stiles curled into himself crying at how weak he’d become, how weak he was 
showing himself to be to Derek. Stiles didn’t even have words to tell the wolf to go away, he just 
let his body shake with heart-filled sobs. 


Derek couldn’t take it, he couldn’t. Stiles was so miserable, so broken and Derek wanted nothing 
more than to console him. To make something even something as small as a hug not feel like a 
horrendous thing but the wolf knew that hugging the man was what got him to this point. He’d 
barely carried Stiles five feet and the teen was crying his heart out. 


Turning he reached for a blanket, the least Derek could do was try and make this ‘not a nest’ 
comfortable. It was as he was placing it down that Derek flinched upon realizing his hand was on 
top of a part of Stiles’ wing, he frowned. Looking up he saw Stiles was still focused on curling 
himself into a ball and seemingly unaware that Derek’s hand was on his wing, the blanket between 
them. Derek shifted the blanket higher on the wing and laid his hand down, letting a bit of weight 
sink his hand into the man’s wing to see if he really wasn’t aware that he was being ‘touched’. 


Derek swallowed when Stiles didn’t react negatively. His mind recalled as he stared at their point 
of connection how the succubus hadn’t reacted wholly negatively to Peter touching him on his legs 
as he had pants on whereas his shoulders were bare. “Stiles.” The succubus was ignoring him, 
crying still. “Stiles.” Nothing. “STILES!” 


Stiles jerked back eyes wide as tears cascaded down his cheeks he hissed baring his teeth at the 
wolf. “What?! What do you want Derek? Go away!” Stiles sobbed, frowned when he saw Derek 
point at something, followed his finger to see Derek’s hand on his wing, and jerked only to pause 
when Derek exclaimed. 


“T ve been touching you for over a minute.” 


Stiles blinked, stared hard at the clear sign that Derek was touching him, the very clear obvious 
sign that he was being touched. That Derek’s hand was on him, on his wing with nothing but a 
flimsy blanket between them. Stiles swallowed, looked slowly back at the clearly wary wolf, and 
uttered. “I-I...There’s no poison.” 


Derek still had no clue what Stiles meant by poison but clearly, the lack of said poison was a good 
thing. He gave a small smile. “You’re okay?” 


Stiles sniffled, looked back at his wing where the wolf’s hand was laid upon him, and then nodded. 


“I-I think so.” 


“Can I try something?” Derek gave a hopeful look promising when Stiles looked back at him 
scared. “I just...Please?” 


Stiles gave a small nod, tensing when Derek moved forward, covering his hand with the length of 
his sleeve before laying it on his bare shoulder. Stiles took a sharp breath in, waiting, shaking, 
staring back wide-eyed and fearful at Derek. The wolf stared back at him, also waiting. Stiles tilted 
his head to the side staring at the stupidly covered hand that was touching him, then looked back at 
Derek. “Y-You’re an idiot.” Derek blinked looking a little lost by that insult. “But you’re also a 
genius.” Stiles smiled a bit. 


“Tt works?” 


Stiles nodded though he did say in a rather somber tone when the wolf pulled back. “It’s not like 
before...It’s different, but that doesn’t fix my problem, Derek.” 


“No.” The wolf agreed before startling Stiles by throwing a blanket around the teen, wrapping it 
completely around as Stiles sputtered, then once he was absolutely sure that their skin wouldn’t 
touch, the wolf grabbed the teen and hugged him. 


Stiles was stiff as a board for a moment before he closed his eyes and smiled. Sinking into the 
feeling of being wrapped up in Derek’s arms, even if it was through a blanket. 


“Ts this okay?” 


Stiles nodded his head careful not to shift too much since his head was precariously close to 
Derek’s neck and he didn’t want to risk ruining this. “Thank you.” 


Derek smirked as he held onto the teen tightly, taking a calming breath of his own. It didn’t fix 
Stiles’ issue but at least now he might not feel so alone. So isolated from him and Peter, Peter’s 
therapist had said touch was important and this might not be skin to skin but it was a starting point. 
“Come on, you should lay down and rest.” Derek began to unwrap his arms only to still when 
Stiles called back. 


“Just...Just wait.” 


Derek smiled before he resumed holding the succubus. “You know we can lay next to each other 
with a blanket.” 


“Tt's not the same.” 


Derek nodded his head and let Stiles dictate what he needed, Derek couldn’t do much but he could 
do this. 


How it all began 
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Stiles huffed, they were trying to lay down in the pile of blankets, Derek had taken one out of the 
pile to be used as some sort of barrier between their skin. Stiles still wasn’t sure why such a stupid 
trick worked, but he wasn’t complaining. 


What he was complaining about was the fact that while trying to lay down his wings decided 
they’d behaved enough and weren’t doing what he was attempting to make them do. Stiles glared 
tiredly as he tried to move his left-wing so he might lay down, it folded wrong and he winced his 
hand coming out fast to try and pull it back right. 


“T could try to help,” Derek asked as he watched Stiles struggle to get his tired body to comply with 
what they were attempting to do. Seeing the teen struggle with the wings that he’d so effortlessly 
controlled just yesterday bothered him immensely, it was just more proof of how much weaker 
Stiles was. 


Stiles sent a muted glare at the wolf. “You don’t have wings, you don’t know how these things 
move.” 


“Well, neither do they apparently.” 


Stiles glared at the appendage, Derek wasn’t wrong there. “You can’t touch me remember?” 
Looking back at the wolf he shook his head when Derek lifted the blanket. “You can’t have a 
blanket between your hand and try and help, it’ ll just get in the way.” 


Derek saw the problem there but undeterred he asked. “Couldn’t I just support the weight of 
them?” 


“They’re not that heavy,” Stiles muttered as he analyzed his wing, they were a part of him, just like 
an arm or leg so they didn’t weigh him now, normally. Now they felt as heavy as concrete slabs 
and were pulling on him, restricting how he could move. After many more failed attempts Stiles 
had to admit that he wasn't getting anywhere on his own. Frustrated and tired Stiles muttered. 
“Fine, might as well try.” 


Derek grabbed the blanket and moved around the sitting succubus to hold the blanket between 


them, he waited for Stiles to gently pull his wing upward before inserting his covered hands to lift 
it. 


“Push forward.” 


Derek did as he asked, slowly pushing forward until he lurched forward suddenly as the wing 
suddenly snapped into place and curled in. He chuckled as Stiles muttered ‘finally’ Sitting on his 
heels, the wolf watched as the appendage tucked in tightly against Stiles’ back seemingly happy as 
a clam to sit there now. Looking to the other that was stretched out along the floor Derek asked. 
“That one?” 


Stiles canted his head and muttered. “Leave it, it won’t hurt to have it stretched out.” Stiles proved 
this by laying down, with his left-wing not liable to be crushed Stiles snuggled into the blanket. 
His right-wing dragged forward with him and with a gentle pull Stiles managed to make it conform 
to lay over him like a large blanket. 


Derek nodded, with Stiles in place the wolf made his way around to lay in the blankets opposite of 
the succubus, he laid down and draped the blanket over half of him, the half nearest to Stiles just in 
case they touched by accident or if Stiles wanted to be. 


Stiles brought a hand up, staring at his claws and grimacing at the coating of Derek’s blood that 
clung to them. He really wished he could clean that off, but moving past that he stared at the black 
tips of his fingers. The hooked curve that was far stronger than it appeared to be, looking over to 
Derek, Stiles saw the wolf staring back at him silently. He shrugged. “I can’t hide these...Not 
without my glamour.” 


“Don’t,” Derek growled, he couldn’t watch the boy waste more energy when it was clear he had 
hardly any to expend. 


Stiles huffed. “I wasn’t going to...Frankly, I’m not sure I could.” Stiles was disheartened to know 
that but it wasn’t all that surprising given how hungry he was. Staring back at his clawed hand he 
muttered. “I sorta thought I’d be able to hide them...Like you guys do after you learn how to 
control it.” 


“But you can’t.” 


“No, I can control my wings and my tail effortlessly but I can’t hide my claws, can’t pull them back 
no matter how hard I try. But if I use my glamour it's like none of it exists.” He looked back at 
Derek with a wry grin. “No one can feel them, I can’t cut anyone by accident...It just makes 
everything go away.” The teen let his hand fall back onto the blanket, admitting. “Probably why I 
liked using it even when I didn’t have to.” 


“It made you feel normal.” 
Stiles snorted. “Yeah and I’m in short supply of that.” 


Derek frowned at the abysmal attitude the teen had towards himself, daring to be so bold, Derek 
replied. ““You’re normal, maybe not the normal you grew up with but you’re normal. Scott had to 
adjust too, and you saw how well he took that.” 


Stiles snorted giving a small huff of laughter. “Yeah...But he didn’t have to worry about screwing 
people.” Stiles looked away from the frown that caused, not meeting Derek’s gaze as he added. 
“He told you...About it.” 


Derek blew out a long breath. “I kinda had questions when you weren’t around Stiles.” 


Stiles smiled softly at that, it was nice to know that Derek had wanted to know why he hadn’t seen 
him. Given the regular pack meetings, they probably had one pretty soon after Derek returned from 
his trip to go see Cora. “How was Cora?” 


Derek sighed, a little frustrated at Stiles’ ability to just ignore what he’d been through. Not wanting 
to be rude when he knew Stiles cared for his family, Derek muttered. “Annoying as always.” 


Stiles laughed, looking up to meet the man’s gaze. “I think that’s just cause she’s your baby sister.” 
“Whatever it is she excels at it.” 


Stiles smiled fondly, at least the man’s trip hadn’t been ruined by what happened with him. 
Though that hadn’t been what he needed to ask, he’d just used it as a cover-up so he might rally 
whatever courage he had left in him. “What did he say to you?” 


Surprised that Stiles had just gone back to their original conversation, the wolf muttered in a 
clipped tone. “Said he cast you out after you started murdering people...Gave you mercy to leave or 
he’d...Deal with it.” 


Stiles nodded slowly, well at least Scott hadn’t bothered to lie to him. “He never called it mercy.” 


“T m not surprised.” Derek watched Stiles critically but it was easy to see that Stiles was just 
resigned to hearing what Scott had to say about him. That he wasn’t surprised by whatever 
loathsome thing Scott told Derek simply because he was evil and a murderer. “Lydia’s the one 
who told me the truth.” 


Stiles smiled, figures it would be Lydia who would break the mold, and defy Scott in talking about 
it. “Let me guess, she didn’t have an issue speaking her mind about Scott.” He smiled when Derek 
glared at him. 


“No she didn’t, but she also couldn’t explain why she didn’t stop you from leaving or fighting back 
against Scott and his stupidity.” 


Stiles shook his head he didn’t want Derek blaming Lydia it wasn’t her fault. “It wasn’t her fault 
Derek, she wasn’t there when it started. After my initial freak out with Scott and talking with 
Deaton...I told her about it a couple days later, but we kinda just brushed it off. It wasn’t like I just 
suddenly sprouted wings and stuff.” 


Derek frowned, that’s what he’d assumed had happened. “Then how?” He motioned to the wing 
that was draped across the teen. 


“T got hungry.” Stiles looked down at the black wing, shifting it a bit as if to bring it up higher to 
shield him more. “And nothing helped, I was freaking out but...I mean if food doesn’t fix it what 
does?” Stiles sighed. “I was wandering around town when I kinda just went zombie-like...Guess 
my body knew better than me cause, I snapped back to reality in some guy's house with a dead guy 
laying on top of me, wings and all.” 


Derek grimaced closing his eyes as he clenched his teeth upon hearing what Stiles had done, what 
he’d been forced to ‘wake up’ too. When he managed to reign in some of the anger he felt, the wolf 
opened his eyes. Stiles was staring back at him, a somewhat neutral expression on his face. “I’m 
sorry.” 


Stiles shrugged, it had happened a while ago now, and as horrible as it was he couldn’t take it 
back. “I actually thought he’d drugged me or something cause like, totally not my thing to hook up 
with some random dude right?” He snorted in amusement. 


“No, that wasn’t.” 


“Right...But then you kinda notice the changes and freaking out about a dead guy who apparently 
fucked you is a little lower on the fucked up totem pole.” Stiles looked away, biting the inside of 
his cheek before he explained. “I panicked, I didn’t know what was going on and I-I called Scott. I 
mean, he’s the Alpha right?” Stiles laughed bitterly. “I don’t even know why I thought he’d 
understand what was happening. He came and freaked the hell out with me, but somehow we 
deluded ourselves into thinking that yes, the dude drugged me, raped me, and then somehow I 
managed to kill him.” Stiles looked Derek dead in the eye. “Despite there not being a drop of blood 
on the bastard.” 


Derek nodded his head then tentatively asked. “Y-You uh...Didn’t notice the other change?” 


Stiles frowned. “Other?” When Derek gently motioned to his waist Stiles snorted. “Shock I 
suppose, I mean everything kinda hurt down there so it was pretty easy to fool myself.” 


Derek nodded, that made sense. “You two tried to figure out what happened, what you were?” 


“Yeah.” Stiles shrugged, “We went to Deaton...But the guy was as vague as ever, said I was 
probably some kind of benign gargoyle cause there’s apparently a lot of those wandering about that 
we don’t know about which is freaky on another level.” 


Derek chuckled, just because Stiles and his friends were invested in the supernatural community 
didn’t mean they knew ‘everything’. “Yeah, harmless.” 


“Exactly.” Stiles sourly stated. “Then I got hungry again...But it wasn’t as bad so I tried to shrug it 
off. I somehow managed to fight it off for a while, but then I wound up following some stranger 
into a biker bar of all places.” Stiles rolled his eyes at the memory of that particular fiasco. “I didn’t 
even really talk, I mean I don’t remember talking so much. It’s not really shocking that someone 
decided to pick me up, I think my glamour does something...Makes people-” 


“Attracted to you.” 
“Yeah.” 


“It's how succubi feed without revealing themselves in the daylight.” Derek gestured to the boy's 
wings. “Those come out at night don’t they?” 


“T normally keep a tight lid on my glamour so I couldn’t say.” Stiles shrugged, he hadn’t wanted to 
show off any part of this form. “Point is, ended up screwing some guy in the bathroom...I didn’t 
kill him, just really fucked him up.” Stiles stroked his wing anxiously. “He was barely conscious 
and...I just ran.” 


Derek reached out a hand, stopping himself as he remembered that he couldn’t just touch Stiles. 
Glaring at the restriction he gathered some blanket up and laid his hand on the top of the boy’s 
wing. “It wasn’t your fault.” 


Stiles refused to acknowledge that lie, it was, he was the one who did it. “I went back to Deaton, I 
didn’t call Scott...Deaton told me what I was, the guy looked amazed like I was some kind of 
magical unicorn.” 


Derek snorted, knowing Deaton he probably thought as much. “Succubi aren’t really common.” 


“Yeah, so I hear.” Stiles rolled his eyes. “He walked me through a few things, but he never...He 
couldn’t give me any real answers on how to fix myself. I mean druidic magic caused this so 


shouldn’t it be able to fix it?” Stiles smiled in a strained manner. “It doesn’t apparently, Deaton did 
a few crackpot things to me and just shook his head. Told me to watch my hunger and to find some 
kind of reliable food source.” Stiles snorted as he remembered that particularly interesting 
conversation. God how he hated how aloof the man was about all of that, all the changes that 

Stiles was going through so suddenly. “I went and told Scott, he was clueless he kept saying I 
couldn’t be a succubus.” Stiles laughed shaking his head. “Like my wings and tail weren’t a 
giveaway or the fact that ’'d woken up twice with guys fu...He wasn’t happy when I told him about 
the second guy, even when I told him he was fine.” Stiles let his tail come around his waist tucked 
up under his wing Stiles gently took hold of it, a lifeline. “It was...Revolting to the both of us, I 
never told him about.” Stiles pointedly looked at Derek before looking down the length of his 
body. “I didn’t think he’d understand the differences there.” 


“He wouldn’t understand why it happened,” Derek replied. “Or the differences between Incubi and 
Succubi.” 


“Who knew being a virgin mattered.” Stiles laughed morosely, giving a small hiccup before he 
looked away sharply. He refused to lose it in front of Derek, it was bad enough that he’d hidden 
away beneath his wing and lost it while sitting in the man’s lap. 


Derek scowled at how Stiles was fighting to show that nothing was wrong when everything was 
clearly wrong. He kept his hand on the man’s wing, adjusted the blankets a bit more to make sure 
he was covered, and then carefully wrapped his other arm around to pull Stiles into him. It took a 
slight adjustment on Stiles’ part but then the succubi was wrapped up tight against him. “I’m 
sorry,” Derek growled, angry that Stiles had gone through something this horrible, alone. 


Lord knew how Scott really reacted, he doubted Stiles would really tell him, and given what little 
snippets he had revealed Derek was certain that the other cases of Stiles feeding while in Beacon 
Hills hadn’t gone over well with the young Alpha. The second death was probably what sparked 

the reasoning in Scott to be rid of him, to ‘protect’ Beacon Hills from evil things. 


Stiles sniffled as he was pressed in tight against Derek, the teen was surprised at this closeness. 
Sure they’d been close back in Beacon Hills, razzing on each other. They had no problem being in 
each other's space, crashed into each other sharing a chair in pack meetings and whatnot. But, this 
was a different kind of comfort he was taking in the wolf. Still, none of that mattered, well it did, 
but Stiles had something he needed to ask. “Did he tell my dad?” 


Derek scowled past the teen he was holding tightly to, the sheriff knew about the supernatural. He 
had for a while now, he’d accepted the wolves in Beacon hills, Lydia as a banshee with a small 
hitch of being scared and wary but that had slowly morphed into one of trust. He’d actually asked 
Derek to come into the station a few times to ‘overhear’ things for him and tell him if someone 
was lying. A funny request that Derek hadn’t minded doing to help out the pack, the town in 
general. 


Now, thinking back to when he dealt with Scott when he found out what had happened to Stiles and 
the boy’s question Derek swallowed tightly. “He’s been looking for you, after my fight with Scott I 
told him I was going to find you.” 


“Does he know?” 


Derek closed his eyes and held Stiles all the bit tighter, through clenched teeth the wolf uttered a 
soft. “Yes.” Derek held tight as Stiles struggled, grimacing as the teen let out a sharp screech-like 
noise before he began to sob, whatever strength he’d attempted to use to push Derek away leaving 
him as he fell complacent against Derek to cry. 


Derek took a steadying breath as he clutched the teen, he didn’t even flinch when the boy tore 
through the blanket with ease to cut into him. Derek knew Stiles wasn’t aware of it, wasn’t doing it 
on purpose, he was just reacting to the horrible news that his father knew what he was. 


Derek grunted a bit when the boy's wing shifted, coming up as if to cover Stiles but smacking 
down on the pair of them in a less refined manner. It didn’t stay long as Stiles gave a sudden hiss 
and pulled it back from where it had touched Derek without the blanket. The wing fluttered a bit 
before laying still draped across their legs, Stiles resumed his horrific noises while the wolf refused 
to let him go. 


Derek remained silent, holding Stiles and rubbing the boy’s back carefully so as not to disturb the 
boy’s wings. Stiles was calming down, his heart-wrenching sobs were quieting into hiccups and 
whines. The teen hadn’t made any moves to leave Derek’s arms though the boy’s claws had pulled 
back tucking into the blanket as Stiles began to run out of energy after his prolonged response to 
what he’d learned. Derek waited him out, he knew Stiles would either have more questions or tire 
himself enough to fall to sleep. He’d be there regardless. 


Derek sighed, opening his eyes from where he’d been resting after the depressing conversation that 
had spiraled into Stiles lashing out in grief. Stiles had been asleep for about half an hour now and 
assured that he would stay that way Derek carefully maneuvered himself to dig his phone out of his 
pocket. It was late, very late but that didn’t stop him from texting Peter. One arm still wrapped 
around the teen to keep him pressed up tightly against himself despite Stiles remaining still against 
him. 


D: He had questions, about home. He knows his dad knows about him. 


Derek waited, he knew it might take Peter a few minutes to pull himself together enough to find his 
phone and read what he’d sent him. Derek wasn’t sure if Peter was aware of Stiles’ dad knowing 
his secret, or knowing that it was Stiles who had killed two men in Beacon Hills. 


P: Who told his dad? 
D: Scott, I talked to him before I left to find Stiles . 


P: And? 


D: He just wants to know Stiles is safe. 


P: That’s nice and all, but does he realize that Stiles isn’t going to stop feeding off of people? Does 
he grasp that? 


D: I don’t know, all I know is he wants to see his son again. 
P: Fair, I suppose we’ll deal with that if the time comes. How is he now? 


Derek looked down to the bundled-up teen, Stiles was curled up against him. The boy’s wing was 
draped over him like a blanket, much like the one Derek had wrapped around them was. Turning 
his attention back to his phone, Derek replied. 


D: I’m holding him . 


P: Holding him? 
Derek smirked as he got the pleasure to write. 


D: So long as our skin doesn’t touch him he can deal with being touched. There’s a blanket 
between us. 


P: Interesting. And he’s just allowing this? 

D: He was scared at first, but he hasn’t really let me go since we figured it out. 
P: So he’s laying there while you text me? 

D: He tired himself out crying, he’s sleeping. 


P: I see. 


P: I will see you both in the morning . 


Derek frowned at the sudden dismissal, rolling his eyes at the abrupt nature of his uncle something 
he should have gotten used to by now Derek replied. 


D: Fine. Bring coffee. 
P: I live to serve. 


Derek smirked at the man’s sarcasm, setting his phone above his head well within reach and easier 
to answer instead of fishing out of his pocket again Derek adjusted himself a bit and closed his 
eyes. It would be a good idea to sleep a bit, when Stiles did wake up he was bound to be upset. 


KOKK K K KKK K K 


Peter walked into the warehouse, a yawn on his face as he balanced the coffee carrier. He’d had to 
text Derek to know what abysmal concoction Stiles liked, but if it made the despondent succubus 
happy then that was all that mattered. He hummed upon coming inside to find his nephew holding 
the boy, the teen’s wing was stretched across Derek, fulling unfolded as if Stiles had meant to keep 
the wolf warm during the night. Derek was staring back at him with a furrowed brow. 


“What?” 
Peter smiled. “Nothing, it looks quite comfortable. I take it that he hasn’t woken up this morning?” 


Derek shook his head, looking down at Stiles the wolf continued to gently rub the boy’s back. He 


knew it was time to wake him up, if nothing more than so he might enjoy the coffee Peter had 
brought them. “Stiles.” He gently shook the teen, earning a small noise. “Come on, wake up.” He 
jostled the succubus once more, smirking when that earned him a hiss. 


Peter chuckled as he set their coffee aside. “Well, he’s not a morning person.” 


“Yeah.” Derek snorted before he continued to jostle the teen until he got a muttered. ‘go away’. 
“Peter brought coffee.” The groan that sparked had both wolves smirking as the teen moved, tilting 
his head up off of Derek’s chest to find the wolf who was smiling back at him. 


“What?” Stiles glared tiredly at the smiling wolf, Peter smiling was never a particularly good 
thing. 


“Comfy?” 
Stiles blinked, blinked again, and then muttered. “Huh?” 
“T m sure my nephew makes a lovely teddy bear.” 


“Peter,” Derek growled only to sigh when Stiles jerked away a bit, blushing and stammering that 
he was sorry. “It’s fine.” He reassured the teen, watching as Stiles dragged his wing across Derek 
to lay on top of himself rather than the wolf. 


Stiles blushed fiercely upon finding out that he’d been practically laying on top of Derek, pulling 
his wing back ashamed of himself, the succubus muttered an apology. He knew how he’d ended up 
that way, Derek had been holding him when...Oh. Stiles slowly sat up, mindful of the dizziness to 
wrap an arm around himself, his own claws biting into his other arm as the unsettled teen watched 
Derek sit up. The blanket that had been between them falling aside as Derek stared back at him 
worried, Stiles looked away. 


Derek glared at how discontent the teen was by everything but wasn’t able to say anything as Peter 
interrupted to hand him his coffee. 


“Coffee, then brooding,” Peter smirked as he handed his nephew his regular order before holding 
up Stiles. “And adult hot chocolate for the succubus.” 


Stiles snorted as he turned his head to grab the cup from Peter, ignoring the small jolt of vileness 
that came from their fingers touching. He nodded his thanks as he moved to sit cross-legged and 
took the first sip of the beverage. It was hot and sugary, at least he might not feel like total crap 
once the sugar got into him. Stiles still wasn’t sure how that worked given he got nothing else from 
the beverage, no calories that was for sure. His emaciated body proved that much, looking up 
Stiles saw the wolves enjoying their own coffee though their gazes were locked on himself. 
“What?” He growled, he hated being stared at. 


Peter quirked a brow as he swallowed, pulling his cup away the wolf uttered. “Simply curious.” 
“About?” 


“Derek told me that you can deal with someone touching you provided there is a barrier between 
skin.” 


Stiles flushed a bit, that’s how he’d wound up on top of Derek in the first place but he still nodded 
to answer the wolf. “Yeah.” 


“Why?” 


Stiles snorted, if he had that answer he’d tell him. “I have no freakin clue.” 


Peter nodded, taking another drink of his coffee as he thought about it. An odd occurrence that was 
for sure, he was unsure whether or not that was caused by the boy’s dysphoria or not or simply in 
his head. Lord knew Stiles wouldn’t be the first supernatural creature to have mental issues, he did. 
“Td like to try something.” 


“No.” 


Derek snorted as Stiles shut his uncle down hard without even hearing him out. He took a drink of 
his coffee as Peter sent him a sharp look, he raised a brow back challenging the man to say 
something. 


Huffing Peter smiled tightly at the succubus. “It's a simple test darling and it might help us figure 
out why you can’t deal with someone touching you.” 


“Maybe it's cause I don’t like it?” Stiles gasped. “Could that be it?” 


Peter sighed at the boy’s sarcasm, he truly should have been prepared for that. “Would you prefer 
to sit here wasting away without the benefit of actually feeling us touch you? A blanket is fine, 
after all, you slept well enough next to Derek I take it?” 


Stiles nodded, he couldn’t lie about that. He had slept well which was strange seeing as he wasn’t 
in a nest, another cause of that horrible poisonous sensation that crawled throughout his body. It 
hadn’t been there laying next to Derek, wrapped in the blanket. 


“Then let's see if we can’t broaden your horizons a bit.” 


Stiles glared before turning a sour look to Derek. “This sounds far too much like the bad touch talk 
from school.” 


Derek huffed in amusement even as Peter growled at the teen. “Maybe, but it's better than a 
blanket.” 


Sighing back at Derek who was taking Peter’s side, Stiles shrugged. “I’m finishing my coffee 
first.” 


Peter smiled raising his own cup in a salute, at least the boy was being somewhat reasonable. So 
there they all sat, leisurely enjoying their coffee not a word spared between them. When Stiles 
threw his coffee cup behind Peter the wolf turned only to growl as he saw it had disturbed the 
crystals. He turned only to find Stiles smiling at him. “Cute.” 


Stiles snickered at how annoyed he’d made the wolf. “Problem?” 


Derek shook his head at Stiles and took another drink of his coffee, he’d let Peter deal with that 
one. 


Just a little more time 
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“This really sounds like a stupid idea.” The glares he got had the succubus huffing, he closed his 
eyes and muttered. “Fine, but I reserve the right to hit you.” 


“Of course.” Peter rolled his eyes before motioning for Derek to do as he’d asked. He watched as 
Derek covered his hand with the blanket and set it upon Stiles’ knee just as Peter had done the day 
before, Stiles just huffed upon opening his eyes to drolly glare at the blanket-covered hand. 


“Wow, look at that a blanket works.” 


Derek smirked, looking past the boy to see Peter glaring at the back of the teen's head. His uncle 
should have been prepared for the sarcastic comments Stiles would offer them. 


“Just try.” He encouraged the teen as he moved his hand to the boy’s shoulder gaining the same 
reaction. The whole point of Derek touching him first with the blanket was to try and get him to 
relax. Derek moved his hand to the other shoulder, then his elbow, he went around and around 
allowing Stiles to feel his covered hand touching him. Stiles was clearly bored, but he endured 
what they were doing with only a few sarcastic comments. 


Peter reached out, his hand was covered just like Dereks, but he didn’t plan on it staying like that. 
He followed along with Derek’s little routine, only he took the place of touching Stiles’ shoulders, 
they went through two rotations of this before Peter uncovered his hand and placed it on the boy. 
The wolf sighed when Stiles jerked forward to escape his touch, well there was their answer. 


Stiles shivered as the poison that he'd felt before lanced deep beneath his flesh, twisting sharply to 
see Peter’s bare hand he hissed at the wolf. “I told you it wouldn’t work!” 


“Yes, well it was worth a try.” Peter simply replied to the upset teen. “I suppose I should buy us 
some gloves if we’re to continue with this tedious affair.” 


“Tedious?” Stiles growled. 


“He meant having a barrier between us Stiles.” Derek sent a sharp look to his uncle for being so 
foolish to phrase it like that. 


“Yes.” Peter agreed when it was made clear that Stiles took his comment wrong. “For whatever 
reason, your skin is hypersensitive to touch, I would think that’s because of what you are. 
However, it's not serving you well at the moment.” 


Stiles snorted at how theoretical the wolf was, all Stiles knew was that it felt wrong yet Peter was 
making it seem like this was yet another result of what he'd become. Angry and confused Stiles 
lashed out. “No shit, I know all of that.” 


“Then how did you feed?” Peter pressed. 
Stiles glared back at the wolf and his probing questions. “I just did.” 


Peter shook his head, not buying that for an instant. “If it's so uncomfortable for you then I highly 
doubt you’d just be able to climb into someone's lap and have a go.” Peter ignored the warning 
growls Derek was giving him, his eyes were solely focused on Stiles, the succubus looked away 
clearly upset. “If we’re to try and fix this then we need to know how you react to outside stimuli.” 


Stiles huffed. “Outside stimuli...Right.” 
“So how did you feed?” 


Stiles grit his teeth at the repeated question, he looked back to hiss at the wolf. “I just did alright?! I 
don’t know how I just di-Mph.” Stiles' eyes went wide when Peter was suddenly kissing him. The 
wolf's eyes stared back at him fiercely, startling sharp and pressing much like the man’s lip and 
tongue. Stiles pulled back sharply panting as the wolf was flung off of him by Derek. 


“PETER!” Derek shoved his uncle back, ignoring how his claws sunk into the man to throw him 
away from the succubus. “What were you thinking?!” 


Peter smiled wiping his lips with the back of his hand. “Well?” He ignored Derek’s rage towards 
his little impromptu test. His eyes were only on Stiles, the succubus had recoiled and was panting 
clearly shocked by what he’d done. 


Stiles swallowed staring back wide-eyed at what the wolf had just done, when he was questioned 
so abruptly the teen had to focus to even read anything from his body other than the frantically 
beating heart in his chest. Stiles frowned, reached up to touch his own lips, and then glared back at 
the wolf who was still smirking in that condescending know it all way. 


“Tt worked didn’t it?” 


“What worked?” Derek growled, glaring at his uncle before he sent a curious and worried 
expression to Stiles who’s hand was now falling to lay in his lap after touching his lips. 


“You felt nothing didn’t you?” Peter grinned throwing out quickly. “Nothing but my lips I mean.” 


Stiles gave a nod, even though he hated to admit it, Peter was right. He hadn’t felt anything other 
than the man’s lip and tongue. No trace of poison, no, it was just like when he fed. He just could, 
there was no rhyme or reason to how it worked then but not other times. Everyone’s touch was 
revolting, disgusting, and wrong, but when he fed, when he had another person trying to have sex 
with him or anything of the like the sensation faded only to come up after the act was done. 


“It's your dysphoria.” Peter chimed in with his speculation “Your body knows what it needs, it has 


no problems it's your mind that’s at war with itself.” 
Stiles glared. “So I’m a headcase? Is that what this is? I’m just too fucked up to be a succubus?” 


Peter sighed when the teen raged back at him. “You’re overthinking things!” He growled back at 
the teen. “In the heat of the moment you can do whatever you need to, nothing affects you, its 
instinct, its food. You only hate being touched outside of those sexual acts because you hate what 
you are! You hate this new form of yours.” 


“Of course I hate it! I hate everything about this!” Stiles hissed, his shift falling over him, but 
struggling to stay in place even as he shouted. “This isn’t me!” Stiles panted, glaring weakly as the 
world began to tilt, he swallowed feeling like he was going to be sick despite there being nothing 
but coffee in his gut. Stiles groaned falling back only to have arms catch him, laying him down as 
he closed his eyes and sank into the darkness that felt so warm and welcoming. 


“Stiles!” Derek lunged forward to catch the teen as he began to fall back from his seated position, 
the boy’s shift having fallen aside as the boy lost control as he fell unconscious. Derek loomed over 
the silent teen, glaring at how lifeless Stiles looked. He sent a dark growl towards Peter, the cause 
of this only to find that his uncle was shaking his head. “What?!” He snarled. 


Peter sighed, he knew Derek was directing his anger towards him because of how he upset Stiles, 
how Stiles had reacted so negatively, but Stiles' current condition was on the boy. He’d refused to 
feed and how his body was shutting down, staring impassively back to his nephew he told him in a 
straight, cold tone. “He’s dying.” 


Derek’s heart lurched in his chest, he’d known, of course, known how bad things were getting. 
After yesterday when the teen had collapsed from his little stunt, but Stiles had recovered, woken 
up, and been for the most part his normal self. Tired, but...Alright. Looking down at the succubus 
who had collapsed after a simple argument with Peter, Derek shook his head. “He can’t die.” 


“Oh he can, and he will,” Peter replied sourly, the words feeling like knives as they ran along his 
tongue. “We have all the proof we need Derek.” When his nephew looked back at him afraid of 
what he meant, the wolf surprised him. “He can feed, his instincts take over then. It's only 
afterward that he hates things, himself, whatever.” Peter waved a hand, none of it mattered. “All he 
needs to do is feel tempted to feed, his body should do the rest.” 


Derek stared back at his uncle with a dark glare. “You want to seduce him?” 


Peter snorted. “It's hardly seducing Derek, it's simply instigating an instinctual response...No 
different than an Alpha putting their Beta’s in place simply by flaring their eyes. Its instinct, I dare 
say we can deal with the fallout afterward a sight better than him dying on us, don’t you?” 


Derek shook his head, he knew Stiles didn’t want to feed, not from them at least. Derek refused to 
do such a thing to Stiles, to tempt him into feeding off of him. To letting Derek fuck him when it 
wasn’t truly something Stiles wanted, even if he knew its what the boy needed. “Go find someone 
then.” 


Peter blinked in surprise. “What?” 


“Go find someone,” Derek growled as he turned steely eyes upon his uncle, his fangs on show. “If 
this is your great idea, then go find someone for it... Don’t expect me to help you.” Cause he 
wouldn’t, he’d walk out that door and come back in a few hours, hating himself all the while 
knowing he’d still played a part in things. But he refused to be there, to witness it. 


Peter huffed, well this was going to be as difficult as he imagined. “I don’t think introducing a 
stranger into this scenario will make things better, it would simply feel as if we’re selling him.” 


“Aren’t we?” Derek glared. “Dragging someone back here so he could feed?” 
Shaking his head, Peter waved a hand to the door. “Leave then.” 


Derek was torn, he knew he couldn’t stay to watch such a thing, but he couldn’t leave Stiles either. 
Looking down at the succubus, Derek noted. “He’s unconscious... You’d really let someone do this 
to him.” The look of revulsion that crossed his face when he met his uncle's impassive looked 
showed just how much he both hated and was disappointed in Peter. 


Sighing, Peter muttered. “Well, I don’t really plan to fuck him...Even I don’t like a passive 
partner...Or in this case a comatose one.” Peter eyed the succubus intently before reminding his 
nephew. “After all, any sexual act will do.” He met Derek’s glare as the man growled at him, 
ignoring it all to say. “If I’m right about this, he’ll be under a while and I can deal with the fallout 
before he wakes.” 


“You’re seriously going to do that yourself.” 


“Unless you wanted to.” Peter nodded when that had Derek’s shift forming. “I thought not, so if 
you don’t mind step outside or leave for a bit.” The wolf shrugged. “Unlike you, I have no 
compunctions on making sure he doesn’t die even if that means less than favorable acts. I’m not 
about to rape the boy Derek, but there are things that we can still do to sate his hunger if only to 
prolong this battle.” 


Derek snarled but released Stiles and stormed to his feet, every step felt like a bullet piercing him 
but he didn’t look back. All he did was shout. “If he asks for your life Pll give him it!” 


Peter sighed when the door slammed shut. “Lovely.” Peter stared down at the unconscious youth 
and sighed. “Darling this was not how I anticipated our first time to go.” Shaking his head the wolf 
reached down and unbuckled his belt, slowly unbuttoning his pants and sliding down the zipper. 
Reaching in to pull out his cock with a firm stroke before laying his eyes upon the pale boy. 
“You’re fortunate that you’re so alluring otherwise I doubt I’d be able to pull this off.” 


Peter continued to stroke himself, his hand sliding up and down, the barest of his fingertips 
ghosting his balls on every downward stroke before he let his fingers trace the crown of his cock, 
spreading the bubbling precum that began to form. Sighing as he began to harden, becoming 
aroused by the tantalizing sensation of stroking himself beside the succubus, the wolf commented. 
“I do hope that we’ ll get you over this hurdle sweetheart, ’d much rather this was your hand.” 


Peter hummed as his cock hardened fully, blood rushing to the sensitive sex as he opened his 
mouth to breathe harder. Peter tightened his hand, more force given as he stroked himself up and 
down, smearing his pre-come down the length of his shaft, trailing a finger down the vein of his 
cock while his other hand came to fondle his balls. Peter gritted his teeth, clenching his jaw as he 
sped up the motions, the sensation of his knot beginning to plump up had the wolf groaning. It was 
just as good as any time, but he kept his eyes locked firmly onto the passive form he was about to 
come on. Stiles was all pale skin, bare-chested and so alluring if only he was awake and eager for 
it. 


Shaking his head Peter closed his eyes and hunched his hips into his hand, striving to get that little 
bit more pleasure as his knot became solid, the hand that had been fondling his balls coming up to 
gently wrap around the sensitive knot and squeeze gently as if he was encased into his partner's 
body. Peter groaned as his hand fervently stroked his weeping cock, up and down faster, harder, 


the wolf panted. Opening his eyes once more as his knot tensed, sending a sharp jolt of pleasure 
before the wolf was coming. 


Peter panted as the first pulse of his semen erupted from his flushed tip, spattering onto the boy’s 
stomach. Peter hissed as another heartier pulse of himself joined it as his knot spasmed, throbbing 
to release all the wolf had to offer the succubus. It was on the third generous helping of come that 
Peter felt it, that small weak rush as something pulled at him. Smiling Peter continued to stroke 
himself through his orgasm, palming his knot to keep it going for as long as he could fool his 
body. 


The suckling sensation that formed from his seed as he continued to bathe the boy in himself and 
Peter groaning. Oh, that did feel good. Leaning forward, Peter released his pulsing knot already 
aware that his body was catching on but desperate to try and give Stiles more energy to siphon he 
laid his hand down against the boy's coated chest and belly, letting his sweaty palm press into the 
cooling pools of his seed. Peter grunted when the weak suckle of his energy suddenly 
strengthened, chuckling as he was proven right the wolf stroked his cock for the last few pulses of 
his orgasm, the last he had to offer the boy spattering onto the pale body. 


Peter sat back groaning as he enjoyed the after-effects of his orgasm, he sighed, frowning when 
the sensation of his energy being pulled faded. “Too weak for you to use darling?” Shaking his 
head, Peter removed his hand that was covered in his own spendings. Looking about he muttered 
sourly. “I wasn’t well prepared to do this today. Huffing, Peter shrugged out of his shirt with one 
hand, using it to wipe his dirtier hand clean before dutifully following up with the boy’s pale flesh. 
Chasing after the drooling streaks of his come as it spilled over the boy's ribcage intent on pooling 
on the ground below the teen. That wouldn’t do, Peter mopped up the mess before it could leave 
undo evidence though Peter knew Stiles would scent what had happened. A small price to pay for 
keeping the boy alive, having cleaned all that he could, the trace amounts of his come there to stay, 
coating the boy in his own scent that was a bit too exhilarating for Peter to come to terms with the 
wolf grimaced at the sight of his sodden shirt. 


“Well, you do have a way of enticing men don’t you sweetheart?” Chuckling Peter got up, it was 
best to get rid of this evidence, the less there was the better both from consoling Stiles and his own 
nephew's rage. Peter wasn’t surprised to find his nephew nowhere in sight, his car was still present 
so Derek had to be running somewhere to distance himself from what he’d allowed to occur. 


Shaking his head Peter walked around the building to the dumpster tossing his shirt inside before 
walking to his car to see if he had a spare shirt, it was a prudent thing for wolves to carry. He found 
not only a shirt but a bottle of water, smiling the wolf washed his hands before heading back into 
the warehouse to wait for Stiles to wake and Derek to return. 


KKK K KKK K ok 


Derek had gone running, far away from the warehouse where he knew Peter was defiling Stiles. 
He hated himself for conceding to the man’s idea, but Derek couldn’t allow Stiles to die and that 
meant being complicit in this activity. 


Derek had been running for a good five miles and if he stopped now he’d have another five back, 
plenty of time for Peter to...Finish what he was doing. Derek sighed as he leaned over to brace 
himself on his legs, this wasn’t how he wanted things to go. He wanted to find Stiles, wanted to 
make sure the teen was safe and if not happy at least content with what was going on. 


Now, none of that was possible, when he’d left the warehouse Stiles had been so lifeless. He 
looked dead with how still, how pale he was. Shaking his head at the thought of the boy dying, that 
the knowledge that there was something he could have done but didn’t had the wolf standing up 
straight. 


He hated this with every fiber of his being, hated Peter for doing what he was doing, but Derek 
knew that if the wolf hadn’t...If Peter hadn’t chosen to fight him on this and just gone and done it 
that Stiles might not have made it through the day, surely not tomorrow given how he was barely 
able to move his own body. Swallowing tensely, Derek began the trek back to the warehouse, it 
was best he be there when Stiles woke up...If he woke up, they were going to have a lot to deal 
with. 


KOKK K KKK K ok 


Peter smiled as he watched Stiles twist onto his side, his wings folding up as he curled into the 
blankets. He looked as emaciated as ever but clearly, the small amount of energy he’d gotten from 
Peter had done some good, stabilized him at the very least. 


Peter gently covered the boy in a blanket though he doubted Stiles was cold, more than likely he 
was feeling the separation from his nest. Looking up Peter sighed. “We should have found 
someplace with a staircase.” Huffing in amusement, he shook his head and watched on as Stiles 
slept off the fatigue of his little outburst. 


Peter had been tempted to have another go of it but figured that it might be best to wait. He didn’t 
know when Derek might return and neither uncle nor nephew needed to see Peter coming on Stiles 
as he’d done before. Nope, best to wait. Nodding, Peter sat back and watched the succubus rest. 


An hour passed before Peter heard the front door, he smiled, somewhat curious to know what he’d 
be dealing with. Derek’s footsteps trailed in, stopping just behind him on the other side of the 
crystal barrier if Peter was correct. Neither said anything for a moment, Peter wasn’t about to 
apologize for what he’d done, but he was prepared for his nephew's anger. The warehouse at least 
this section smelled of him, smelled of himself and Stiles to be more precise. 


“What did you do?” 


“Only what I said,” Peter assured the man, glancing back to find Derek standing there in his full 
shift. “He didn’t take much, he’s weak. I helped where I could and it seems to have stabilized him. 
He’s been sleeping and was able to fold his wings on his own.” 


Derek looked sharply away from his uncle, staring back at Stiles. Just as Peter said, the teen was 
curled up under a blanket his wings tucked in tightly to his back rather than sprawled out lifelessly 
beyond the teen's control. “Did he wake up?” 


“No, not yet but he’s seemed fine.” 


Derek approached, ignoring his uncle and doing his best to not think too heavily on the scents he 
could smell with every breath. Crouching down he reached out touching Stiles’ bare shoulder well 
aware that he was only allowed to do so as the boy slept. The teen was warm and although the 
sharp scent of Peter coated his skin, Derek found that Peter's information seemed to be true. 


Stiles was resting, well, and despite looking deathly thin Derek fooled himself into believing that 


he might not be as pale. Turning his head back to his uncle, Derek growled. “What do we tell 
him?” 


“The truth.” Peter scoffed. “His sense of smell isn’t as astute as ours but I assure you Derek he’ Il 
know what happened. I’m well aware that he will hate me for this, but I hope he takes some 
comfort in the fact that I didn’t violate him entirely.” 


Derek wasn’t so sure Stiles would care though he agreed with Peter that much, at least they hadn’t 
taken advantage of him in such a manner. Seating himself beside the teen, Derek met his uncle's 
gaze. “He won’t allow that to happen again.” 


“Not if he’s conscious no.” Peter agreed wholeheartedly. “Not unless we can convince him 
otherwise which I dare say will be hard to do.” Peter glanced down at the sleeping figure. “This 
bought us time, not much, but some. As much as you don’t like it, we will need to start forcing his 
hand.” 


“Tm not forcing him to do-” 


“Small allowances Derek, like today. If he can manage that rather than the entire idea of having 
one of us fuck him then that is better than nothing.” Peter held his nephew's gaze firmly. “I refuse 
to let him do his little yo-yo trick and as much as I despise the idea of forcing him, we’re going to 
have to start acting like a pack again.” 


Derek frowned. “What?” 


Peter shook his head at how confused such a simple concept had baffled his nephew. “A pack, 
Stiles is used to a pack, he was in Scott’s after all.” The growl Derek gave had Peter nodding. “Yes, 
we still need to discuss that but at a later date. For now, we need to establish ourselves as being in a 
pack. Stiles might balk at a great many things but he learned the importance of an Alpha, and 
although Succubi tend to lead a normally solitary lifestyle some choose to have partners.” 


“Mates?” 


Peter shook his head he wasn't entirely certain how that worked for the elusive species. “No, I 
don’t believe so...’ m unsure if they have such a thing with their kind, after all, it’s not as if a 
succubus is meant to be monogamous.” 


“Right.” Derek blew out a breath, it would be pointless to try and be monogamous as a succubus, 
they needed to feed and the chances of that being constrained to one person wasn’t worth 
contemplating. “So how will being in a pack help us? We don’t have an Alpha.” 


Peter nodded, that was the problem, wasn’t it? “I don’t think it would be hard to find one.” 


Derek glared at the tilt in Peter's voice, one he knew well. His uncle had an idea that Derek would 
most likely not be on board with. “We’re not murdering an Alpha to take their spark.” 


Peter waved a hand dismissing his nephew's moral code. “I’m sure there is someone around who 
isn’t in need of it, we both know that just because you’re an Alpha doesn’t mean your sane enough 
to be one.” Peter smiled as he not so subtly used himself as an example. “Finding one might take a 
bit but we can do so...Unless you wish to take a trip back to Beacon Hills.” 


Derek snorted, he wasn’t sure if he’d go that far, if he’d kill Scott... Though staring down at Stiles 
made a hell of a lot more appealing. “Stiles wouldn’t want him dead.” 


Peter snorted at such a concept. “Have you asked him? After he learned what Scott did? I mean on 


top of exiling him for what he was, for telling him he’s evil and that he should be ashamed of 
himself? No, the cherry on top was his father, wasn’t it?” 


Derek gave a nod, it was. Stiles had cried himself to sleep at the knowledge that his father knew 
what he was, what he’d done. Meeting his uncle's gaze, Derek muttered. “No matter how angry he 
got at him, I don’t think Stiles would want him to die.” 


Peter blew out an annoyed breath, not annoyed at Derek but rather Stiles as he could see his 
nephew being correct. “I don’t see why not? He’s suffered greatly because of him and it would 
solve our little Alpha problem.” 


“Are you prepared to go back to Beacon Hills?” Derek challenged. “I doubt Stiles wants to, and 
even if we did we’d have to deal with the pack that Scott has held together.” 


Peter grimaced at such a thing, no, Derek was right there was very little chance that Stiles wished 
to return there. The memories of his sudden transformation alone would be enough to haunt the 
boy. “No, we won’t be going back there... Though killing Scott is still an option.” Peter smiled 
back, ignoring the eye roll Derek gave him. “Tonight we should search for a substitute, it will take 
the both of us to down an Alpha, even a feral one.” 


Derek looked back to Stiles, prompting Peter to utter. “I’m sure he will want some distance from 
us...After today.” 


Derek sighed, Peter was right there was a good chance Stiles would demand they leave. He’d hate 
Peter, possibly Derek since he hadn’t stopped the man. “If he wants us to leave we can try your 
stupid plan.” He sent a tired look his uncle's way. “But unless they're feral it's not happening.” 


Peter held up his hands conceding to his nephew's morality. “But of course...Now, which one of us 
is going to be the Alpha?” 


The wolves stared back at each other a moment then fell into abrupt silence. 


KOK KK KKK K 


Stiles was warm, comfortable which was odd since he wasn’t in his nest. That was easy enough to 
tell given the small niggling sensation of not being high up, not being ‘safe’. Whatever. His last 
memory was being in the warehouse so, up wasn’t really a choice given how weak he’d gotten. 
Stiles’ brow furrowed as he tried to piece together what had happened, after a steady review in a 
sluggish mind he put together that his argument with Peter must have been too much. 


‘I passed out’ Stiles reasoned, he didn’t like that. Feeling that weak, that defenseless. Everything in 
him felt wrong, he shouldn’t be that weak but he was. Taking a deeper breath as he rested Stiles’ 
nose twitched, Peter? The succubus' eyes snapped open as his brain registered all at once that the 
scent of Peter wasn’t just the scent that came from someone touching him. Not like Derek had held 
him earlier, no this was the kind of scent that Stiles was normally washing off of his body in 
disgust. Oh god. 


Stiles flung himself upright a little too fast but the dizziness there wasn’t as debilitating as it had 
been. The startled expressions on the wolves meant nothing as Stiles scooted away from them, 
looking about frantically as if someone he’d find answers. 


“Stiles, it's okay.” Derek held out a hand after being frightened by the succubus’ sudden alertness. 


Stiles let his gaze settle on Derek, taking a deep breath only for his brain to jerk forward again 
reminding him of ‘that’ scent. Stiles throat bobbed as he swallowed, looking over to Peter he 
scowled, glared, his shift fell over far stronger than it had been previously and that made him all 
the angrier as he hissed at the wolf. “You son of a bitch!” Stiles lurched forward intent on doing 
any manner of horrible things at the wolf, for doing...That to him. 


Peter wasn’t surprised that the teen was angry although being attacked hadn’t really been in his 
mind, Stiles always did like to surprise him. Peter grimaced as the succubus drove him down into 
the ground, the boy's claws embedded into his shoulder as the boy yowled down at him his hand 
coming up as if to slash Peter’s throat open. Okay, time to stop that. Peter’s hand shot out snatching 
up the teen's wrist and earning a startled noise as Peter glared up at the succubus who was 
straddling him. “It was that or death.” 


“Fuck you!” Stiles hissed yanking on his arm as that poisonous sensation began to coil up his arm, 
he tugged only to pull his claws out of the man’s shoulder to use it as a means to rip the wolf's hand 
off of his wrist. Stiles’ claws sunk into the man’s own wrist without a care in the world, Stiles even 
relished the growl of pain he caused the man as he hissed down at the wolf. “Let go!” 


“Peter let him go!” Derek had lurched forward after being momentarily surprised by Stiles 
physically attacking his uncle, but just as he came forward to intervene the pair fought over the 
ownership of Stiles’ wrist. Derek yanked back when Stiles released his uncle to slash at him an 
angry hiss leaving the boy. Derek glared back, growling in a warning. “Stiles, just stop.” 


“Fuck you!” Stiles jerked around only to make a startled noise when he suddenly found himself in 
a not so dominant position as Peter unseated him. Stiles made a small mph noise as he found 
himself on the ground with Peter growling down at him from where he crouched looming over 
him. Stiles hissed up as his wrist was pinned by the wolf. 


“You will listen, darling, I only did what I had to.” 


Stiles grinned. “Ditto.” He enjoyed the howl Peter gave when Stiles kicked him in the balls, even 
if the sudden movement that sent the wolf crashing backward off of him ended with the wolf's 
claws cutting into his wrist. Sitting up Stiles hissed at the wolf as he grimaced and cradled himself. 
It was as he was prepared to attack the bastard again that Stiles screeched, struggling as Derek 
grabbed a hold of him and put him into a very forceful and restrained hug. A blanket wrapped 
around him, containing his fury as Stiles struggled to get his arms from inside the tight confines of 
the blanket. 


“T m sorry Stiles, but we had to.” 


“Screw you, Derek.” Stiles struggled getting nowhere fast. “You didn’t have to do jack shit! Other 
than sit back and watch him fu-” 


“No! I didn’t.” Derek snarled as he pulled back enough to glare back at the black eyes sending 
death glares his way. “I didn’t watch, I couldn’t. I left because I hate this just as much as you!” 


“You let him fuck me!” Stiles raged. 


Derek looked on in shock at what Stiles had just shouted. “NO.” The wolf shook his head. “Stiles 
he didn’t. He didn’t do that.” Derek was certain, although Peter’s scent heavily layered on Stiles it 
wasn’t. In him. There wasn’t the scent that came from that. “He didn’t do that, he just-” 


“I came on you.” Peter grimaced where he was seated his hand still carefully placed over himself. 
“T never once undressed you, darling. I simply gave you access to my energy.” 


Stiles panted, shaking his head, no that couldn’t be right... They had to have...But he didn’t, Stiles 
realized, he didn’t feel bad there. He wasn’t wet, or sore or anything. It was nothing, Stiles felt 
nothing. The wolves were telling the truth and although relieving on its own it didn’t detract from 
what Peter had done. Stiles glared hatefully at the wolf. “Touch me again and it’ll be the last time, 
I swear to god Peter.” 


The wolf sighed at the threats the boy leveraged against him. “I would if I could darling, but 
neither of us is going to let you starve to death. I highly doubt you would have made it more than a 
day.” 


“Puck you!” 
“Stiles!” 


The teen tensed with how sharp Derek’s voice was, how close, he turned to glare at the wolf. “You 
let him do that, you let him do that to me.” He hissed, crying as he struggled in the blanket. 


“I did,” Derek admitted, hating himself all the more when faced with Stiles’ horrified look was 
leveraged at him, far more distressing than the glares he’d gotten before. “I did, and I hated it but 
Peter was right... Y-You’re dying Stiles we can’t-I can’t let that happen.” 


Stiles shook his head fitfully struggling despite how weak his attempts were, his crying zapped all 
the fight out of him Stiles folded over as much as he could trying to hide away from the world. 


Derek pulled Stiles tighter into himself despite knowing that the boy wanted nothing to do with 
them. Stiles barely reacted to the sudden change, stiffening for a second before he resumed his hard 
sobbing. Derek stared over to Peter who was now composed after recovering from Stiles’ little 
attack. His uncle didn’t look any happier than he was by all of this. “I’m sorry Stiles...But I can’t 
let you die.” 
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Stiles eventually fell silent, both wolves knew he was awake but neither had tried to break the 
silence by saying words that would undoubtedly do nothing to make the teen feel better. So they 
sat there, for well over an hour until Stiles uttered softly. 


“Let me go.” 


Derek sighed, both relieved to hear the boy say something and disheartened to know that Stiles 
wanted nothing to do with him. He did as the boy asked, carefully shifting them and gently taking 
the blanket away. Stiles moved away from the wolf the instant he was no longer confined. The 
teen going to the edge of the circle he was confined inside, turning his back as he folded his knees 
up to his chest and brought his wings around himself in a shield from the world. 


Derek looked away from Stiles to meet Peter’s equally strained expression, Derek climbed to his 
feet after gently setting the blanket aside. He glanced towards Stiles and asked. “Is there anything 
you need? Want?” Nothing, nodding Derek headed for the door. 


Peter was surprised by his nephew's sudden choice to leave but quickly followed after asking the 
same question. Nothing. The pair met beside the man’s car, Peter huffing when Derek punched the 
fender and dented it. “Thank you for that.” 


“Fuck off.” Derek snarled. 


Peter shook his head, climbing into the driver's side and ignoring how Derek nearly broke the 
passenger side door off in his anger. Neither wolf said a word the whole way back to the 
apartment. They stayed silent all the way up to the apartment, entering it, and then went their 
separate ways. Derek to the room he was staying in, Peter to his office. Both wolves ignored the 
sound of each other's reactions to how poorly the day had gone. 


KK KK KKK ok 


Stiles sat for a long time hating both men, equally then separately. Derek for allowing Peter to do 
what he did, just walking away because it made HIM uncomfortable. Never mind that it was Stiles’ 
body that was being abused in such a way, no Derek just came back as if nothing had happened. 


Then there was Peter, the bastard who had just idly masturbated, coming on Stiles as a means to 
feeding him all while Stiles was unconscious, unable to protect himself or say no. Even now, 
despite all evidence being gone Stiles felt it, the remnants of the man’s come as it clung to his skin. 
The smell of Peter on his skin made him shudder, but far more than just because he was revolted to 
have been taken advantage in such a way. No, part of the horror was because his body enjoyed it, 
relished it even because in that horrible defilement Stiles had gained some energy. He wasn’t 
shaking anymore, he could control his wings and his shift. Sure he was still a tad dizzy if he moved 
too fast but still, he was leaps and bounds better than when he woke up and that’s what made this 
all the worse. 


Needing Peter to come on him like that, sure Stiles was thankful that the wolf hadn’t tried to fuck 
him while he was unconscious. That Derek hadn’t allowed something like that, but the pair had 
still consented to Peter doing what he did. Stiles’ hand came down to touch his chest, the scent was 
heavy there and his fingers trailed across the pallor skin somehow picking up the small prickling 
sensation of the man’s dry come that had soaked into his skin. His body not letting it dry to slough 
off like when he was human and had masturbated, no his body decided to take everything it could 
get, drawing the man’s semen into his flesh in the same way that it did when a man came inside 
him. 


Stiles groaned hanging his head as tears began to fall, he hated this, hated all of this. Hated himself, 
hated Derek and Peter, hated how he was so hungry and that Peter coming on him felt good, felt 
right. Stiles sobbed unsure what he was supposed to do now, now that his body had a taste of the 
wolf. 


KK KK KK K ok 


Peter walked into Derek’s room without any consideration to knocking, the growl that action 
caused had Derek jerking upright in bed bare-chested and snarling which was ignored as Peter held 
up a piece of paper. “I have a candidate.” 


“What the fuck are you talking about?!” 


Rolling his eyes, Peter strolled forward sitting on the man’s bed forcing Derek to move his legs in 
the process. Smiling at the snarl he was getting Peter offered the paper to his nephew who 
snatched it up but didn’t look at them. “A candidate Derek, an Alpha.” 


Derek frowned, his shift falling away as he looked down. It was a newspaper, tilting his head he 
began to read the section that Peter and circled with a sharpie. Animal attack. Reading through it 
Derek had to agree it sounded like a wolf but that didn’t mean it was an Alpha. Huffing, Derek 
glared. “It's an Omega.” He tossed the paper at his uncle with a dark scowl. 


Peter sighed, tapping the paper again. “There were no witness’ not surprising, however, those 


around the area when asked if they’d seen anything strange said they’d caught sight of an animal.” 
Peter made air quotations. “With red eyes.” Peter smiled. “Does that sound like something familiar 
to you?” 


Derek nodded, alright that sounded promising but still. “You don’t know where they went.” 


“True.” Peter agreed before tapping the paper. “The area the man was killed in a green-way, an 
area between subdivisions and a small jogging route. He was found near the beginning of it, hardly 
close to the surrounding foliage. The wolf came closer into town, this time.” 


“This time?” 
“A hiker has gone missing, no body, yet.” 
Derek nodded along. “So their staking territory there.” 


“Seems so...Given that we won’t be well received with our little succubus how about we take a 
jaunt over there and see if we can’t find our friend.” 


Derek shook his head, it didn't feel right to just leave Stiles alone like that. They'd checked up on 
the succubus at least once a day though normally it was twice. “I want to check on him first.” 


“Fine.” Peter conceded to that, even if he knew the poor reception they’d had even Peter had the 
desire to see if the succubus was doing alright. He’d simply been trying to take the coward's way 
out by giving them this task to track down the Alpha. “Then we can argue on who gets to be 
Alpha.” Peter smacked Derek’s thigh with the paper before getting off of the man’s bed and 
strolling to the door. “Maybe we should let Stiles choose?” 


Derek snorted. “He’d probably tell us to go to hell.” His uncle's laughter was ignored as Derek rose 
to get dressed. He was anxious to see Stiles, though he didn’t really anticipate a great response 
when they did go to see him. 


“Hurry up nephew, I don’t want dog catchers taking away this prime opportunity!” 


Derek blew out a long breath of air, today was going to be a long one. 


KKK KKK K 


Stiles ignored the wolves as they entered the warehouse, he refused to look their way or even 
acknowledge their presence. 


“I see you're feeling better.” 


Stiles grimaced as Peter pointed out how the man’s vile feeding had managed him to be strong 
enough to return to his nest. He stayed silent. 


“We’re going somewhere today so I don’t imagine we’ll be back till later.” Peter waited but wasn’t 
surprised when Stiles continued to ignore him. Glancing towards his nephew who had stepped into 
the circle of crystals and was folding the blankets, a means to be busy he assumed. Looking up to 
where all he could see was a flare of a black wing and the tail that was swaying over the side of the 
nest, Peter called. “If you had the choice darling, which of us would you want to be an Alpha?” 


Stiles frowned. What? Turning he glared over the side of his nest. “Fuck off with your hypothetical 
questions Peter.” 


Peter chuckled at the succubus' bitter words. “Not hypothetical, a feral Alpha is in the next town 
over, we’re set to go and reclaim their wasted power.” 


Stiles looked down seeing Derek staring up at him the same as Peter just inside the circle. “You 
are?” 


Derek nodded his head. “They’ ve killed two people, the police are calling it animal attacks.” When 
Stiles snorted Derek smiled, yeah they were both used to that description. “Between the two of us 
we can manage, but one of us will inherit the spark.” 


“Which is why I’m asking you, sweetheart.” Peter chimed in. “Who would you rather be your 
Alpha?” 


“Tm not a wolf.” 


“Ah, but you’ve been in a pack before, and surely you can see how the purity of a pack doesn’t 
really matter. After all, dear Lydia was in a pack and she is not a wolf. You were all while human, 
why couldn’t you be while a succubus?” 


Stiles wasn’t certain about that, wasn’t even sure if his current form would react at all to an 
‘Alpha’. Regardless it wasn’t like it mattered no matter what those two idiots planned there was no 
guarantee that the one they picked would get it. Shit happened and you had to adapt on the fly. 
“You realize they could just screw you over and then it's survival, not preference.” 


Peter smirked, there was that intelligence shining through. “Correct, but for argument's sake.” 


Stiles turned to lay back in his nest, smirking he said. “Me.” Peter’s laughter didn’t annoy him, 
after all, he’d said that as a joke. 


“Well I will hate to disappoint you darling, but it has to be one of us.” 


“Have fun with that, try not to die.” Stiles waved a hand in the air before dryly commenting. 
“Cause ya know, me being locked in here will be great if that happens.” 


Both wolves stilled, neither Peter nor Derek anticipated dying but there was a certain inherent risk 
to taking on an Alpha. They stared back at one another warily, if they left Stiles there and the 
unthinkable happened the boy would starve to death. Peter sighed, shook his head, and said. “I 
have an entirely stupid idea.” 


Derek glared at the wolf's comment if Peter was admitting that it wasn’t good. “What?” 
“Wait here.” Peter twisted about and left the warehouse. 


Derek scowled at his uncles retreating back but once he was gone from sight the wolf looked up at 
Stiles’ nest. The boy’s black tail was on show, sweeping back and forth. “Stiles.” 


“What?” 


Smirking at getting any response at all, Derek called back. “You don’t want Peter to be an Alpha 
right?” He heard the teen sigh right before Stiles' head poked over the side of his nest, Derek 
shrugged. “We both know he wasn’t that good of an Alpha.” 


“He was insane.” Stiles quipped before breaking Derek’s little heart. “And you were a dick so I 
don’t think you have much better ground to stand on...Other than being sane which means you 
were a real asshole.” 


Derek sighed, alright so Stiles had a very particular opinion on this. “Thanks.” Stiles smiled down 
at him and was clearly about to duck back into his nest when they both turned to see Peter’s return, 
the wolf was whistling. 


Stiles glared. “Anything that makes you happy is bad.” 


Derek snorted in amusement, saying nothing when his uncle shot him a glare for agreeing with the 
boy. He frowned when Peter held up a crystal, the same one that he’d had in his shirt. Peter held it 
up to show Stiles before calling out. 


“Come down here.” 

“Um, I’m gonna go with a go-to-hell instead of a just plain no. Seems more eloquent.” 
Peter smirked at the boy’s sass. “You want to go with us don’t you?” 

“Peter.” 


Peter ignored the stunned utterance of his name, he jostled the necklace. “Who knows you might 
get free if we’re especially stupid.” 


Stiles glared, at the wolf and then at the crystal, Stiles was smarter than that. He knew that there 
was more to this, not to mention the offer was in direct contrast to their goal to keep him locked up. 
“Irl just take whatever jacked-up energy you gave me yesterday.” 


“No, I wrote runes on it, it ll simply dampen your abilities...It won’t take any energy from you 
darling, after all, I don’t think you’re eager for a repeat performance.” 


“TI cut off your dick first.” 

Peter smiled at the boy's honesty. “So, shall we?” 

“How is that going to keep me glued to you two idiots?” 
“Runes.” 


Sighing, Stiles threw his legs over the side of his nest and jumped down. His wings coming out in a 
great flap to catch him. Touching down, Stiles prowled forward glaring at the wolf. “Explain.” 


Peter smiled, holding out his arm, twisting it over to show the line of runes that he’d drawn along 
his forearm. 


Stiles blinked, leaned forward a bit, and then hummed. “So I literally just have to carve up your 
arm and then I can run.” Stiles smiled up at the wolf. 


Peter chuckled. “True, but Derek’s going to have his own set, so unless you can disarm us both...” 
Stiles scowled, hissing a bit before turning to leave. 


“Surely you’re bored,” Peter called out to the retreating figure. “What’s the harm in coming with 
us? You might even be able to use your allure to stop the Alpha in his tracks.” 


Stiles paused, could he? He turned frowning. “Does that work?” 


“I don’t see why not.” Peter smiled at the more invested succubus. “They are feral, I doubt they 
have the self-control to stand up to your allure.” Waving to himself and Derek. “We’re very much 
aware and unless you were at full strength, which you’re not, we could hold you at bay. The feral 
isn’t.” 


Stiles nodded his head, coming closer he pointed. “And it won’t hurt?” 


“T believe I prevented such a thing,” Peter assured the teen. “But if it is uncomfortable we will find 
a workaround, care to try?” He offered the necklace. 


Stiles sighed, he did want to get out of the warehouse and despite Peter’s assurances that he 
wouldn’t be able to get free, he was pretty sure he’d manage. Taking the necklace by its cord Stiles 
swallowed and then carefully fed it over his head. The crystal came to land on the chest against his 
collar bone, it didn’t hurt. Stiles hummed, nodding his head to look back at Peter. “Neat.” 


“Care to try your glamour? We can’t take you out in public looking like a runway model with a 
sense of humor.” 


Rolling his eyes, Stiles focused, his glamour fell in place though it wavered a moment as he 
focused. Sighing, Stiles arched a brow as if to ask if it worked. 


“Stunning as always, come I should have a spare shirt in the car.” 


Stiles rolled his eyes at the prepared werewolf, he carefully walked over to the barrier of crystals 
but didn’t cross. Peter smirked then reached down and broke the circles, throwing each side farther 
apart to allow Stiles to pass through unharmed. 


Derek sighed, following after the teen and giving a passing glare to his uncle who smiled. 


Stepping outside for the first time in a few days Stiles sighed, the fresh air was nice. Smiling the 
teen looked around, snorting when he saw just how abandoned the area was. Smart on the wolves' 
part, a bit depressing for Stiles though. 


“Come along, Derek time to get your temporary tattoo.” 
Stiles smirked before questioning. “Sure you don’t have a blowtorch?” 


Derek sent a scathing look to the teen who was all smiles, Peter for his part laughed which didn’t 
help things. Once they were at the car, Derek held out his arm allowing Peter to write the same 
runes onto his forearm all the while ignoring Stiles’ helpful commentary. 


“You extended the dash too far.” 

Peter smirked. 

“Nope, the swoops wrong.” 

Peter chuckled. 

“That’s not even the same one you have.” 

Capping the pen, Peter looked at his handiwork before turning to smile at the teen. “Cute.” 


Stiles shrugged, it was worth a shot. Pointing at his necklace he asked. “‘So...Radius before I’m 


yanked back like an unruly pet?” 
“It should give you a fair amount of leniency, I know this fight won’t allow for us to stay still.” 


Stiles hummed, that wasn’t an answer but whatever. Stiles was just happy to be out of the 
warehouse, sliding into the back seat of the fancy car Peter drove Stiles couldn’t help but state. 
“This things fancy but you didn’t bother to fix the fender?” 


Peter sighed, glaring at Derek when the man chuckled. Twisting in his seat he told the succubus. 
“A new development.” 


“Huh, you should get that fixed.” Stiles looked out the window, never seeing the death glare Peter 
gave Derek. Stiles relaxed in the backseat, ignoring the overbearing silence in the car. Peter’s radio 
was on the lowest possible setting while still making noise, the teen was unsure if that was because 
the pair argued over radio stations or because they were wolves and didn’t need the volume up 
higher. Either way, Stiles stared out the window and enjoyed watching the world go by. 


It wasn’t until they were two hours outside the city that Stiles chose to ask. “Are we there yet?” 
Peter chuckled from where he was driving. “Close.” 
Another hour and Stiles muttered. “You were lying.” 


“A bit,” Peter smirked as he continued to drive, ten minutes later he was slowing the car along a 
street. Finding a place to park a little ways off of the trail they planned to take. “See, we were 
almost here.” 


“Jackass.” Peter undid his seat belt, swinging the door open to slide out and look around. There was 
a ramp, a trail down a steep hill that fed into a cordoned-off area. Stiles pointed. “Let me guess, 
wild animal don’t enter?” 


“Something like that,” Derek muttered as he walked forward to head down the ramp. 


Stiles trailed along, smirking when Derek yanked the tape off of the posts it had been wrapped 
around. On the edge of a foresty area, the teen asked. “So...What’s your big plan for finding him?” 


“We don’t know if it's a man or not,” Peter replied evenly. “But, us being wolves should be enough 
to see them coming out.” 


“Territory bullshit, great.” Stiles wandered into the area, twisting about. “Cause that won’t piss 
them off.” 


Derek shrugged back at the annoyed teen. “They won’t like us being here no matter what happens. 
We’re here to kill them, Stiles, not ask to be their Betas.” 


Peter pointed to his nephew as a means to back the man up, earning an eye roll from the succubus. 
“Come, let's walk around...Head in deeper to avoid all those pesky humans.” 


Stiles snorted, pesky right. The group wandered the woods, going deeper into it where the dense 
trees began to shroud the light above. Yep, the perfect place for a feral to bunk, despite the 
annoyance of tagging along for a feral's murder and whatever bullshit spawned from Peter and 
Derek fighting over who should be the Alpha, the scenery was nice. Stiles smiled as they came 
across a large oak tree, Stiles looked up into it and couldn’t help but comment. “That’s a good 
place for a nest.” 


Both wolves froze, twisted, and followed Stiles’ gaze up to a large oak. Peter smirked at the 
instinctual response Stiles had to high places. “Yes it is, but I don’t think the humans would 
believe you to be an eagle.” 


Stiles snorted at the obvious discrepancy between himself and the bird of prey. “Not likely.” 
Carrying on he passed the two wolves and continued walking down a worn trail. 


They’d been walking for half an hour with no sign of the wolf, Stiles was beginning to think that it 
didn’t exist or had moved on. Yet, before he could point this out to the two wolves a little ways 
behind him a shiver went up his spine. Stiles’ wings fluttered anxiously against his back as he 
twisted sharply to try and catch sight of the wolf. Despite not seeing them Stiles knew they were 
there, somewhere. “They’re here.” 


“What?” Derek frowned at Stiles’ sudden decision that the wolf was near. 
“I-I can sense...them, sorta.” Stiles shifted anxiously on his feet. “They gotta be close.” 


Peter hummed watching the succubus a moment before pointing to a nearby tree. “Perhaps you 
should take higher ground sweetheart, this is bound to get messy.” 


Stiles huffed, but for once didn’t argue. His body was radiating discomfort, walking over to a 
nearby tree, Stiles pulled the borrowed shirt up and over his head and let his glamour slide. He 
fluttered his wings out to get up to the large branch that would support him. He watched curiously 
as Peter and Derek glanced around searching for any proof of the wolf's arrival. Surely a feral 
would make a shit ton of noise, yet thus far the only thing that had tipped them off was Stiles. 


The sudden snap of a branch had everyone looking in that direction, Stiles’ eyes widened at the 
large man who was snarling as he stepped out of the shelter the brush made. Yep, he looked big 
and mean. “Uh... You guys got this?” The growls that both Peter and Derek gave back proved that 
this was gonna be a mean fight as the wolves postured towards each other. Stiles grimaced as the 
feral charged his wolves, a meaty fist sending Peter to the ground before Derek was slashing at the 
Alpha dragging its attention off of his stunned uncle. 


Stiles' wings shifted anxiously as he watched Derek be thrown back into a nearby tree, the feral 
about to chase after him before it howled as Peter took a heavy swipe at its spine, it twisted sharply 
slashing the beta back. Peter stumbled a grimace on his face as his chest was sliced open, blood 
staining his ruined shirt. Snarling back Peter lunged forward even as Derek got a good swipe in. 


Stiles swallowed tensely watching as Derek and Peter tried to keep the wolf busy, being thrown 
about like paper dolls. Large swipes of the Alpha’s claws were doing far more damage to the Betas 
than what they were achieving. Peter took another hit, shoulder, and arm. Derek was thrown once 
more before getting a slice to his back. Peter crashed into a boulder that split with the force of the 
collision as Derek mounted an attack on the feral to keep it off of the downed Peter. He earned 
himself another hearty slash for his troubles. Stiles whined as he saw Derek thrown crashing into a 
large tree before slumping to the ground shaking his head to try and clear it right before Peter was 
thrown into a thicket beyond Stiles’ range of sight. 


The Alpha was stronger and despite the two of them the rage fueling the Alpha was giving him an 
edge, it was when Derek was thrown that Stiles felt something change. Looking down Stiles pulled 
the crystal up from his collar bone to see the runes glowing, he looked over to Derek saw blood on 
his arm. The runes, they were broken. Peter's set must have already been wiped clean by the 
Alpha's claws. Stiles ripped the crystal from his neck, no longer bound to either wolf. 


Yet whatever fear the two might have had about Stiles running off was gone, Stiles wasn’t going to 


let the two idiots die. Taking a shuddering breath and ignoring every instinct in his body that said 
go higher not down, Stiles jumped down. The feral twisted a snarl on his face that wavered a 
moment, Stiles smirked. His allure was in full effect given the heated look the Alpha was giving 
him. Stiles twisted and ran, the feral chasing after him. 


Stiles tucked his wings in as he let his glamour fall into place to protect the more delicate parts of 
his anatomy not wanting them to take a beating as he dodged around trees, rocks, and bushes. He 
knew it would take a while for Derek and Peter to get themselves sorted, to try and heal though the 
teen didn’t think that would happen anytime soon seeing as they’d been hacked at by an Alpha. 


Stiles was just counting on buying them some time to steady themselves, he’d deal with the anger 
of putting himself in danger and leading the feral away from them later...If he lived. The feral snarl 
that was following him sent Stiles’ heart beating, the teen knew what he had to do even if he hated 
it. 


kok WARNING NON-CON STARTS HERE!!! 


He was a sex demon and like Peter said this idiot wasn’t all there, so...Sex sells. Stiles twisted 
about as they came into a small brushy clearing. Stiles swallowed as the feral bared its teeth at him 
as it followed. Stiles smiled, utterly terrified this wouldn’t work, but with no other alternative, the 
teen took a step forward and focused hard on his allure, on his glamour that might yet entice the 
Alpha to a different avenue besides ripping his throat out. “H-Hey buddy.” Stiles swallowed both 
feeling an idiot for talking to the enraged wolf and stupid for trying to appear sexy when he felt 
nothing of the sort. Yet, it didn’t appear to matter as the wolf scented the air, oh...Right. 


Stiles took a shuddering breath and focused on his allure once more, trying to exude nothing other 
than sex, sin personified. The wolf growled as it prowled forward, Stiles forced himself to stand his 
ground only to yelp as the wolf buried its face into his neck and huffed. “O-Oh...Okay.” Stiles 
swallowed as the wolf panted, snuffling his neck apparently in love with the scent he was able to 
put off. 


Stiles yelped as he was suddenly carried backward as the Wolf slammed into him snarl and all 
teeth pushing Stiles into the tree before they fell over to the ground. Stiles grimaced at the pain of 
slamming into the ground ever thankful that he’d used his glamour to protect his wings and tail 
from such abuse. 


Panting, Stiles looked up at the Alpha that was breathing hard, like another part of himself. Stiles 
nodded, okay, he could do this. Stiles reached down as the feral watched with a rumbling growl, 
shrugging himself out of his pants all the while embarrassed and ashamed. “See.” Stiles sat back 
on his shoulders his legs shaking as he bent his knee a bit, just a hair but enough for the wolf to 
catch a glimpse that he wasn’t entirely male. 


Stiles took a breath as the wolf crowded in on him, hot breath ghosting his pale flesh as the wolf 
rutted against him, Stiles tilted his head back and closed his eyes a moment already well aware 
where this was headed. He'd lured the wolf off of Derek and Peter, but he was on his own now and 
his only weapon was his body. Shuddering a moment as he felt the wolf rut into him, the succubus 
muttered. “Fuck it.” 


It took hardly any incentive to see the wolf ripping his pants aside, and even less to see Stiles 
gritting his teeth as the wolf yanked on him brutally to get Stiles aligned with its desire before 


suddenly thrusting into him. Stiles panted, given no time to adjust as the wolf began to rut into him 
hard like the feral creature he was. 


The solid cock piercing deep as the man’s hands grasped Stiles’ hips and jerked on the succubus to 
get deeper., his rutting impatient sending his claws slicing into the pale flesh in his fervor to get 
what he wanted. Stiles cried out, biting his lip as the wolf violated him, thrusting repeatedly, hard 
and fast. There was no end to the wolf's intensified thrusting, the man’s cock was twitching inside 
him, he felt every movement, every sensation. Subtle moisture began to trickle inside him as the 
man’s cock leaked pre-come. Ever smear of the fluid singing his flesh, Stiles panted groaned as the 
wolf arched harder into him, driving himself forward hard with a snarl as if to tell Stiles to submit. 
God, that was a lot. 


The succubus gave rough pants as the feral continued to force Stiles to take every inch of himself, 
unyielding and immovable as the wolf chased his own orgasm. Stiles laid there, legs open wide as 
the wolf rutted into him, his chest coated in sweat and the wolf's spittle as it growled and groaned 
in pleasure from mounting the succubus. Stiles tried to shift, tried to move the angle of the wolf's 
thrusts as his body truly began to feel the abuse being rained down upon it. The punishing pace the 
wolf had set, no adjustment period, in a body that was so foreign was beginning to get to Stiles. 


The mans’ cock was piercing him over and over, cutting through his tensing folds, his quivering 
sex that suckled on the man’s cock as if it was what Stiles desired most. As if he was moaning in 
ecstasy eager for his partner to continue, but Stiles wasn’t. He wanted it done and over with, he 
grimaced with each hard blow of the man’s cock bottoming out in him. Every small smear of 
precome that slid within him. 


Stiles gave a small hiccup as he endured the beast's rage, tilting his head back with a moan as the 
wolf's knot began to form. Jesus, he didn’t know those were real. That would not fit and Stiles did 
not want it to fit. Stiles distantly could hear someone calling his name, searching for him. He 
couldn’t reply, he was too busy being ravaged by the animal on top of him who was grunting with 
every heaving thrust. The wolf's swollen sex was spilling more and more precome as it came closer 
to its end, it twitched and pulsed eagerly as it invaded the succubus sex as the wolf's claws bit into 
the pale flesh to keep the lithe form where it wanted him. 


Stiles shook his head back and forth, his body was eager for this, pleased by this violation, the 
pleasured pain of not being prepared, every agonizing thrust, and invasion of the hard member that 
promised to give him what he needed most. Stiles groaned tilting his head back exposing his 
throat as the man’s knot was teasing his folds, pressing in but not able to enter him. Stiles prayed it 
wouldn’t, that it wouldn’t fit, that the man was somehow too large already, too long to be able to 
squeeze wolf's large cock further into him. Every excited thrust the succubus felt it, nudging, 
begging to enter him but never able. 


Stiles was panting, slick with sweat, core spasming eager for the man to come inside him, to fill 
him with his seed. Stiles didn’t want to feel that oppressive heat, that all-consuming fullness that 
came with someone fucking every last drop they had to give him into his waiting belly. The heated 
rush of fluid as it spilled deep into his core with every pulse of the man’s balls had to offer. That 
heaviness that he would carry for days if he wasn’t thorough enough to get rid of it as soon as 
possible, get rid of it before his body tried to assimilate it all as some wonderful bounty it had been 
blessed with. 


Stiles’ eyes widened when he felt the man’s knot struggle to fit, it wasn’t going to thank god but 
the struggle was getting to the wolf who was fucking him harder if ever there was a way to do so. 
Stiles was sure the man’s cock could go no deeper in him, that it had to be hitting the very back of 
his sex, punishing the heated walls that welcomed him in. Stiles gasped gritting his teeth when the 


wolf hunched his hips giving short violent thrusts that drove Stiles into the ground as his hips were 
picked up and he was lifted into the wolf's lap, his shoulders sloping back to leave him folded ass 
up against the man who was fucking him while Stiles' head was canted back into the earth 
struggling to deal with the onslaught of the man's violent fucking. 


Stiles whined when he felt the man tense, he knew what that meant, he’d felt it so many times 
before. He wasn’t wrong, the wolf howled as he grabbed Stiles hard in the hips his claws biting 
into the sweat slickened flesh and thrust home before a giant warmth was splashed into the waiting 
succubus’s sex. Stiles wailed as he felt that heat, that fiery, all-consuming heat that was bubbling 
violently as the wolf thrust along with his sustained orgasm. More and more seed was being 
produced, infused into him as the succubus struggled to make the wolf pull his cock back just a bit 
as it was hitting deep, painfully deep as it spewed the man’s seed into his tremoring walls. 


Stiles didn’t want to come, didn’t want to feel any kind of pleasure but his body did. It wanted to 
enjoy the sensation of being filled with the man’s seed, feeling full, ripe with it. Stiles groaned, his 
head tilting to the side as the man continued to thrust into him. Jack hammering his cock deep with 
each pulse of seed he delivered into the waiting succubus’ body. Stiles moaned as he was filled, 
the sensation of energy being pulled inside him, pulled from the wolf as he thrust and filled him 
wasn’t compensation for the punishment the wolf was giving his tired body. Even as his stomach 
felt not so hollow anymore, the sensation that it was filling with more than just the wolf's energy 
made Stiles feel sick. 


Stiles didn’t remember closing his eyes, he barely felt when the wolf pulled his still twitching cock 
from him, felt the sweltering pulse of seed as it hit the lips of his abused sex and thighs rather than 
deep inside him where it should have been. All he felt was the sudden hollow sensation that his 
body produced when it bemoaned the loss of its partner. The sensation of the wolf's seed leaking 
out of him making the succubus feel bereft even as Stiles felt disgusted at the sensation of the 
warm spendings drooling out of his cunt. 


Stiles moaned as he was suddenly being slanted forward, held as his name was called frantically. 
Peeling his eyes open just a hair Stiles saw Peter’s worried face. Distantly he saw movement in the 
corner of his eye, Derek? Stiles blinked sluggishly as he felt Peter fold him into the wolf's body, he 
whined as his legs fell closed his abused sex complaining once more to the treatment it endured. 


“Shh, you’re alright... You’ ll be alright.” Peter growled as he watched his nephew take the Alpha 
down, whatever energy Stiles stole when he was raped had done a good job. Derek was holding his 
own, the feral seemed half drunk, tired from expending himself fucking Stiles. 


Peter looked away only after he saw his nephew tear the man’s throat out, looking back down to 
the succubus who was shivering in his hold smelling of the feral, coated in his scent inside and out. 
The cloying scent of the boy’s sex filled with the wolf had his fangs clenching together. He hadn’t 
dared to look, he could smell enough as it was. 


Cradling Stiles to himself, the wolf promised. “You'll be alright, we’ Il take care of you, just rest.” 
Stiles didn’t reply other than to let out little noises as he lay slumped against him, curled up in his 
arms. Peter looked up when his nephew crashed onto his knees across from him looking 
heartbroken at the sight of Stiles. “He’ll be alright, we need to leave.” 


Derek shook his head, his hand though still covered in blood gently laying on the boy's bare 
shoulder, all of Stiles was bare now the heady scent of the Alpha clung to him. “Stiles.” 


“Derek.” 


Derek looked up seeing the dark glare on his uncle's face, the Alpha in him wanted to rise up but 


he held it back, listening to the man’s words. 
“We need to get him somewhere safe.” 


Nodding, Derek reached out only to have Peter shake his head. “You need to drive, I’m 
already...Just drive.” Peter scooped up the succubus tensing along with Derek when Stiles moaned 
in his arms. Gritting his teeth Peter glared at the corpse, before turning and directing him and 
Derek towards the entrance of the greenway. They needed to get Stiles somewhere safe, 
somewhere he could rest and recover. Somewhere where Peter and Derek might apologize yet 
again for causing something heinous to happen to the succubus. 


Chapter End Notes 


Stiles uses his allure to draw the Alpha away from Peter and Derek, keeping the Alpha 
entranced upon himself to the degree that the Alpha acts on the urges the succubus' 
allure gives off. Stiles allows it to happen for fear of what might take place if he 
doesn't submit to the raging wolf. Derek and Peter find him, and the wolf in the act. 
Pulling the wolf from the succubus Derek fights and kills him while Peter tends to 
Stiles horrified with what has taken place. 


To high a price 


Chapter Summary 


The wolves have to deal with the consequences of Stiles being raped by the Alpha. 
Stiles wakes up and deal with the aftermath of both the assault on his person and the 
care he's being given by the wolves. 


Chapter Notes 


Despite it probably not being needed anymore I will warn you all that the continuing 
chapters might have varying levels of content that could make some people 
uncomfortable. This chapter including, though anything that goes too far will be 
marked with asterisks like the previous chapter's non-con scene. 


Glancing down Peter fought hard not to growl, the boy's hips held slashes from the Alpha’s claws, 
they were already bruising horribly from the brutality they’d faced. Peter wasn’t even sure if they 
were intact if the Alpha hadn’t broken something. The blood that still flowed from the deep 
lacerations had Peter grinding his teeth, if the boy was a wolf he’d already be on the mend. There 
was nothing for it, they needed to get somewhere safer before taking care of the boy. “My pocket. 
He called to his nephew as they came up the ramp to the car. He felt Derek dig into his pocket 
snatching up the keys and running ahead to open the door to the backseat for him and Stiles. Peter 
was careful getting them inside, jostling the boy as little as possible, Derek slammed the door and 
was quick to get in the driver's seat. 


29 


Derek felt the steering wheel groan as he held tightly to it. “Where do we go? We’re too far from 
home, he can’t...” He could stand the thought of Stiles enduring the whole ride back, like that. 


“A hotel, any will do.” 


Derek looked up frowning at his uncle through the rearview mirror. ““They’ll notice a raped teen 
Peter.” 


Peter shook his head. “Go to one nearest the edge of town, they’re far more discreet, check us in 
and I’ll smuggle the boy in under my coat. They’re human they can’t smell this like we can.” 


Derek growled but dutifully started the car, pulling around sharply and not even earning a rebuke 
for his harsh treatment of Peter’s car. It was hard not to break all driving rules known to mankind 
but Derek knew if they were pulled over it would be a hard-fought battle to not be declared 
kidnappers and rapists. So he kept things cool as if he wasn’t listening to Stiles moan in his uncle's 
arms heady with the scent of another wolf. 


Peter stared down at Stiles who was making horrendous noises as he weakly shifted in his arms, 
Peter shushed him, holding him tighter in the hopes of offering comfort or at the very least stilling 
his movements so he didn’t harm himself further. “It’s alright Stiles, just rest.” Looking up he saw 
they were getting further on the outskirts of the town, good it wouldn’t be long. Calling out to his 


nephew. “Pay whatever they want, get the suite.” 
“Suite?” 
“Bathtub Derek.” 


Nodding the newly made Alpha was quick in finding a hotel that looked about as homely as dirt, 
but that advertised a honeymoon suite. He bet that was far from what it advertised in the name but 
it would work. Derek steered into a nearby parking spot and tore out to get the room for them, for 
Stiles. 


Peter waited anxiously for his nephew to return with the key to the room, saying in hushed tones. 
“You silly boy, you’re too reckless...Dear god Stiles.” The wolf bemoaned staring down at the 
horrendous sight of the teen who had been so thoroughly abused. Peter jumped when Derek opened 
the door suddenly, sighing at his lack of foresight Peter nodded. The wolves were careful as they 
all but ran for the room Derek had gotten them, Peter ducking into the room first as Derek shut and 
locked the door. Peter made it to the bed, gently laying Stiles there before turning to give his 
nephew orders as he knew that in this situation he needed to be the Alpha. “Start the shower and 
run a bath.” 


Derek frowned. “Both?” 


“Just do it!” Peter snapped even as he tried to see if there were any broken bones beneath the torn 
and bruised flesh the succubus wore. 


Derek growled but ran to do as ordered, he slammed the bathroom door open breaking one of the 
hinges. He cranked the tub on full before moving off to the shower, Derek turned it on before 
shouting. “How hot?!” 


“Hot.” Peter appeared, sending an anxious look back to the room where he could see Stiles. “It's all 
about getting rid of the feeling of him being there.” 


Derek didn’t ask what Peter meant, he had a fairly good idea of what that implied. Reaching a hand 
into the water he nodded. “Showers good.” He turned to find Peter checking the tub. “Why both?” 


Peter turned and with a pained expression explained. “Shower for cleaning him up...Thoroughly 
Derek.” The wolf growled, but Peter didn’t shy away from how horrendous this would be. “Tub is 
for trying to deal with his aches and pains. The Alpha tore into his hips good, thankfully he didn’t 
break any bones, hopefully, his healing will start to mend that. He had to have taken a lot of energy 
to make your kill of the man that easy.” 


Derek nodded, he agreed with Peter there. When he’d taken the Alpha on after ripping the bastard 
from Stiles where he’d been rutting into the groaning man fighting him had been like fighting an 
untrained wolf, new to the shift. “But he’ ll heal?” 


“Yes,” Peter assured his nephew, before cautioning him. “If you don’t want to see this that is fine, 
but Stiles needs this to happen even if we don’t like it. His body dysphoria will only get worse if he 
sees more proof of what happened tonight.” 


“Meaning?” Derek growled. 


Peter swallowed as it burned his tongue to even mention what he suspected was the best course of 
action to save Stiles even a sliver of pain in the dawning future. “Meaning I’m getting into the 
shower with him and doing my best to rid the evidence of what he just endured so he doesn’t have 
to.” 


Derek stared back at his uncle horrified by what he’d just heard. “Y-You’re going to-” 


“To remove what I can of the Alpha’s seed from inside him, yeah.” Peter grimaced at the idea as 
well. “Wait in the room if you’d like.” Peter turned to go and fetch the succubus, the faster they did 
this the better. The more out of it Stiles was the better. Collecting the boy was easy, it wasn’t as if 
Stiles had gone anywhere. 


Cradling Stiles to him as he made his way back into the bathroom only to see that Derek had 
stripped himself out of his ruined clothing bare except for his briefs. Peter gave a strained smile 
upon seeing his nephew ready to help. “Get in.” He nodded towards the shower, when Derek was 
under the hot spray of water Peter came forward, and carefully they got Stiles standing, well 
leaning. Derek was hugging the teen, his arms up under the boy’s armpits to keep him there as 
Stiles was dead weight, his head canted against Derek’s shoulder. Peter was quick to discard his 
own ruined clothing, entering the shower he spared a glance to Stiles the teen wasn’t aware. 
Making small noises even as his eyes remained shut, it was better this way. Meeting his nephew’s 
gaze Peter said. “Hold him...I ll be as gentle as I can be.” 


Derek gritted his teeth and gave a clipped nod, he stared at the wall unable to look down even as he 
felt Peter gently shift Stiles’ body to get better access to his abused sex. Derek whined along with 
Stiles when it became clear Peter was starting. Derek set his head on top of Stiles and rasped. 
“You’re okay, just relax.” His hand came around to clutch tightly, holding Stiles in an embrace that 
he futily hoped might help somehow. Closing his eyes tightly Derek concentrated and drew what 
pain he could from the succubus. It was muted, probably from Stiles being unconscious but every 
little bit helped or so he hoped. 


“He’s lucky.” 
Derek snarled. “How?!” 


“There’s no tearing,” Peter replied simply as he explained. “We both saw how hard he was...Stiles 
is fortunate that there’s no tearing.” Derek didn’t comment, but Peter didn’t expect him to as he 
continued his gentle examination. The poor boy's cunt was swollen, irritated after the rutting of an 
Alpha. Peter gently fed two fingers into the strained sex, grimacing when Stiles made a whining 
noise, he heard Derek speak to the teen but ignored it all in favor of trying to remove as much of 
the Alpha’s seed from inside the abused channel. 


Ordinarily, Peter loved being a wolf, loved being able to come for eons and mark his territory in 
that primal state, but seeing the proof of it in Stiles was horrific. Even though Derek had stopped 
the Alpha from continuing, he’d gotten plenty inside the succubus before they caught up given the 
amount of thick seed that was bubbling out of the boy’s used pussy. Peter gently pulled his fingers 
back rinsing them periodically before gently inserting them to prob the boy's tired sex, it fluttered 
around his fingers but Peter knew that was instinct. Stiles' body searching to see if he might have 
access to more energy, fingers didn’t do it though. Peter ignored the heady sensation of how active 
the boy’s body might be if properly incentivized. Carefully prodding to get more and more proof of 
the violent attack from inside the succubus. 


“Are you done yet?” 


Peter sighed, a little brisk in replying. “I’m sure this will come to your celibate self’s surprise but 
wolves tend to have a lot to provide their partners.” The growl he got in return was ignored as Peter 
continued to gently pry the boy's cunt open again and again in an attempt to be rid of any trace of 
the Alpha. Peter did his best to tune out the noises Stiles made, he was uncertain if it was pain or 
simply exhaustion that was causing them though by the state of his cunt it wouldn’t be shocking to 
know it was pain. Sighing as he pulled his fingers free of the boy's sex, Peter stood up and shook 


his head. “Let’s rinse him off, it's the best I can do...Succubi are meant to keep a hold of that for a 
reason.” The flare of his nephew's eyes had Peter looking away in submission. “Simply a fact 
Derek, whether he or us likes it that’s a part of what he is.” Carefully looking back he saw Derek 
was no longer glaring at him but holding Stiles all the tighter, nodding the wolf gently pulled 
Derek forward ignoring the sharp look he got in favor of grabbing the provided shampoo and body 
wash. He sudsed up his hands. 


“What are you doing?” 


Peter glared at having to explain this bit. “Scent Derek.” He raised his hand. “Although atrocious 
in scent this might help dampen how much we and him smell of that bastard.” 


Derek nodded his head, carefully turning Stiles when his uncle needed him too. They bathed the 
teen thoroughly before Peter shut off the water, the men stepped out together. Derek shook his 
head a bit when his hair got in his way, Peter huffed at him but Derek ignored the wry comment of 
him shaking like a dog. “Now what?” 


“Now the tub, we can lay him in there and refresh the water from time to time, the faster his 
muscles relax the better.” Peter walked over to make sure that the tub which he had left to fill was 
ready. 


Derek carefully picked Stiles up, cradled to his chest the wolf walked over to the tub and surprised 
his uncle by stepping over the lip of it and sitting down with Stiles in his lap. 


“Derek?” 
Derek shook his head as he held Stiles against himself. “He shouldn’t be alone.” 


Peter sighed at his nephew. “We weren’t going to leave him alone, he’d be liable to drown.” The 
Beta smirked when Derek finally turned to glare at him. “I’m simply wondering if you’ ve put 
forethought into how he might react being touched after what he’s just been through.” 


Derek had considered it, he knew that there was the supreme likelihood that Stiles would scream, 
thrash or even attack him once he woke...But that was fine, Derek needed this. He needed to hold 
Stiles and know he was going to be okay because the second he’d stumbled into that clearing and 
saw that Alpha raping him, saw Stiles laying there forced to take that...No, the wolf wasn’t going 
to leave Stiles alone to deal with this. 


Peter nodded as he watched his nephew struggle with what had happened that night, he was sure 
that they felt the same about Derek being an Alpha again not being worth it. “I’m going to see if I 
can’t find someone that might have something for a succubus.” 


“What?” 


Peter shrugged. “Sedatives I suppose, anything to make him more comfortable.” His eyes traveled 
towards the teen. “Something for after... That.” 


Derek just nodded, not saying a word as Peter headed into the other room he heard the man make a 
phone call, the various tidbits from Peters’ side but none of it mattered. Derek stared down at Stiles 
and waited, sooner or later the succubus would wake up and Derek would be faced with 
acknowledging that what he had thought Stiles went through being what he was had been nothing 
like Derek had dreamed it would be. Stiles’ disgust with himself made a lot more sense and that 
made Derek feel disgusted with himself all the more for not grasping it sooner. 
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Stiles was in water, he knew this because he could feel it lapping at his body every time he 
breathed, everything his limbs or...Whoever was holding him moved. Stiles realistically knew that 
it was probably one of the wolves though he didn’t relish waking up to find them both naked, it 
was bad enough that he could tell they were touching skin to skin. He was tired, and god was he 
sore. His hips ached, the cuts burned but neither of those two things held a candle to the abuse his 
pussy had taken. He could feel it throbbing, swollen, and tired from the repeated assaults of the 
Alpha’s rutting into him. Stiles felt the fullness too and he recoiled from it, curling suddenly into 
the body holding him shaking as he knew that he would be forced to live with that sensation until 
his body had figured out what to do with it all. 


“Stiles?” 


The whispered utterance of his name had Stiles shaking more, Derek, Derek was holding him in a 
tub. The feeling of poison made his skin itch, but the fatigue won out and Stiles didn’t try to move, 
to shift away from where they were touching. If he wasn’t subject to such horrible side effects 
Stiles would have enjoyed being held like this, but he was so it was more a lingering sensation to 
an already uncomfortable world. 


Stiles opened his eyes, slowly, wincing at the brightness around him at first until his eyes 
acclimated. Swallowing his throat parched for some reason, the succubus stared up seeing Derek 
staring down at him with the most bereft look he’d ever seen the wolf have. Stiles managed to rasp. 
“Sourwolf.” 


Derek smirked at the stupid nickname. “Yeah.” 
Stiles gave a short weak smile before daring to tease. “Never thought I’d see you naked this way.” 


Derek snorted at the teen’s lame attempt to get around what had happened let alone their current 
predicament. “I’m not naked.” 


“Oh.” 


Derek shook his head at the confused teen who apparently didn’t know what to do now that his 
little joke proved to be false. “Is the water warm enough?” 


“I-T m kinda numb.” Stiles closed his eyes with a sigh, the fatigue weighing him down further into 
the wolf's arms. “Not numb enough, but numb.” 


Derek frowned, unsure what he meant by that. Still, he was holding onto Stiles so it was easy for 
him to focus on draining the succubi’s pain once more. The sudden gasp had Derek smiling down 
at Stiles, the boy gave him a tearful look. “It’s okay.” It hurt to take the pain but it was far better 
that he absorb it than let Stiles wallow in it. When the last of it was fading, Derek asked. “Is that 
better?” 


“Yeah.” Stiles nodded weakly, it was. The abuse his body had taken was now a fleeting thing, 
something he could almost ignore if it weren’t for the overwhelming sensation of being swollen 
from the Alpha’s rutting into him and the even worse sensation of being full. Stiles looked away 
unable to keep staring at Derek as he realized just how disgusting this must be for Derek. “Y-You 
don’t need to do this.” Stiles shivered. “I’m fine.” 


Derek scowled at the teen. “Do what?” 


“Stay.” Stiles flinched a bit at the guttural growl that came from Derek, sparing a glance Stiles was 
surprised to see ruby eyes, his own widened as he stammered. “Y-You’re an Alpha.” 


Derek sighed, his voice weak. “Yeah.” 
“Tt worked.” 


“Tt wasn’t worth this.” Derek snarled, twisting his head away when Stiles flinched back. “It-It 
wasn’t worth this.” 


Stiles gave a bittersweet smile at that, reaching up he grabbed the man’s chin, ignoring the traces 
of wrong that sparked from him touching Derek. Tilting the man’s shocked face towards him. “At 
least I know you won’t fuck up being an Alpha again.” Stiles gave a small strained laugh. “I mean 
I literally went to bat for you, took one for the team.” 


Derek glared, a dark rumbling growl echoing through his chest. “That’s not funny.” 


It wasn’t, but Stiles needed some way to deflect from what had happened, he let his hand fall away 
from Derek’s face tucking it into his chest. “T I be okay...’ ve had worse.” 


“And that should not be our benchmark sweetheart.” Peter drawled as he walked in, sitting on the 
edge of the tub and giving a somber smile to the boy. “But, whatever the case might be we’re here 
and we will deal with what happened. How sore are you?” 


Stiles shook his head. “Derek took my pain.” 
“Good.” 


Stiles took the time to gently tilt his head about, they were in a bathroom but not a pretty one. 
Given the current state of the place, Stiles knew there was no way in hell they were at Peter’s 
apartment. “Where are we?” 


“A hotel on the outskirts of town.” 
Stiles met Peter’s gaze once more. “Why?” 


“Because you needed help,” Derek growled at the obvious reason for them to stop somewhere to 
take care of the succubus. “You-You were a mess Stiles, you’re cut up and bruised and...And-” 


“And were in dire need of some rest,” Peter interjected as he knew how Derek was struggling to 
relate what all had happened. “Now, if you wish to soak a bit more we can change the water 
otherwise we should get you up and dry.” 


Stiles prepared himself for the worst when he looked down taking in the sight of himself as he 
registered that Derek was not only holding him but cradling him to himself. It was sweet, would 
have been sweeter if not for the assault on his body. As it was Stiles grimaced at the angry cuts on 
his hips, the bruising that was horrifyingly dark. The sight of his naked body made him feel 
disgusted at how bare it was, he felt more naked than he was simply by the appearance of himself. 
Still, the succubus ignored the continued sensation of wrongness whenever he stared at his own 
body, looking up into Derek’s concerned gaze. “I see why we got a room.” 


Derek nodded as Stiles took in his own appearance for the first time since waking up. He saw how 
Stiles gave a small hitched breath upon seeing his own body, whether that was because of how 
bruised he appeared or simply because he was really naked Derek wasn’t sure. “Are you ready to 
get out of the bath?” 


Stiles gave a small nod, it wasn’t as if the water would take away the sensation of Alphas come 
still up inside him. Nothing would, so Stiles gently tried to sit up only to have Derek slow him 
down, careful of how he moved. Stiles gave a soft smile. “I’m okay.” The deep furrow that came 
across Derek’s face proved he didn’t believe him but Stiles knew that he wasn’t lying. 


“Come on, let's get you dry and warm.” Peter stood up from the side of the tub, snatching up one of 
the towels as Derek tried to help Stiles stand all while he was trapped sitting down. Peter tsked 
coming over and throwing the towel over his shoulder while gently assisting Stiles in climbing 
over the tub. The succubus stumbled but Peter caught him with a smile as he rushed things. “Easy 
darling, there’s no rush.” 


Stiles gave a small nod as he rested his head on Peter’s chest, so he’d rushed things a bit and his 
body didn’t like that. Big surprise. Embarrassed but determined to regain some sort of respect 
Stiles stepped back and took the towel from Peter’s shoulder without the wolves say so. Stiles 
gingerly wiped his arms and neck, his chest and stomach. His hands shook a bit when he got to his 
navel, swallowing Stiles was surprised when the towel was taken from his clawed grasp. Looking 
up he saw Peter smile softly, gently to him in a manner he’d never quite seen before in the wolf. 


“It’s alright darling, I can take it from here.” 


Stiles shot out a hand, putting it on the wolf's shoulder as Peter knelt down, he was shaking as he 
felt the towel gently skirt over his torn and bruised hips. Mindful of the cuts as it drifted down one 
leg and then up the other before it came back to his stomach where Stiles flinched. He panted 
briskly only to tense further when a warm hand was settled on his back, Derek calmly speaking. 


“It's alright, Peter’s just drying you off.” 


Stiles nodded sharply, he knew that. He knew that’s all Peter was doing but he wasn’t used to 
people touching...There. Well, his cunt wasn’t the issue they thought it was, it was his stomach 
that felt heavy, burdened with the wolf's spending. After all, how could wolves understand what it 
was like to feel another mans come buried so deep inside you? Hesitantly Stiles called out. “P- 
Please...D-Don’t touch my stomach.” 


Peter and Derek frowned in unison, but the wolf replied. “Alright sweetheart, is it alright for me to 
do the rest, or would you rather just wrap up in a blanket?” 


Stiles nodded, staying silent even as he shook like a leaf as Peter was nothing but gentle to him. He 
grimaced a bit when the coarse towel ghosted over his swollen sex but Peter didn’t linger, he just 
dried him off and stood back up as if he hadn’t just been knelt before Stiles’ naked body. 


“There we go, let’s go back into the room.” Peter nodded to Derek, taking Stiles as the other wolf 
made to get dry. Ushering Stiles into the bedroom, Peter waved his hand to the bed. “Do you want 
to get under the covers?” 


Stiles frowned, looking back to the wolf. “We’re staying the night?” 
“We figured it would be easier on you.” 


Oh. Stiles looked back at the bed, thought about it, and decided he did not like this. It wasn’t home 
and sure the warehouse sucked but at least that place was layered in his own scent, his and the 
wolves which made it far safer in Stiles’ opinion. If he was going to be forced to sleep on the 
ground he’d much prefer it be a place that he already knew was safe. Despite the convenience of 
resting here, Stiles knew it was far better to deal with the journey back. “I’d rather go home.” 


Peter nodded at the teen's decision. “Then once Derek’s dry we’ll go home.” He knew his nephew 
had heard him which was helpful as they wouldn’t needlessly go in a circle as to why they were 
leaving. The only real problem was Stiles’ state of undress. The wolves still had their pants even if 
their underwear still clung to them like a second skin from aiding Stiles in his bath and shower, the 
pants though remarkably bloody weren’t overly torn apart. Stiles had nothing. Peter eyed the teen 
apprehensively, clothing might be uncomfortable even if they did have it. Still, he offered. “Do you 
want to wear my pants?” 


Stiles blinked, looked at Peter smiled, and then weakly laughed. “What?” 


Peter smiled upon hearing the boy laugh. “You have no clothing honey, I figured it might be nicer 
than running around starkers.” 


Stiles snorted before bursting the wolf's little bubble. “Glamour.” 


Peter sighed when he’d forgotten one of the basic tricks in a succubus’ handbook. “Yes, 
well... You'd still be naked.” 


“Not to humans, or you,” Stiles informed him passively before tacking on as he glanced back at the 
bed. “I sleep in my nest naked a lot of times.” 


That was news to Peter, though he supposed the boy wasn’t going to go about doing such a thing in 
front of them when they’d tricked him. The notion that the dysphoric boy willingly looked at 
himself was odd. “It doesn’t bother you?” 


Stiles looked back at the wolf a frown on his face at the strange question. “What?” 
“Being naked.” 


Stiles shook his head a small frown on his face. “Why would it?” Peter gave him an incredulous 
look before glancing down, Stiles followed him. Oh. Stiles shyly looked away. “It's not like I 
actually look at myself, I’m wrapped up in my wings.” 


Ah, diversionary tactic if ever there was one. “Very well, so long as you’re comfortable.” 


Stiles shook his head at the wolf’s misconception. “I’m not really...But it's as best as I can get right 
now.” Stiles' hand went to his stomach subconsciously not even realizing how Peter frowned at the 
sight of him doing so. Stiles twisted when he heard Derek come back out, his hand fell to his side 
before he asked sassily. “Are you going to offer me your pants too?” 


Derek snorted having already heard that exchange he asked frankly. “Do you want them?” 
“No.” 


Derek nodded, he hadn’t thought so given the boy's tone of voice, but he would have handed them 
over if they would have helped him somehow. “I’m ready to go whenever you are.” 


Stiles looked back at Peter. “I’m ready.” 


“Alright then, Derek if you’d return the keys and thoroughly unsettle the counterman to this fine 
establishment I and a very glamoured succubus are going to wait in the car.” 


Stiles snorted even as he followed Peter to the door, the man turned to give him a strange look only 
to smile when Stiles suddenly flared his glamour. “Better?” He teased. 


Peter chuckled as he opened the door. “T d rather not deal with the police darling.” 


Stiles followed Peter back to the car, though he cast a lingering look to Derek’s back as the man 
walked back to the main office of the hotel before turning his head forward to keep up with Peter. 
Climbing into the backseat, Stiles wrinkled his nose, the scent of him, of the Alpha was cloying. 
“Dear god I am sorry about your car.” 


Peter chuckled. “It's not your fault darling.” 
“Yeah...Right. Roll down the damn window.” 


Peter shook his head as he rolled down the windows, Stiles wasn’t entirely being overdramatic, the 
stench of the succubus’ violation hung heavy in the car. Peter knew getting the trails of the Alpha’s 
come out of his upholstery would be fun. He gave a nod to Derek when the Alpha climbed into the 
passenger side, his nephew sparing a glance to Stiles before nodding back at him. Peter started the 
car before backing out of the parking spot, calling back to Stiles. “Go to sleep, it’ Il be a while 
before we’re home.” He heard the succubus hum and left it at that. If they had any luck the boy 
might get some rest between this horrible place and home though Peter was sure Stiles would be 
surprised just where that was. 
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Derek looked over to his uncle, he shook his head with a smirk when Peter grinned back at him. 
Neither wolf said a word as Peter parked in his reserved parking space. They both twisted around 
to see Stiles asleep in the back seat, his glamour still in effect. 


“TI get him.” 


Peter just hummed, sliding out of the car he opened the back door and let Derek pick up the teen 
who didn’t stir as his nephew cradled him against his chest. Shutting the car door and locking the 
pair headed for the doors, the doorman gave them a strange look Peter always effortless in 
explanations uttered. “First college party.” 


“College party?” The doorman looked at the sleeping teen and then the two roughed-up men. 


Peter smiled tightly when he glanced down at his clothing, right. “Bonfire in the woods, one of 
those stupid fight-or-die things...Far too much alcohol involved and a broken nose from another 
contestant." He explained the blood away with ease. 


The man chuckled. “That’ll be one hell of a hangover on top of all of that.” 


“Yes, and he will regret every minute of it.” Peter lied, leaving the man to chuckle as he pushed the 
button for the elevator. 


“College party?” 
“He can’t pull off high school anymore Derek, they did graduate.” 


Derek looked down, Stiles didn’t look remarkably different than when he’d still been in high 
school but he said nothing about it. Boarding the elevator with Peter, watching as the man hit the 
top floor button rather than the penthouse one. “Why don’t you just pay for the repairs?” 


“We have a super for that.” 


Derek rolled his eyes at his uncle, the very man who had bought a warehouse to just keep Stiles 
safe and at an exorbitant price wouldn’t pay to get an elevator fixed. They got off on the top floor 
and walked around to the staircase that would lead them up to the penthouse, Peter pulled out his 
keys as they walked up the flight of stairs idly commenting. “Do you think my place counts as a 
nestable area? It is high up.” 


Derek snorted as he cradled Stiles to himself. “I doubt it, not unless you let him use the balcony 
and people would see that.” 


“They think I’m eccentric as it is...What’s to say I don’t have strange tanning beliefs?” 


Derek rolled his eyes choosing not to comment on that as Peter let them into the hallway that led to 
the man’s apartment. Once Peter unlocked his apartment, Derek entered and headed for the 
hallway carrying Stiles into the extra spare bedroom. Peter drew down the covers on the bed and 
after gently laying Stiles on the mattress they covered him. Derek nodded when Peter patted his 
shoulder. 


“Let him rest, we’ll have a lot to talk about once he’s awake.” 


“How is he going to be okay...After that?” Derek looked to his uncle searching for an answer in the 
older man. 


Peter looked from Stiles to his nephew. “I’m going to call Angelica, even if she can’t give me 
advice it might be good for him to talk to someone.” 


“Yeah.” Derek followed Peter out of the room, they shut it leaving only a small gap in case they 
wanted to check on the succubus. The wolves retired to the living room, seated firmly on the couch 
and chair in utter silence as their minds revolved over what had happened that night. Derek was an 
Alpha again and Stiles had been raped to make that possible. 


We're a pack 


Chapter Summary 


Stiles wakes up only to find that instead of taking him back to the warehouse the 
wolves brought him to Peter's apartment. Peter and Derek move ahead with their plans 
to reestablish them as a pack while trying to help Stiles adjust and cope with his new 
nature. 


Chapter Notes 


Hope you all enjoy this week's chapter, the wolves sure have a lot to deal with now 
that Stiles is with them at Peter's apartment rather than the warehouse. 


Stiles turned his head to the side his brow furrowing as light glared through his eyelids, giving a 
small groan of annoyance Stiles turned away from the light only to sigh. That was better. Stiles let 
himself lounge a bit more, relaxing into the soft blankets. His mind was slow to start, not in a hurry 
to face the world and Stiles was perfectly alright with that because when it did the teen sighed 
wearily. Opening his eyes with a few blinks a small rub of his eye Stiles blinked, frowned, and then 
looked around. “What the hell?” He sat up hissing his hand shooting down to his gut where his 
muscles locked up. His hips ached, his pussy was sore and his gut, well...It was cramping. Blowing 
out a slow breath breathing through the cramping Stiles relaxed when everything seemed to settle. 
Opening his eyes again Stiles stared sadly down at the blankets covering his lap. Right...That 
happened. 


Stiles let himself go over the events, being chased down by an Alpha using his own sex appeal to 
get the Alpha riled enough to leave Peter and Derek alone. Letting the Alpha fuck him, and then... 
Derek killed the Alpha and became an Alpha. Sighing Stiles reached up and rubbed his head, god 
last night had been a shit storm. Pushing the blankets back the succubus grimaced, damn that 
looked nasty. The bruising was pretty bad, with dark blues and purples that looked like he’d been 
hit with a baseball bat for hours. The cuts were healing well though, his energy was probably 
focused on that given as those lead to loss of blood. Another small cramp had Stiles wincing, his 
body wasn’t happy with him, no it was making demands. It was angry because of course, it was, 
why shouldn’t it be when he clearly didn’t have enough come crammed into him. Rolling his eyes 
the teen looked around now that he’d taken stock of his horrendous physical condition. 


He was in a bedroom, not a surprise since he was seated in a real bed. There was a bookcase 
though it was pretty empty, two windows on a neighboring wall, and a small vanity. Nodding, 
Stiles threw the blankets aside and slowly got to his feet, grimacing at the sensation of the moisture 
in his cunt. Blowing out a long breath he subjected himself into looking, oh good, he wasn’t 
trailing some asshole Alpha’s seed down his thighs, his body was doing a splendid job of keeping 
that for itself. Still, Stiles wished the repugnant sensation of the man's seed wasn’t resting where it 
was, slick and tempting to his sex. Shaking his head, Stiles decided right then and there he needed 
a shower. Now. 


Stiles walked forward opening the door, he did smile when the scent of Peter and Derek reached 
him with ease. Peter’s was stronger, so this had to be his apartment then? Treading down the 
hallway Stiles stepped into the opening that spilled out into a living room and kitchen. Both of the 
wolves were seated at the dining room table, papers spread out between them. Stiles wasn’t sure 
what they were doing, but it didn’t matter in the grand scheme of things as he called out. “Can I 
take a shower?” Stiles smirked when both men jerked to life twisting to stare at him before looking 
away in haste. Stiles frowned. “What?” 


“You’re naked.” Derek chimed as he continued to avert his gaze. 


Stiles snorted at the pathetic response. “You literally saw me naked last night, you were holding 
me in a tub.” He glared at Peter when he found the wolf averting his gaze as well. “And you 
literally dried me off including the naughty bits so what the hell?!” 


“Tt... That was different sweetheart, there’s no reason for you to have to deal with us seeing you 
that way.” 


Stiles rolled his eyes, walking over to the wolves and folding his arms over his chest, he stayed 
silent and waited. Sure enough, after five minutes of awkward silence Derek begrudgingly looked 
back at him, Stiles smiled. “Wow look at that I’m the same as last night.” 


Derek glared. “That’s not the point and you know it.” 


Stiles huffed, irritated at no one in particular given how horrible he felt internally he lashed out. 
“You literally saw an Alpha fucking me Derek, me standing here naked is the epitome of me 
waving a fan in my face seductively. You’ ve seen it all.” 


Peter coughed, both amused and horrified by how easily Stiles brought up last night, looking over 
to the clearly angry succubus Peter added. “We have and as glorious as a sight it is, minus the 
rutting Alpha, of course, we want to respect your body.” 


Stiles snorted, it was a kind gesture but a little late. “Respect for my body went out the door a long 
time ago Peter, say when I woke up with a dead guy's dick in me. Now can I shower?” 


Peter swallowed tightly at the succubus reminding the pair of them of how brutal his 
transformation had been. If anything was a stark reminder that the boy’s words weren’t a bluff and 
things truly could be that cruel. “Yes, let me show you.” Peter rose from the table and slowly 
guided the teen down the hallway to a nearby door. “There’s towels and everything else you might 
need. I can get you a pair of my sweats if you'd like.” 


Stiles stood stalk still in the room for a moment, conflicted. Finally, he just nodded. “Fine.” 


Peter frowned at the boys’ back but didn’t say anything about his odd behavior. “I'll leave that and 
some underwear on the bed in your room.” Peter closed the door behind him and sighed shaking 
his head he went to go and get that clothing for the boy. 


KK KK KK K K 


Peter and Derek sat at the table, staring blankly at the documents they had before them and both 
steadfastly ignoring the obvious. They could both hear what was going on but were powerless to 
help. Peter swallowed, grimacing when he heard a particularly bad noise come from Stiles deeper 


in the apartment. “Angelica said she’s more than happy to meet him.” 


“Good.” Derek grit his teeth, growling as his hand shifted to have his claws out he sighed when 
they dug into the wood. He couldn’t help it though, not hearing Stiles break down while bathing 
himself. Something everyone took for granted was suddenly so horrendous to Stiles. Both wolves 
were relieved when the boy’s harsh sobs quieted, the shower shut off a few minutes later. They 
stared back at each other before looking at the paperwork. “Are you sure about this?” Derek lifted 
his gaze to double-check Peter’s determination. 


“Very.” Peter smiled at the documents before looking up at Derek. “We’ll need land Derek, the 
city won’t do and especially not with Stiles. He needs a place to nest, he can sleep in a bed just fine 
it...It just won’t fit his needs. He needs to be able to nest from time to time and clearly, my 
apartment doesn’t have high enough ceilings for that.” 


Derek snorted at the reminder that Peter's apartment couldn't make up for the lack of a high place 
Stiles required. “No, it doesn’t...But this is a big deal, we haven’t had a property like this since 
Beacon Hills.” 


Peter shrugged. “So? By all rights, we can go reclaim that territory, if that’s what you want?” 


Derek thought about it a moment, of going home. He had friends there, but there were also horrible 
memories and not just for him. Peter and Stiles both had things that lingered from their time there, 
Stiles the freshest of them all. “No.” Derek met his uncle's gaze. “There’s no going back there.” 


Peter nodded, inwardly happy to hear that. He’d go where Derek went, after all, his nephew was 
the Alpha now. The consideration towards Stiles’ needs was the big dilemma to whatever they did 
now. A succubus had different requirements than a wolf and if their small pack was going to be 
safe and healthy they’d have to work around all of those. Peter tapped the paper he had in front of 
him. “Personally I like this one the best.” He slid it over to Derek. “It's a ways away, but the land is 
also in better shape.” 


Derek picked up the piece of paper and looked it over, idly hearing Stiles come back in this time 
hopefully with clothes. He looked up a moment later when Peter laughed, he twisted to see Stiles 
pouted at his uncle from where he was holding the pants upon himself. Smiling Derek assured the 
irritated teen. “We’ll get you some clothes.” 


Huffing, Stiles stormed over and sat heavily into the chair next to Derek before glaring. “Not 
funny.” 


“I never said it was.” 
“T did.” 


Derek sighed at his uncle's remark, but rather than do anything he turned his attention back to the 
profile of the land they were looking to purchase. 


“What are you doing?” Stiles leaned over to see what Derek had in his hand, only for his attention 
to be drawn to Peter when the man held out another paper for him. Stiles snagged it up before 
humming as he read, he frowned a moment later before giving a quizzical look to the wolf. 
“Land?” 


“Land.” 


“Why?” 


Peter chuckled at the stupid question. “Cause we’re wolves sweetheart.” 
“You’re moving.” Stiles glanced back down to the page. “I thought you liked the city?” 


“I do, but with Derek being an Alpha and there being other packs around here we have to tread 
carefully, it's easier if we just buy some land and stake our territory there.” 


Stiles bobbed his head along, that made sense, he’d seen plenty of territory disputes and those got 
rough. He held up the paper. “So this is it?” 


“One of the options.” Peter waved to the other pages. “We have plenty of them to consider.” 
“Oh.” Stiles grabbed another and looked it over before wrinkling his nose. 
Peter chuckled at the sudden reaction the succubus had and questioned. “What is it darling?” 


Stiles huffed at the sweet talk, there was nothing for it, Peter had a penchant for it but it just 
rankled him more today than ever. Probably hormones, fucking succubus shit. Taking what 
patience he had left, Stiles muttered sourly. “I’m like two seconds from scratching your eyes out.” 
He stated honestly at a now more serious Peter Hale, Stiles went onto explain. “It's not your fault or 
mine...It's just a side effect.” That was the nicest way of putting it. “So don’t call me darling.” 
Stiles hissed ignoring how he felt his eyes flare at the wolf. 


Peter nodded even as he curiously tilted his head. “How long do these side effects last?” 


“A day or two.” Stiles took a calming breath before looking back to the paper, moving away from 
his own issues to say. “This one sucks.” He put the paper aside before picking up another. 


Peter smirked, he was curious to know what Stiles meant by side effects but he shook his head 
when Derek gave him a look that clearly asked ‘what does that mean?’ Peter would find the answer 
to that later, for now, he asked. “What was wrong with the last one.” 


Stiles shrugged his shoulders. “Land looked dead.” 
“Ah.” 


Stiles flipped the paper he was reading over, continuing to follow all it had to offer. He stopped 
and then muttered. “It has a waterfall?” 


Peter chuckled as he reached out and took the paper perusing it. “Yes, it does.” 


“How much does that cost?” Stiles tried to lean over to take the paper back only for Peter to tsk 
him with a smirk and sit back in his chair. Stiles hissed baring his teeth before he grabbed another 
paper to examine. 


“Tt's not as much as you might think dar-.” Peter snapped his mouth shut, looking over to the 
succubus who frowned at him a moment before looking back down to his paper. This was going to 
be harder than he thought. “It's doable to be sure.” 


“What’s your budget?” Stiles frowned, looked up, and glared as Peter laughed. “What?” When the 
man shook his head and continued to laugh Stiles added. “Eyes, Peter.” 


The wolf nodded, clearing his throat as he tried to reign in his amusement given the boys warning. 
“We don’t have one.” 


Stiles snorted at the stupid answer. “Of course you do.” 


Derek sighed and wanting to keep the peace handed the boy the paper he’d been looking at. “Look 
at the price.” 


Stiles nodded scrolling down the paper until he found it and gasped. “Holy fuck!” 
Peter smirked back at his nephew, Derek shook his head. “That’s his version of low.” 


Stiles jerked his head up to stare at Derek in shock, then whipped his head around to Peter. 
“Seriously?!” 


“I like to make sure the things I buy are worth it.” 
“B-But its land, there’s nothing on it.” 


“We'd build a house of course.” Peter waved his hand to dismiss that. “It’s not a concern, now 
what do you think? Waterfall? Yay or nay?” 


Stiles huffed, sitting back after throwing the paper Derek had handed him onto the table, crossing 
his arms over his chest he asked. “Why are you asking me?” 


Peter blinked then sighed when the boy hadn’t put two and two together, though Peter couldn't 
help but feel that they should have accounted for that. Stiles had been on his own for so long now 
that it wasn't entirely unreasonable for him to assume that he was still on his own. Thankfully his 
nephew caught onto this as well. 


“You’re pack.” Derek stated confidently to the succubus, given the startled look on Stiles’ face he 
was surprised. “Your opinion matters.” 


Stiles swallowed, pack. It made a part of his heart hurt to hear that word again, something he’d 
believed was so unbreakable but that was broken so easily. “O-Oh.” He looked back upon the 
papers strewn across the desk. 


Derek frowned seeing the shift in Sitles’ demeanor. “What’s wrong?” 


Stiles shook his head putting on a smile when he told the wolf with a flitted gaze. “Nothing. 
Nothing, it's fine.” A clearing of a throat had Stiles turning his head to see Peter smiling softly as he 
tapped his chest. “Damn it.” Stiles glared at the wolf before looking back at Derek when the wolf 
called his name. He was half tempted to just lie again but he knew that the wolves wanted an 
answer and were deadset on getting one given the furrowed brow Derek wore. “It’s nothing...It, I 
had this stupid idea in my head way back when everything happened. When we all became a pack 
right?” Derek nodded following along with him even as Peter hummed. “Like it felt we were 
unbeatable we took care of anything that threatened us or town, we were unbreakable...A pack.” 


Peter looked out the window, curling his hands into fists below the table as his voice turned 
sharper. “And then Scott broke it.” 


Stiles tensed when he heard his best friend's name, he stared back at Derek and smiled. “It's just 
kinda hard to hear that word again...Let alone be included in it.” 


Derek’s jaw clenched upon hearing that Scott had managed to taint something so revered to 
wolves, the notion of family, safety. Taking a deep breath, Derek promised Stiles. “We’re a pack 
Stiles, me and Peter don’t care what you are or what you have to do to stay alive. I still hate Peter 
for what he’s done but I love him as family cause he is.” Derek ignored how he felt Peter’s gaze 
fall onto him, they’d never talked about things but now wasn’t the time. “Pack sticks together no 
matter what happens, Peter didn’t abandon me despite the fire, our pack dying being my fault.” 


Derek’s throat bobbed as he brought up that horrible time in their lives. “We’re not Scott, us being 
a pack is unbreakable.” 


Stiles looked down into his lap a small smile forming as he wiped at his face, god he felt stupid 
crying like a baby. He nodded accepting what Derek was saying, even if it sounded like a fairy tale 
to him. Meeting the man’s stern gaze, the teen said. “You sure you want to keep me around? I 
cause trouble and I don’t even eat well.” 


“You’ve always caused trouble.” He admitted with a fond smirk earning a huff from the succubus. 
“And we’ll work on the whole eating thing.” 


Before Stiles could give some self-depreciating comment Peter chimed in. “Angelica wishes to 
meet you.” 


Stiles blinked then looked back to the wolf in surprise as he put together who that was. “You’re 
therapist?” 


“Yes.” 
“Oh.” Stiles nodded his head only to frown a moment later. “Why?” 


Chuckling at the boy's confusion despite the conversation they’d just had, Peter said. “To help with 
the eating problem.” 


“Oh... Yeah, sure.” Stiles then frowned as he had a dawning realization that prompted him. “How is 
Dryad gonna help with that?” When Peter shrugged Stiles glared. “Great.” Giving Derek a tired 
look the succubus said. “No waterfalls, that’s too princess bullshity for me.” 


Derek smirked grabbing the one with the waterfall and ripping it in two. “Deal.” 


Stiles took the next paper Peter handed him and despite everything in him feeling like shit, every 
fiber of him revolted at the sensations coming from his body, Stiles enjoyed giving the two wolves 
shit over their land choices. It almost felt, normal. 


KOK KK KKK K 


“Would you be so kind as to drop the glamour sw-.” Peter bit his tongue when Stiles arched a brow 
clearly waiting for him to fuck up. “Please.” 


Snorting Stiles shrugged and let his glamour go, sighing as his wings unfurled from his back 
stretching only for Stiles to retract them sharply when one hit something and knocked it over onto 
the floor where a crash of something breakable died. Peter laughed but Stiles blushed. “Sorry.” 


Peter waved a hand. “No, it's fine Stiles... Those do need some room don’t they?” 


“Yeah.” Stiles shuffled his wings about making himself comfortable as they came to fold against 
his back. 


“They’re still beautiful no matter how many vases they break.” 


“That was a vase?!” Stiles twisted to Peter’s laughing finding that yes, he had broken something 
had most likely been a beautiful vase at one point. “Aw, I’m sorry.” He turned only to glare when 


the wolf shook his head amid laughter. “What? I’m sorry!” 


“It's alright,” Peter assured the flustered succubus. “A casualty of trying to cage such a beautiful 
creature like yourself.” 


Stiles frowned, taking a step back from the wolf. “Don’t.” 
Peter held back a frown forming at how tight Stiles’ voice sounded. “Don’t?” 
“Don’t call me beautiful...’ m not.” 


Sighing, Peter fought the urge to correct the teen, he knew that this had more to do with the boys 
self identity than anything. So he smiled and asked. “Is it safe to call you... You know what yet?” 


Stiles smirked highly amused at how Peter had managed to phrase the ‘bad’ word to sound like he 
who must not be named from Harry Potter. “Why don’t you try and find out?” Stiles grinned when 
he heard Derek snort from where he was still sitting at the table looking over papers. 


“Yes, well...Back to what I wanted to see.” Peter smiled taking in the boy’s emaciated frame now 
that he wasn’t focused on those glorious wings. Peter smiled when he saw that the boy’s skin 
wasn’t as pale anymore, his vessels didn’t seem so stark against his skin, and his stomach was less 
hollow than before. What a good Alpha snack wouldn’t do. Looking back at the confused teen he 
replied. “Thank you.” 


“For?” 

“Allowing me to look.” 

“At?” Stiles challenged when Peter continued to be vague. 
“How you responded to the energy you fed on.” 


From the Alpha went unsaid, Stiles looked down at himself he didn’t like what he saw but then 
again he never did. At least with pants on, he could fool himself into saying he was normal. Still, 
looking down at himself Stiles frowned, he looked back up. “I look the same.” 


Peter hummed, not daring to comment that the boy was wrong. There would be no reason to argue 
over such a thing, what with Stiles’ opinion on himself being so low. “You do realize you don’t 
have to wear your glamour in here.” 


Stiles shrugged as his glamour folded around him like a safety net. “Like you said this place isn’t 
really big enough for my wings and bashing into things with them hurts like you wouldn’t believe.” 


“Ah, sensitive are they?” 


Stiles snorted at the understatement. “T d rather get kicked in the balls.” Stiles froze after he said it, 
right. He didn’t have those anymore. Stiles’ jaw ticked, clenching before he uttered a soft. “You 
know what I meant.” 


“I do.” Peter agreed as the boy went quiet. “All I ask is that you don’t expend energy if you don’t 
need to.” 


“Sure.” Stiles walked over to the nearby couch and sat down, caught up in his own thoughts. 


Peter shook his head, leaving the boy to his wandering thoughts he rejoined Derek at the table only 
to find two more listings having gone to the wayside. “What about this one is bad?” He held one 


up. “It's perfect.” 


“Read the third paragraph,” Derek replied after giving the paper a second glance before returning 
to the one he was reading. 


Huffing Peter read aloud. “Property is retained by new owners, borders are fenced off with 
partition wire, gates...Gates from trailhead must remain unlocked for public use.” Peter looked up 
in time to see Derek smirk. “I see your point.” Peter ripped it in half. “We are not paying that to 
have humans walking through our yard.” 


Derek chuckled as he went back to reading the next listing. “I didn’t think so either.” 


KKK KK OK 


Derek grimaced as he washed the cuts in his arm, when Stiles said not to do something after 
hissing you should listen, he knew that now. Peter patted his back before commenting lowly as if 
to hide it from Stiles. “He did warn you.” 


“Yes, thank you, Peter,” Derek growled at his smirking uncle. 
“Don’t take it to heart, after all, he’s been through I think we can handle a few love scratches.” 


Derek snorted before pointedly looking at the man’s own shirt which had puncture holes near his 
stomach. Peter followed before shrugging. 


“We all have our moments.” 


Snorting, Derek turned off the tap and ran a towel over his cuts they were already healing but it 
was always annoying to have trails of blood on you, it stuck to everything and the smell hung in the 
air longer that way. “Do you know why?” He questioned Peter nodding his head towards Stiles or 
rather the couch where the succubus was sprawled out just beyond their view. 


“Tm looking.” 


Nodding his head, Derek left the kitchen to walk into the living room he smirked at how Stiles was 
laying on his stomach head buried in one of the throw pillows. “Stiles.” 


“Go away!” 


Sighing, the Alpha reassured the succubus. “It's fine, look at how many times I let Scott tear into 
me, Erica.” 


Stiles snorted, tilting his head. “She didn’t tear into you she kissed you too much.” 


Derek sighed as his uncle laughed but at least Stiles was smirking. “She did and she didn’t like the 
reply she got for it.” 


Stiles rolled his eyes. “Yeah right, cause all the times where she commented on it had nothing to 
do with her hating it or whatever you did afterward.” Stiles squawked when Derek walked to the 
foot of the couch and sat down, on his feet. Huffing he pulled his legs back. “Rude.” 


Derek smirked. “That’s how she reacted, even when I threw her into things.” 


“Does that mean I can kiss you and the worst I have to face is you sitting on my feet?” 
Derek blinked in surprise at the succubus’ question. “What?” 


Stiles shrugged as he sat up. “That would be a similar punishment to what you did to Erica right? 
Not very threatening I gotta say, I mean you’re a big bad Alpha.” 


Derek sighed when it proved that Stiles was just joking. “Being an Alpha doesn’t mean you hurt 
your pack.” 


“You broke Isaac’s arm.” 


Derek tensed, looking away when he was sourly reminded of one of the acts he regretted most. “I 
know.” 


Stiles swallowed. “I-[’m sorry I know you didn’t... mean-” 
“It's fine darling we all have our bad memories.” 


Stiles tensed, nodded, and then got up after assuring Derek. “Isaac knew the difference, he never 
held it against you.” Then as Derek looked up at him in surprise, Stiles marched over and without a 
single word to Peter stabbed him with his claws. 


“Fuck.” Peter hissed. 


“Do not call me darling!” Stiles hissed, his shift falling into place for only a moment before he 
stormed back to the couch and flopped back down only this time he let his feet stay in Derek’s lap. 
The man was wearing pants after all so that niggling sensation of wrongness wouldn’t happen 
unless Derek touched him. 


Derek smirked staring over to his uncle who was cradling his arm. “He did warn you.” The look of 
absolute hatred his uncle sent him had Derek chuckling. He twisted, pulling on the blanket on the 
back of the couch, throwing it over all of Stiles before he sat back his hand coming to land on the 
boy’s ankle while he split a stack of listings with the teen. Stiles hummed taking his stack and 
relaxed with him, Derek smiled this was so much better than keeping Stiles in some warehouse. 
Sure he was a little afraid that Stiles might disappear, that would probably never leave him, at least 
not right away. But the teen seemed happy enough, at least he hadn’t broken down again since his 
shower. The random issues that popped up that made him angry were odd but Derek abided by 
them as Stiles had reassured them a few times now that it would pass. Peter was looking into it as 
they worked on the real estate, part of the reason Peter was sitting at the table and not with them. 
The less Stiles knew they were looking up about him the better. 


KOK KK KKK K 


Stiles huffed, as he threw on some clothes prepared to go meet Angelica. Peter was taking him, 
apparently, Derek had never been there and the Dryad wasn’t too fond of visitors that she wasn’t 
warned about. Thankfully the clothing he was putting on was more his size, He and Derek had 
made a short run to a nearby store under the cover of his glamour. Coming out he saw Peter 
leaning against the kitchen counter waiting for him. 


“Ready?” 


Stiles sighed and nodded. “I reserve the right to claw your eyes out for this.” 
“Wait.” 

Stiles looked over confused at Derek's command. “What?” 

“At least until he drives you home.” 


Stiles snickered even as Peter glared at the smirking man who was going over more reality listings. 
“Sure.” Stiles chuckled as Peter growled at him and waved a hand indicating that he get moving. 
“Bye sourwolf.” 


“Bye Stiles,” Derek smirked glancing up as the door shut behind the pair. Shaking his head, the 
man twisted around the laptop typing in the password and sighing at the research Peter had found 
after a hard bit of digging. “Hormones.” 


He shook his head at how stupid that sounded, then again it kinda made sense. Wolves went nuts 
around the full moon, for succubi it seemed that they went a little haywire if they had a particular 
itch scratched. Derek growled at the thought of how that came about, the Alpha, the one he’d 
ripped from Stiles’ body even as the man continued to fuck the succubus upon his arrival into the 
little glen he’d found them. Derek shook his head, there was nothing for that, it had happened and 
although Stiles’ morning routine of sobbing in the shower was horrendous his mood around the 
apartment was showing that his ability to compartmentalize was astounding and a little scary for 
what it meant for Stiles’ mental state. 


Scrolling down through the information Derek muttered sourly. “Wolves are a good mix, bet Peter 
was happy to hear that.” Derek still didn’t like the idea of Peter doing anything with Stiles, but 
Peter had been right about the after-effects of Stiles feeding on the Alpha. He was more energetic, 
and despite Stiles not seeing it the few times Peter had randomly asked Stiles to show his real self 
for ‘curiosity sake’ Derek had seen the change too. Stiles’ skin looked healthier, his major blood 
vessels were smaller as if he’d gained some fat between the skin and them. His stomach not so 
hollow, but when Derek had tried to point it out Stiles had snorted and said he was nuts. Peter and 
he had talked about it at length, if one feeding on an Alpha did that much good for him then 
finding other supernaturals for Stiles to feed on should get the boy healthy again. 


That still brought about two big problems, One, Derek didn’t like the idea of Stiles sleeping with 
more strangers as he knew what kind of toll that took on the teen. He hated the notion of Peter 
possibly sleeping with the boy but it was a sight better than his opinion of bringing in some strange 
man to have his way with the succubus. Derek could live with Peter, he wasn’t sure if he could live 
with others. And two, getting Stiles to feed was going to be like pulling his claws out one by one, 
waiting for them to slowly grow back and then do it all over again. “I hope Peter’s therapist knows 
what she’s doing.” Derek sighed, they needed help if they were going to get Stiles to feed again, 
and looking at the cause for Stiles’ present mood shifts they needed to figure this out because a 
succubus who got hormonal because they were feeding after so long wasn’t a good thing for 
anyone. Least of all Derek and Peter. 


Angelica's advice 


Chapter Summary 


Stiles finally gets to meet Peter's therapist, Angelica. The pair talk about succubi in 
general and how Stiles needs to feed. Peter gets threatened once more with death if he 
should touch the succubi against his will and has an enlightening conversation with 
Angelica about Stiles. 


Chapter Notes 


Hey, everybody, I hope you all enjoy this latest chapter and enjoy meeting Angelica! 


“Woah.” 


Peter smiled as he led the boy into the woods, it was vibrant and full of colors. A true paradise if 
one cared to look for it. Peter nodded his head in respect to the fairy he saw, this was not the kind 
of woods you fucked around with. “Come on, let's go say hello.” The restraint not to use pet names 
on Stiles was harder than Peter ever thought possible but the boy’s mood shifts were proving that it 
was best for him to try as he’d already endured quite a few introductions to the boy's claws. Peter 
could verify, they were sharp. 


“This place is so...Alive.” 
“Thank you.” 


Stiles twisted sharply gasping at the sight of a woman who was naked as the day she was born, a 
flower crown atop her head as her hair that was the color of fresh grass was braided all the way 
down her back. She had startling green eyes and olive skin, Stiles swallowed tensely unable to not 
see the bountiful chest she had. 


“Ah, Angel, this is Stiles the succubus I told you about.” Peter waved his hand to Stiles, chuckling 
when he saw the boy was staring in awe of the dryad. 


“T see.” She took measured steps, stopping when the succubus took a step back scared as she had 
outstretched her hand towards him. “It is alright, I won’t hurt you.” 


Stiles shook his head when the woman misinterpreted why he wasn't shaking her hand. “I-I uh 
can’t touch people.” 


Angelica smiled sadly as she retracted her hand. “So I hear.” She looked back to Peter and in her 
beautiful and melodic voice said. “Go away or Pl let the nymphs play with you.” 


Stiles laughed as Peter was not so nicely told to leave. 


“TIl be at the car,” Peter smirked at Stiles. “Darling.” 


“Fuck you!” Stiles hissed even though he wore a smile as the wolf laughed and made his departure. 
“So, shall we sit?” 


Stiles turned and swallowed now that he realized that he was alone with the woman. “Uh, yeah.” 
Nodding Stiles followed her example and sat upon the moss. Looking around him Stiles said in 
wonder. “This place is beautiful.” 


“Thank you.” The dryad smiled kindly. “Can you do me a favor?” 
“Sure.” Stiles nodded glancing back from the forest around them. 
“Drop your glamour.” 

Stile instantly hesitated. “W-Why?” 

“Cause I wish to see the real you.” 


Although that made absolutely perfect sense, Stiles hated that idea. He looked horrible, Stiles saw 
his reflection every morning when he went to go and shower. “I-I don’t look that great.” 


Angelica tilted her head. “There is no judgment here, simply truths. Now, please shed your 
glamour.” 


Sighing, the succubus let go of the magic holding his real appearance at bay, hiding his wings and 
tail from the rest of the world. The magic unraveled and his wings burst forth open wide as his tail 
curled around his waist. Sighing at how freeing that felt, yet so wrong Stiles quickly folded his 
wings in laying them against his back. He glanced down at himself, grimacing and looking up 
hastily. “I-I told you so.” 


The dryad nodded her head a sad expression adorned her beautiful face. “What have you done little 
one?” 


Stiles shook his head. “Nothing.” 
“Yes, I see that.” Her emerald eyes met the succubus’ black ones. “You’re starving.” 
“T m fine.” Stiles refuted the woman’s claim despite knowing that it was a lie. 


“No little one, you’re starving.” Angelica sighed at the sight of the emaciated demon, she had 
heard many things from Peter and she had been prepared. Seeing the sight of the poor boy was still 
hard to witness. “Peter said that you fed off of an Alpha, but that the situation was...Undesirable.” 


Stiles snorted. “All situations where I feed are undesirable.” 
“They shouldn’t be.” 


“Yeah right. Cause this is normal.” He waved a hand at himself. “This is the epitome of not normal 
and I know this because I used to be normal.” 


Angelica smiled at the boy's attempts to shy away from his own being. “Do you know why there 
are so few succubi?” 


Stiles blinked at the sudden question. “Um...Cause we’re evil and people kill us?” The dryad 
sighed and the crestfallen look that formed on the dryad's face had the teen apologizing. “Sorry.” 
She shook her head in return. 


“They are delicate, fragile beings.” Angelica smiled softly at the teen. “So very fragile despite all 
the power they can wield, humans are everywhere food is plentiful for your kind.” 


“Yeah...I know.” Stiles muttered. 

“And yet you’re not the first succubus I have seen to starve themselves.” 
Stiles stared back at the dyrad in surprise. “I-I’m not?” 

“No.” 


Stiles was dumbfounded to hear that, he wasn’t a normal succubus he hadn’t been born like this. 
But surely natural ones should be fine with how they fed right? “Why?” 


“Because they love too much.” 


“Love fucking people?” Stiles grimaced only to blanch when the dryad glared at him. “Sorry.” 
Stiles waved his hands apologizing. “I-Uh I don’t know what you mean by that.” 


Huffing, the flowers in her crown growing thorns in her ire Angelica replied curtly. “They love too 
much Stiles, people. Your kind bond easily to those around them, they find ones that they 
treasure...Food that they love.” 


“Like pizza over Chinese food?” She laughed at his joke so Stiles figured he hadn’t offended her. 
“Cause humans aren’t like that.” 


“They can be.” The dryad smiled. “Your kind grows attached to those they feed on and when they 
do they refuse to feed on others...And if their food source dies.” 


Stiles made an ‘oh’ face, nodding. “Right... They stop eating.” 


“Yes.” The dryad spoke softly. “But it is not because they can’t eat again, surely you can see that 
finding new food is easy. That love makes them hesitate, not because they can’t feed on others but 
because they miss those they had. They starve themselves to death because they have broken 
hearts.” 


Stiles shook his head. “That sad...But that’s not me.” 


“T m well aware, but I felt it was good for you to understand. You’re young and there is time yet 
for you to choose who you want to feed on.” 


Stiles wrinkled his nose. “I don’t want to feed on anyone.” 
“You have to.” 


Stiles rolled his eyes. “Yeah, no the guys have had the same argument with me for days now. I 
don’t have to do anything, I was getting by just fine doing what I was doing.” 


Angelica nodded her head. “Your aversion to your new form makes it hard for you to enjoy 
feeding.” 


“There’s nothing good about that!” Stiles hissed before jerking back hiding his fangs. “Sorry.” He 
looked away embarrassed after hissing at the dryad who had been nothing but kind to him. 


“You’re unsettled. You fed but now your body wants more food.” 


“Yeah.” Stiles let his hand come to rest on his stomach. “And I hate every fucking second of it, 
every sensation, every sight, smell everything.” He hiccuped his hand curling tight until he hissed 
and pulled his claws out of his own stomach. Sighing Stiles looked up to the concerned dryad. “I 
hate this.” 


“Yes, you do.” She nodded in agreement. “But this is not how it must stay, you can learn to love 
this form though it will be difficult.” 


Stiles gave a bitter laugh. “Love it?” He shook his head. “I’m a man, I was a man and now ’m 
suddenly not a man but yet I still am?” Stiles huffed waving to his crotch. “Everything down there 
is different, is wrong. I feel things that are unnatural, disgusting and this stupid body wants more of 
that...That gross vile things.” 


“Tell me something, when you feed does it hurt?” 


Stiles blinked then looked down at his bloodied claws as they bit into his hand when he made a 
fist. “Yeah.” He heard the dryad hum. 


“Have you tried to find pleasure in this body without feeding?” 


Stiles glared back at the dryad. “God no.” He shook his head. “Why would I? It's gross and...Just 
no.” The teen shook his head. 


“You should.” 
Stiles snorted at the simple retort. “Not going to happen lady.” 


Angelica smiled at the boy's quick return to her suggestion. “Then perhaps you can find a partner 
who can pleasure you, food is meant to do more than sate our hunger.” Seeing the boy blush even 
as he shook his head had the Dryad sighing. “Succubus find pleasure the same as their food when 
feeding, yet you say it hurts.” 


“Tt does.” 
“You need to be aroused to feed, your body is too new to this.” 


Stiles gagged at the very idea of ‘wanting’ it. “God no.” He shook his head. “I’m not...[ can’t even. 
NO.” 


Angelica smiled at the teen who was resolute in his opinion about finding pleasure with his new 
body. “You’re a young succubus, your body needs this stimulus just as it needs plentiful food to 
grow.” 


“T m grown enough.” 


The dryad shook her head. “You’re still very young, the displacement you feel after feeding is 
proof enough of that.” 


Stiles frowned. “Displacement?” 


“Your desire to feed more, it is partly because you are starving but another factor is your body 
trying to grow. To become stronger, it does this by you feeding it. By having your food fill you 
with life.” 


Stiles glared, patience done in as the dryad tried to make this all sound normal, like some magical 


thing that was good and pure. “No.” He shook his head. “There is nothing good about that shit, all 
it is, all it ever has been...Is a guy getting his rocks off inside me. Coming so deep in there that it 
won't come out, it never does no matter how hard I try to get every bit of it I feel heavy.” Stiles laid 
his hand over his belly as he began to cry. “I feel heavy and full and it feels horrible because every 
second I hate it and...And my body...My body-” 


“Wants more.” Angelica nodded to the crying succubus. “It is trying to grow, but you’re too young 
for that. Much too young.” 


Stiles wiped angrily at his face. “What do you mean?” 


The dryad tilted her head a moment before she held out her hand a flower wrapped around her wrist 
suddenly came to lay in her palm and blossomed. The dryad smiled. “You take life, the essence of 
your food to make life for yourself and to create more.” 


Stiles stared back at the flower and then looked up terrified at the dryad. “P-Pl-Please don’t make 
this worse. Please.” Stiles broke down sobbing. 


The dryad sadly folded her hand over the flower. “You’re much too young, many years, you’re not 
ready but your body still wants this so it acts as if it is possible.” She tried to reassure the sobbing 
teen. “You have control.” 


“I-I I don’t have anything, I don’t have control.” Stiles cried. “I have no control over anything, over 
this fucking body an-” 


“You cannot create new life until you’re healthy until you’re older, and until you’re willing.” 


Stiles who had been panting, losing his breath into his sobbing and rambles stopped. He looked up 
at her with tear-filled eyes. “What?” 


She smiled gently. “You can choose Stiles, choose whether or not you wish to sow new life into 
yourself with the seed of your food. A succubus has all the power.” 


Stiles sat back, dumbfounded by what he had just heard. Just as everything seemed to get that 
much worse, that much more impossible to deal with the woman said something that at least 
tempered the horrible news. “I-I can control that? Like...Like really control it? Cause I have 
problems controlling my fucking tail and that seems a lot bigger of a deal than the tail.” 


Angelica laughed a bright colorful thing as her crown bloomed with fresh flowers. “It is as easy as 
breathing, you will know when you’re capable of sewing new life. You will feel it.” She rested a 
hand on her own naked stomach. “And you will be able to choose who sires those young no matter 
how many you feed on.” 


Stiles frowned. “So...Not only can I choose if I get knocked up but I can literately handpick who 
gets that privilege?” She nodded. “Like I screw ten guys I can just say number two your up?” She 
smiled but nodded. “ HOW?!” 


Laughing the dryad shook her head as their conversation had taken a route far from what she had 
intended. “There are many things to discuss, for you to learn about yourself, your people. All that 
matters in this is that you are too young to breed Stiles. There are far more worrisome things to 
consider.” 


Stiles nodded as the dryad didn’t answer him, but rather came back to the real reason he was there. 
Bitterly he commented. “Can’t get pregnant if you don’t feed.” 


“You also can’t get stronger, you can’t live. You need to eat Stiles.” 


Stiles wiped at his face shrugging his shoulders. “Yeah, well...I can’t.” The teen sniffled. “I hate it, 
hate the sensation, the feelings all of it.” He met her gaze and solidly said. “I hate feeling someone 
do that to me, feel someone deep in there and then they-Then they come and it's just there and I’m 
left with is hating myself and them and-.” 


“I have some advice for you.” 


Stiles nodded his head, listening intently to what the dryad might have to say. 


KOK KK KK K K 


Peter looked up from his phone, he’d been leaning against the car enjoying the fresh air while 
waiting for Stiles to get done speaking with Angelica. The Dryad hadn’t said how long their little 
session was going to be but Peter was patient and if this helped Stiles then all the better. Derek, 
however, wasn’t as patient and had taken to texting him occasionally. None of that particularly 
mattered as Stiles came storming out of the forest. “Oh boy.” Peter stepped forward only to grunt 
when he was cold-cocked by the succubus who screamed. “You fucking think of sticking your 
dick in me I will kill you, Hale!” 


Peter rubbed his face even as he heard Stiles storm around and get into the car angrily. “O-Okay.” 
The wolf coughed, rubbing the sting from his jaw as he climbed to his feet. He sent a worrisome 
look to the succubus who was glaring out the window. “TIl be right back.” He didn’t get a 
response but that didn’t worry him too much, after all, where would Stiles go? Peter had the keys 
and they were well over twenty miles outside the city. So, Peter entered the protected glade, 
making his way back towards Angelica’s tree. She was waiting for him there. Seated primly with 
her legs tucked beneath her, she looked up and smiled. 


“Hello, Peter.” 


The wolf inclined his head to her in respect as he approached and carefully knelt down mirroring 
her relaxed pose. “I have a very upset succubus in my car right now and he punched me while 
threatening to kill me...’ m hoping you know why that happened.” The tittering laugh of the dryad 
made Peter smile. 


“Did he?” 

“Yes, he did. What happened?” 

The dryad shook her head. “He is young.” 
“Yes.” 


Angelica met Peter’s concerned eyes. “No Peter, he is young. A succubus as young as him should 
be feeding regularly. He is starving himself for all the right reasons.” She didn’t let the wolf 
interject as it was clear he had an opinion on that. “His hate for his own body is...Normal given his 
circumstances I think. His identity as a person has changed, abruptly, and he now has new instincts, 
new needs that he’s never had before. We talked in length about succubi and he was curious. 
Intrigued by what I knew, but when we spoke of his situation, his lack of feeding.” She shook her 
head. “He is upset because I gave him the best advice I can give him.” 


“Which is?” 


“That his body craving what it is shouldn’t be something he fears, that he should use it as a 
strength. Succubus have all the power when it comes to what happens to their bodies, yet he thinks 
that he has none. Feeding for him is painful, shameful, that is why he is struggling so much.” 


“Painful?” Peter frowned at the dryad. “The Alpha was rough, Derek and I saw that much but he’s 
been feeding in a nightclub... Those drooling bafoons couldn’t hurt him.” 


“But they did,” Angelica said softly. “He is not aroused, he rushes, trying to get things done as fast 
as possible rather than allowing himself to feel pleasure. The act of feeding feels all the more 
violating if he does, so he has enforced this pain onto himself as a means of explaining away why 
he doesn’t feed.” 


Peter growled when he heard such a thing. “He’s causing himself pain.” 


“He is scared Peter, afraid of this new form that makes him feel weak when he felt stronger as a 
human. Yet nothing could be further than the truth, he fears himself for what he might do on 
accident.” 


“But succubus have control over killing their food,” Peter interjected well aware of that. “But Stiles 
isn’t used to this.” 


“He is not.” The dryad agreed. “He is learning, but these stigmas he’s placed upon himself are just 
more barriers he wishes to hide behind. His body is eager to grow Peter and that is part of the 
problem, too many things happening at once.” 


Peter blew out a long breath. “Right...Well, that makes sense, doesn’t it? Human to sex demon, 
male to...Not male.” Peter waved a hand already knowing what Angelica was going to say. “I 
understand and recognize he’s still male Angel, but to him, he’s not.” 


“You’re correct, he is assuming that his new form means he has to be female.” 


Peter shook his head if only the supernatural world was so cut and dry. “What did you tell him?” 
The wolf asked curiously, eager to know the catalyst for Stiles threatening him. 


“That he needed to fall into steadier feeding practices given his issues. Finding a handful of food 
that he favors, although dangerous when he’s older for now it would be fine.” 


“Favors?” 


“Ones he chooses to feed off above all others, his previous feeding was in the wild, strangers as 
most Succubi choose. Stiles having been human shies away from this promiscuity.” 


“Derek and I have tried to reason with him when it comes to that,” Peter growled. “He didn’t care 
for our ideas.” 


“He also needs to trust those who are going to be his food, that is why I suggested that he find a 
smaller selection of food that he has trust in. You.” 


Peter swallowed, okay the threat made a lot more sense now. “Me?” 


“Yes, and your nephew who has been helping you care for him, any other pack members you 
might have. Close ones-” 


“It's just me and Derek,” Peter admitted as there was no one else to rely upon. Well, then this little 
meeting with Stiles and Angelica hadn’t gone as well as he intended. 


“I believe that you two should suffice...He is young and won’t reach his maturity until he is older. 
Wolves are stronger, not as easily affected to the energy he must feed upon.” 


“We suggested wolves,” Peter muttered. “Even ourselves to an extent though I doubt he ever 
considered all of that as a possibility, to begin with.” 


“Now he must consider it.” The Dryad told the wolf flatly. “He needs food that he feels safe with, 
food that will ensure he doesn’t cause himself pain simply to avoid feeding. Stiles hates this form 
Peter, and all the sensations that go with it, all the sensation that a born Succubus savors. He needs 
to find pleasure in that body, I think it is the only way he will start to come to terms with it rather 
than treat it as a parasite he is tied to.” 


Peter knew what she said made sense but getting Stiles to agree to anything was nigh impossible. 
“He won’t do this Angel.” 


“He will.” 


The wolf frowned and met the woman’s smile. “He just punched me in the face and threatened to 
kill me if I touched him...He can’t stand us touching him, says poison is there.” The wolf shook his 
head, he still didn’t understand all of that. 


“It is his aversion to the new form.” The Dryad counseled the wolf. “You will need to be patient 
with him, show him that he is safe, that there is nothing bad in touching you or feeling pleasure 
with his body.” 


Climbing to his feet he gave his therapist a dower expression. “You put far too much faith in 
people Angel, he’ Il never allow this.” 


“And you not enough.” She countered with a smile. “Succubi love fiercely Peter, remember that.” 


Frowning at the strange request, Peter bid the dryad goodbye. “I’m glad that you took time to see 
him and I apologize on his behalf if he insulted you in any way.” 


“He was a delight to speak with.” 

Peter sincerely doubted that, but he smiled back regardless. “Good.” 

“You should bring him along the next time we are to speak, I can speak to him then.” 

Peter was surprised by the offer, she’d only seen Stiles today as a favor for him. “Are you sure?” 


The dryad smiled opening her hand to show a flower blooming. “He has much growing yet to do 
and he needs a careful hand to tend to him.” 


Peter smirked. “Ill bring him along...Provided that he doesn’t scratch my eyes out or murder me in 
my sleep.” The dryad's laughter proved she didn’t think he was telling the truth but given Stiles’ 
mood lately, he wasn’t so sure. Peter hummed. “I have a question darling.” 


“Yes?” The druid tilted her head. 


“His moods been all over the place since that horrible night with the Alpha, we expected many 
things from that night but not... This. My research has only said hormones related to who he fed off 


which isn’t helpful in the slightest as surely there isn’t any trace of that Alpha on his skin-” 
“Inside him.” 

Peter swallowed. “What?” 

“Succubus hold onto their partners seed to use it to sew new life.” 


Peter took a shallow breath, he knew succubus’ held onto their partner's seed, a small store of 
energy to be assimilated but it shouldn’t stay for more than a few hours. But if that wasn’t the real 
reason as he’d foolishly forgotten that little tidbit of information about Stiles’ species. “Ca-Can he 
get pregnant from that...From the Alpha?” 


“Tn time.” 


“How much time?!” Peter growled at her careful slow answers as if this wasn’t a big deal. He grit 
his teeth and quickly apologized when he saw thorns springing up around them. “I’m sorry, I 
just...He’s under so much pressure now, I wasn’t even aware that Succubi could breed until a 
month ago and I forgot. I thought they were sparked fro-” 


“A myth.” 


Peter snapped his mouth shut as she once again reinforced what he’d found earlier. “So they 
breed.” 


“Yes, and they are good at it.” 


Peter snorted amused as to how easy that was to piece together. “They’re sex demons if there’s 
anything that should be good at that it would be them, which brings me back around to this. Can he 
get pregnant?” 


“Not yet.” 


Peter sighed in relief, thank god because if he had to break that type of news to Stiles or god forbid 
Derek, that Stiles might be pregnant from that Alpha. No, Peter would rather have his throat ripped 
out, again. “When?” 


“When he is older.” 
Peter frowned that was far too vague for his liking. “When is that? A year, five?” 
“He will know when he is fertile.” She laid a hand upon her belly. “He will feel it.” 


Not the best answer, but Peter ignored that in favor of asking. “So...His hormones are related to his 
age and feeding?” 


“Yes.” She smiled her hand patting her belly. “His body wishes to breed, but he is too young. It 
wants to grow, but he does not feed it. Anything his body is given is kept, it is nature.” 


Peter nodded, looking back over his shoulder towards where the car was. “But to him, it's just-” 
“An invasion of his body.” 


“Yeah.” 


KOKK K KKK K ok 


Stiles grit his teeth, ignoring how his shift was in place, his glamour was barely constraining his 
wings but his tail had broken through. He growled as Peter climbed into the car, the silence other 
than his growls took up the entire space. 


Peter sighed, looking over to the black eyes glaring at him. “I spoke with Angelica a moment.” 
“Obviously.” Stiles hissed, his tail thwacking the door. 


Peter raised a brow leaning forward only to raise his hands in submission as Stiles hissed just as he 
caught sight of the boy's tail. “We talked about what she had to say...I told her that her insight was 
interesting but that there was a steep learning curve to such things. That adjusting to this was a big 
change for you.” 


Stiles snorted. “No shit.” 


“She also said that the best way for you to get acclimated to feeding was to find pleasure in that 
body, your body.” The hiss that rose from the depths of Stiles’ throat had Peter giving the boy a 
somber look. “She said you cause yourself pain, is that true?” 


Stiles’ hissing trailed off at the wolf's question, he shrugged. “So what?” 
“Sex isn’t meant to hurt Stiles.” 
“Yeah...Well, it does.” 


“No.” Peter huffed. “It doesn’t, providing you have a good partner and are aware of what you like. 
You haven’t learned what this body likes and you are forcing it to do what you think is what is 
expected of it.” 


Stiles glared. “What do you know about this?! You don’t have a cunt.” 


“No.” Peter agreed with a light chuckle. “But I’ve fucked quite a few of them.” The face Stiles 
made at his honesty had the wolf laughing. “Surely this comes as no surprise to you Stiles, Derek, 
and I aren’t celibate...Well, Derek is.” He rolled his eyes at the notion of how uptight his nephew 
was about bed partners. “My point is, that if you have someone who knows how to pleasure you 
and how to help you find what causes you pleasure then you can find such things in this body.” 


Stiles continued to glare. “You can’t even touch me without me feeling like I’ ve got to rip my skin 
off.” 


Peter gave a sad nod. “Yes, I know. You’re trying so hard to hate any good sensations Stiles, any 
good touch you balk at because you fear it will be turned into something sexual, something this 
new body craves. It’s not always that way.” 


“T know that!” Stiles hissed. “I know that you and Derek aren’t going to pin me to a fucking wall 
and fuck me, it doesn’t matter! Al-” 


“I kissed you,” Peter interjected sharply. 
Stiles sputtered as the wolf startled him. “W-What?” He scowled. 


“I kissed you in the warehouse and you said you felt nothing, either that was because it wasn’t a 


bad sensation or because you liked it and thus made it a good sensation.” 
“I didn’t like the kiss.” Stiles hissed. 
Peter smirked, chuckled, and then nodded. “Alright.” 


Stiles scowled when the man gave that simple reply while chuckling Stiles hissed. “What?! What’s 
so funny?” 


Peter smiled at the teen who was struggling so hard to make things hard on himself and for no 
reason other than because he thought he deserved it. That being what he was wrong. Reaching out 
a hand careful in how Stiles glared at him, following his movements, Peter rested it on the headrest 
of Stiles’ seat before leaning forward as if to talk to him. 


The succubus made a displeased noise but didn’t back up too much as he demanded to know what 
the wolf was doing. Peter smiled then curled his hand that had been resting on the headrest and 
grabbed Stiles' head to hold him in place before he dived in and kissed the teen. The claws in his 
chest were ignored as Peter growled into the man’s mouth. He would have used tongue but given 
Stiles’ hormones and this sudden surprise, Peter figured it was best to keep his tongue for later. He 
kept the succubus pressed in tight as he rocked their mouths together a moment longer before 
pulling back with a pleased sigh. “Did you like that one?” He moved his hand from the boy's head, 
replacing it on the headrest. 


Stiles gasped his hand, claws were digging into the man’s chest where he’d tried to push Peter back 
only to...Stop? Swallowing tightly Stiles uttered a soft. “Don’t do that.” 


“Because it felt bad or because it felt good?” 
Stiles hissed at the confusing sensations he was already getting. “Stop it.” 


Peter nodded his head choosing not to push the boy further, he withdrew from his space and righted 
himself in the driver's seat, turning on the car to take them back into the city. He waited half an 
hour before posing the question once more, having left the boy to his innermost thoughts. “You 
never answered me, did you like it?” 


Stiles swallowed staring out the window. “No. It was horrible.” 


Peter grinned. “T I try harder next time.” 


It's okay to ask 


Chapter Summary 


Derek has a talk with Stiles about Peter kissing him and is asked to do something 
surprising. The wolve's hunt for the land for their new home and Peter strikes up a 
‘game’ with Stiles. 
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Derek looked up when the door to the apartment came open in a hurry and Stiles went racing 
around to go down the hallway, the slam of the mans’ door had Derek frowning. He turned to see 
Peter laughing as he shut the door behind them seemingly ignoring the quickly escaping succubus. 


“What did you do?” Derek glared accusingly. 

“T was following Angelica’s advice in helping him.” 

“And that made him run to his room?” 

Peter hummed as he fell onto the couch. “It would seem so.” 
Derek glared at how flippant Peter was being. “What did you do?” 


Peter tilted his head back on the couch and with a smile told his nephew. “I did what Angelica said 
to do, help him find pleasure in his new body.” The growl that sparked from the Alpha had Peter 
shivering. “I kissed him.” Peter met the red eyes of his nephew. “Kissed him well and he lied 
horribly when he said he didn’t enjoy it.” 


Derek stared back in shock. “What? You... You kissed him and he liked it?” 


“He’s overthinking everything his body is sending him, he’s trying to make it bad so then he has an 
excuse to hate it. An excuse to refuse to feed because it’s bad.” Peter held Derek’s gaze. “After all, 
he shouldn’t enjoy what he is.” 


Derek growled when Peter’s tone was clear, Scott. His mind quickly trailed towards the succubi’s 
reaction, throat tightening the Alpha questioned. “He liked it?” 


Peter grinned more so at the shock lacing his nephew’s words. “He liked it...He didn’t even argue 
when I said Id try harder after he lied about not liking it. I dare say it's probably the first good 
sensation he’s had in that new form...Correction, second.” Derek frowned, Peter found great 
satisfaction in reminding the clueless Alpha. “I did kiss him in the warehouse remember? 
Remember how shocked he was by that,?” Peter chuckled as he remembered the reaction the teen 
had given upon being kissed, now it made so much more sense. 


Derek sighed at how proud Peter was of himself, he really shouldn’t have been surprised by this. 
“So we’re supposed to kiss him? Just because?” 


“Honestly Derek, is that so hard?” 
“Seems invasive.” Derek eyed his uncle a moment before adding. “He didn’t ask you to kiss him.” 


Peter rolled his eyes. “I can assure you that when I kissed him in the car he wasn’t keen on it but he 
really fought so hard to keep me back,” Peter smirked at his glaring nephew. “I mean he wasn’t 
scratching my eyes out and that blush.” Peter whistled. 


“Alright...He liked you kissing him, that’s not the same thing-” 


“Pleasurable sensations Derek, keep it simple. The boy has a lot to learn, but don’t worry.” Peter 
commented while getting up to leave the room. “I assured him that we both have the experience to 
please his new form...Efficiently. 


Derek growled as his uncle laughed down the hallway. “Damn it.” Derek got up and followed, not 
to beat Peter up into a pulp for his stupid comments and his stupid actions. No, he went to check on 
Stiles. The Alpha knocked despite knowing that Stiles would have heard him coming. “Stiles.” 


“What?” 
Sighing, the wolf asked. “Can I come in?” 
“T don’t want to see you right now.” 


Derek frowned when he heard the blip, he glared at the door when Peter laughed from further 
down. Shaking his head, Derek opened the door and gave Stiles an exhausted look. “I’m sorry 
about him.” 


Stiles shrugged from where he was seated on the bed, his glamour gone wings slid over either side 
of the bed rather than tucked tightly into his back. His tail was gently sliding back and forth on the 
bedspread as Derek came to sit on the edge of the bed. 


“You lied.” 
Stiles shrugged avoiding the wolf's gaze. “I’m good at that.” 
Derek snorted, that was a lie if ever he’d heard one. “Peter kissed you.” 


“Yeah.” Stiles blushed a bit, looking away from Derek’s sharp eyes after meeting them to see the 
reaction the wolf had. 


“Did you want him too?” 
“He surprised me.” 


“I know, but he said he kissed you and that you liked it.” Derek wasn’t even sure why he felt the 
need to ask if Stiles had truly enjoyed his uncle kissing him. He rebuked himself internally since 
that wasn’t the real issue. 


Stiles looked back at the clearly frustrated wolf, licking his lips to talk Stiles froze when Derek 
glanced at them before his eyes snapped back up to Stiles. “I-Uh.” As much as he would have 
loved to say no he hated it, Stiles really hadn’t. He’d been mad at the first kiss, shocked, but the 
second one...After it didn’t feel bad, it just felt like a kiss. It kinda felt nice to feel the touch of 


another person skin to skin even if it was just through their lips and sure a part of him had been 
angry that Peter just went and kissed him without his say so...But Stiles was pretty sure he’d never 
have given his say so. Did that make it wrong? Facing the internal dilemma of how to feel from the 
events that had happened earlier Stiles was sitting there afraid of how Derek might take him saying 
that he didn’t hate Peter kissing him. When Derek nodded and got up to leave Stiles reacted, 
jerking forward to grab the wolf's arm, hissing at the horrible sensation that went up it as he pulled 
a shocked Derek back towards himself. Once he’d managed to drag Derek back to the bed, Stiles 
released him anxiously rubbing his arm as if to clear away the badness that was coiled around it. 


“Stiles?” Derek scowled at the succubus’ sudden choice in dragging him back to the bed, shaking 
his head Derek told the worried-looking teen. “I’m not mad.” He assured Stiles, the last thing the 
boy needed was to be worried about Derek. Derek refused to get in the way of getting Stiles to feed 
again, even if that meant him feeding on Peter. 


Stiles shook his head and then nodded. “No...I-Uh, thanks. I’m glad cause I didn’t really ask him to 
do it and it was awkward and he’s a smug asshole who never keeps his hands to himself a-” 


Derek smirked when Stiles started to rant about Peter, nervous about him he supposed. Holding 
out his hand he chuckled to stop Stiles. “It's okay...It's okay, Peter was just doing what the dryad 
advised in the most Peter way of doing it.” Derek snorted even as he said that it wasn’t wrong. 
“Then-” 


“Kiss me.” 


Derek stared back wide-eyed at Stiles as the boy went flaming red, his wings curling sharply back 
into himself. “What did you say?” 


Stiles shook his head. “Sorry. I’m sorry I jus-.” Stiles shut up, blushing like mad ashamed that he’d 
been so bold so stupid as to say something like that. To Derek Hale of all people. Stiles wasn’t sure 
how to take back what he’d said, not after he’d said something like that to Derek after having a 
conversation about the man’s uncle kissing him an-Oh. 


Stiles’ eyes widened when he suddenly his lips pressed into Derek, the man’s hand didn’t come 
around the back of his head like Peter had, where Peter held him fiercely in place Derek didn’t. 
Derek’s hand was gently laid upon his shoulder as if to just counter the forward lean the Alpha was 
giving in order to reach him. Stiles began to realize that specifics meant jack all because Derek 
Hale was kissing him. Stiles licked his lips when a moment later Derek pulled back watching him 
critically, looking for something. Stiles couldn’t help but smile wearily and say. “Just as bad as 
Peter.” It was lame, but he needed something to detract from what had just happened. 


Derek smirked at the sarcastic lie as he released his hold on the teen’s shoulder and sat back. “I 
figured it was worth the shot, he’s older so-” 


Stiles laughed at Derek’s train of thought, he wasn’t sure if it was a lame attempt to cover up their 
both nerves but he countered. “Are you saying he’s bad cause he’s older?” 


“Old age brings experience.” Both Derek and Stiles looked over to Peter who was leaning against 
the doorway, his eyes solely on Stiles. “Which you well know sweetheart.” 


Stiles blew out a breath still annoyed by the pet name but for some reason not that tempted to 
scratch the man’s eyes out. He blamed the kissing which was altogether annoying on its own. 
“Sure.” He rolled his eyes, refusing to comment truthfully on how either of the Hale men were on 
kissing. 


Peter shared a look with his nephew, raising his brow at the man's boldness. Sure Stiles had asked 
him first, but Peter had been listening and it hadn’t seemed like Derek was going to do as he was 
asked. His nephew did surprise him from time to time and this was one of them. Derek gave him an 
annoyed look, clearly warning him not to say anything. He shrugged, before telling Stiles. “Enjoy 
yourselves, I’m off to find the perfect land.” Peter twisted about a smug grin on his face has heard 
Stiles sputtering about how it was one kiss and it was just curiosity and- Chuckling the wolf shook 
his head, the succubus was rather fetching in how he shied away from admitting that he enjoyed 
something as simple as a kiss. 


Stiles blushed after watching Peter walk-off clearly amused by his blunder, looking back to Derek 
his wings rustled behind him unsure. “How come I feel like he said more than just that?” 


“Cause he did,” Derek muttered turning his attention away from the door to Stiles, he noticed the 
boy's wings shifting about, he was nervous. It didn’t take a rocket scientist to figure out why, he’d 
been so bold as to ask Derek to kiss him and the wolf was still reeling from that though he’d been 
pleased to hear it too. He’d felt it was wrong of Peter to go about things as he’d had, but was 
surprised by Stiles’ sudden request. Now it was clearly unsettling Stiles, this sudden request for 
attention even something as mild as a kiss. Derek couldn’t help but hate Scott all the more for 
taking something as simple as that kind of gesture and turning it into something evil, sinful. “We 
better not let him pick the land.” 


Stiles nodded still unsure of where he and Derek sat, Peter was one thing. The man was a glorified 
tease for anything, but Derek, Derek wasn’t. “Okay.” The succubus mumbled in a quiet voice. 


Nodding Derek got up from the bed and turned watching as Stiles shifted his wings a bit and 
wrapped his tail around his waist where it was commonly subdued. At the moment, it reflected 
Stiles’ own behavior. “You don’t have to be afraid of that you know?” Stiles looked back at him 
with a frown clearly confused by his statement. “Wanting attention, all you have to do is ask.” 
Derek turned and left the room, sure that Stiles would follow after he’d calmed his own mind. 


Stiles sat there dumbfounded, did Derek just say that he’d kiss him again? If he asked? Flustered 
the succubus buried his face into his hands. God, he had asked Derek Hale to kiss him, had let 
Peter Hale kiss him...Well, that was more from shock but still. He’d let both men kiss him 
and...He’d liked it. The scary thing was that Stiles couldn’t trust if those feelings were his own or 
just some reaction because of his new form. Stiles belatedly hoped they were his own, at least that 
way he could hold onto the small brittle sensation of hope. 
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Derek glared when he entered the other room to find his uncle smirking at him from where he was 
perched in his armchair. “Peter.” He cautioned in a stern tone, not saying more than the man’s 
name. His uncle held up his hands before shaking his head clearly not wanting to say something 
lest Stiles overhear. Huffing, Derek took his seat on the couch leaning forward to snatch up another 
round of papers that might advertise their new land. Neither wolf commented on Stiles joining 
them, the succubus curling up on the other side of the couch. Derek handed him some papers and 
the trio fell into a companionable silence, only the odd comment made as they asked each other 
about certain features of land. All of them seemingly alright with ignoring what had taken place 
earlier that day and how it might change their dynamic with the succubus. They passed the time 
scouring the papers, it wasn’t until Peter got up at lunchtime to make something that Derek asked 
Stiles. 


“You can still eat right?” 


“Real food?” Stiles chuckled watching as Derek seemed to realize his error. Stiles shrugged. “I get 
to taste it, but I don’t get any nutrition, no calories.” 


“That is because you’re not of this realm.” 
Stiles glared over into the kitchen only to find Peter smiling at him. “Funny.” 


“It wasn’t a joke,” Peter stated casually as he went about fixing himself a sandwich. “There are few 
things in the supernatural world quite like you, ethereal beings.” Peter waved the knife in his hand 
as he explained flippantly. “Anything that can illusion itself to be something it's not in such a way 
that it seems intangible, feeds off of something other than traditional food sources.” 


Stiles scowled all the more irritated by the wolf's words. “So is that your way of saying lm a 
freak?” 


Peter glared back at the succubus for taking his information as some slight. “No.” He growled. “It's 
my way of saying that there is a reason that others in the supernatural community stare at you in 
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awe. 
“T m a sex demon, people tend to like staring at a naked person.” 


Peter sighed, looking past the teen to Derek. “You try.” Before he turned back to the task of 
feeding himself. 


Stiles twisted about to see Derek shaking his head. “What?” 
Derek gave the boy a furrowed brow. “Succubi are rare Stiles.” 


“Yeah, so I’ve heard. That still doesn’t change the fact that I can’t eat regular food like a normal 
person.” 


“Again ethereal.” 
Stiles snapped his head back around. “Make your damn sandwich!” Peter chuckled at his demand. 


“Stiles.” Derek glared back at the boy when he twisted to glare at him in return. “You being 
ethereal means that your something higher than the rest... You don’t follow the same rules as the 
rest of us. You won’t age like us, you can change your appearance to suit whatever food source you 
come in contact with, hide what you really are. A chameleon, with abilities that are powerful 
because of the spark inside you.” 


‘Tm not a chameleon, I always look like me.” The teen waved at himself before adding because it 
was Clear he didn’t look like the real him with his glamour in place. “I just use my glamour to hide 
my wings and shit from people.” 


“Your allure darling.” 


Stiles grit his teeth at Peter chiming in again. “I don’t...’ ve only used that a handful of times it’s 
not that hard to be appealing to horny men or make men horny.” Stiles quipped. 


“Ah, but you have used it.” Peter pointed the knife. “There are no other creatures out there that can 
do that type of magic. I dare say you’re up there with a sphinx.” 


“A sphinx?” Stiles frowned surprised to hear such a thing. “Why?” 


“Magic,” Derek answered the teen. “You can change things around you, yourself and others if you 
use your allure or glamour.” 


“Derek is right,” Peter said as he came back into the living room. “Once you’re stronger you can 
change how you look, outward appearances.” Sitting back in the chair Peter added flippantly. “If 
you wanted to have red hair, you’ll have red hair. If you wanted to be taller you'll be taller.” 


“But it's an illusion?” 
“Correct.” 


Humming at that, Stiles sat back he’d never tried anything like that, it didn’t seem plausible. 
Staring back at the wolf who was eating a sandwich Stiles once again found that it wasn’t 
appealing to him. Sure it looked good but at the same time it didn’t, it was like muscle memory of 
his human self knowing how that would taste and fill his stomach but his new form just saw it as 
waste. Stiles sighed, looking over to Derek. “I still think this is a bunch of bullshit, I’m nothing 
special...Well, not unless you count the whole killing people with sex thing and that’s not a good 
thing so... Yeah.” 


Derek glared at the boy’s poor opinion of himself. “You’re special.” 


“Whatever.” Stiles rolled his eyes clearly prepared for the wolves to continue their paltry argument 
that he wasn’t prepared to give into. “Go make yourself lunch.” He shooed Derek off the couch 
before returning to his search. 


Peter watched the succubus a moment, his dismissal of how special he was wasn't surprising in the 
least to Peter, but it was saddening to see how little Stiles understood about himself. The wolf 
knew that in time they’d be able to convince him otherwise so he returned to his lunch. 


“You still drink coffee,” Derek called back to the teen as he went about making his own sandwich. 
“Yeah and?” 
“That’s food even if you don’t get anything from it, it's not like you can’t eat or drink.” 


“It's just pointless,” Stiles called back. “I drink coffee because I miss it, I like the taste but I don’t 
bother with solids.” He glared when Peter offered him a bite of his sandwich. “Asshole.” 


Peter chuckled as he was told off by the succubus, he sighed upon hearing Derek growl at him. A 
warning from his Alpha, rather than the careless growls they passed between each other constantly. 
He tilted his head when Derek walked behind the couch to reclaim his spot, sending him a sharp 
look. Peter took another bite of his sandwich to prevent any bloodshed from his teasing of the 
succubus. 


Stiles glanced between the two wolves before rolling his eyes and going back to the papers. He’d 
let those two fight it out. Stiles shifted to lay against the arm of the couch allowing himself to 
stretch out a bit only to glance up when he saw movement, other than the kind he’d registered as 
Derek eating his lunch. He hid his smirk when he saw Derek pulling the blanket down to offer him 
some shield in case they were to accidentally touch, the wolf wouldn’t realize just how much that 
meant to him. Since the discovery of him being able to touch someone so long as it wasn’t skin on 
skin, Stiles had relished the small little touches he was afforded. Stiles fought off the smile that 
wanted to blossom when he stretched out a bit more and Derek didn’t say a word, just adjusted the 
blanket and resumed eating. 


Peter watched what his nephew had done, caught the subtle smile that it caused Stiles to give, and 


smirked. Even if Stiles didn’t want to admit it, he could find acceptance to this new form. Derek 
and he would be there to push the boy along, stretch his wings as it were. 
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Stiles gasped as he was suddenly pushed up against the fridge, the hasty breath cut off as his mouth 
was covered with another’s, he glared even as Peter flared his eyes at him a taunting gesture as the 
man kissed him. Stiles refused to give in to the kiss, to mirror the man’s tantalizing gesture. When 
they broke apart a moment later Stiles panting a bit 


“How’s that?” 
“I really want to punch you, knock that off.” 


Peter laughed at the teen’s threat, he could tell by scent alone that Stiles wasn’t truly angry at him 
for the sudden kiss. Irritated yes, but that was a forgivable offense given what he’d accomplished. 
The wolf stared back at the pouting succubus, proudly stating. “Ah, but if you wanted to punch me 
you would.” 


Stiles glared at the man’s cocky words, Peter had stricken up a sort of game. Catching him off 
guard in the apartment and kissing him. Stiles hated it...Alright, the kissing wasn’t that bad which 
was bad in and of itself because Stiles hated the fact that he was enjoying the wolf's little game. 
Being startled into kissing the wolf only to have the man give him that prideful look in the end 
while Stiles had to deal with how much his body enjoyed the man kissing him. 


Peter’s taunt about punching him was the last straw, Stiles refused to admit out loud that he 
enjoyed the man’s attention. The succubus smirked when the wolf groaned leaning forward against 
the fridge as Stiles ducked around him and walked away with a proud grin of his own. He raised a 
brow to Derek, but the Alpha just shook his head from where he’d been silently watching at the 
table. 


Derek smirked when he saw his uncle twist glaring after the succubus he’d just accosted with a 
price, thus far Derek hadn’t stepped in as Peter’s little game wasn’t truly upsetting Stiles. The 
succubus enjoyed throwing Peter off with how he might react though this was the first time that 
he’d been so cruel as to follow through with this promise to punch Peter, he doubted his uncle had 
accounted for the succubus’ mean streak and given the pained look on his face as he clutched his 
pants he understood it better. 


Turning his sights onto Stiles as the teen had come to sit beside him continuing to fill out the 
paperwork to have them tour one of the properties they were interested in, the Alpha waited. He 
knew what was coming, and although it was still odd to know this was how Stiles coped with 
Peter's little game Derek would be lying if he said he didn’t enjoy it. Peter said the whole point 
was to get Stiles used to physical touch, Derek wasn’t so sure that was what the man was doing as 
he hardly touched Stiles while kissing him. Whatever the reason for it, it was proving to be an 
alright medium to show the boy that not everything to do with sexual attraction was bad. 


He raised a brow when Stiles turned his head to him the same frown that he wore every time Peter 
surprised him with a kiss, Derek knew he was probably waiting for him to make a move but Derek 
never did. Although Peter saw no problem with randomly throwing Stiles into walls to kiss him, 
Derek did, so he waited for the succubus to ask. 


Stiles huffed, he hated the fact that he felt some sort of reason to make things ‘even’ it wasn’t as if 
he was dating either of the wolves. But ever since Peter had started his game two days ago, Stiles 
had felt wrong about Derek simply watching his uncle accost him. Even if Stiles had no warning 
that it might happen, though Stiles refused to think about if he might allow it regardless of if he’d 
known it was coming or not. No, the real dilemma now was that this attachment to the wolves saw 
him wanting to make things even, to show that neither of them laid a particular claim on him. Stiles 
didn’t want to think about how he was finding the differences in both wolves' styles of kissing and 
touching both fascinating and thrilling. Stiles glared at Derek when the wolf raised a brow at him 
clearly aware of what Stiles was going to ask since the wolf refused to just take the look he was 
giving him as a go-ahead to kiss him. “Just do it.” 


Derek stared passively at the teen. “Do what?” 


Stiles hissed at the wolf, Derek knew good and well what he was saying. Distantly he heard Peter 
laughing, but he’d have to wait to punch the bastard again as he muttered. “Kiss me.” 


Derek smirked, leaning forward to kiss the succubus as he asked or rather passively demanded. 
Bracing his hand on the table to lean forward and brush his lips against Stiles gently as if to ask if 
that was alright before becoming bolder and thrusting a bit hard to mesh their lips together. Pulling 
back Derek looked carefully back at the succubus, Stiles swallowed, rolling his lips as if to keep 
the taste of him there. Derek smiled and leaned back, easily falling back into their routine. “Did 
you finish the papers?” 


Stiles cleared his throat, nodding. He internally thanked Derek for his dismissal of this odd ritual 
they’d adapted, casting it off as nothing out of the ordinary when it really was. “Yeah I think 
so...Why do they even make us do this shit? We just want to walk the property.” 


“I believe they're afraid we’ ll vandalize it.” Peter rolled his eyes as he came over and set a glass of 
water in front of Stiles with a grin. “To cool you down.” 


Stiles hissed at the wolf as Peter sat across from him and Derek. “How're your balls?” Derek 
snorted as Peter gave a cooler expression back at him. “Yeah, thought so,” Stiles smirked as he slid 
the papers across to the wolf. “There ya go zombie-wolf, fax away.” 


Sighing Peter grabbed the papers and got up to go and fax them from his office. Stiles nudged 
Derek with his elbow earning the man’s attention. “Think he liked my rebuttal?” 


Derek snorted. “I don’t think there’s a man alive who would like that.” 


Stiles grinned proud of himself. 
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Stiles stepped out of the car, whistling at the sight of the expansive woods, there was a dirt road 
that led into it but the gate was locked. Stiles’ attention was jerked over to the man Peter was 
talking to when he heard the men greeting each other, the Realtor he supposed. Stiles stepped 
closer to the gate, peering down the dirt road there was nothing down there but a well, or at least 
that’s what the listing said. Stiles hummed when he felt Derek’s hand come to rest on his back a 
comforting gesture that Stiles leaned into. 


“Looks like the pictures.” 


Stiles snorted when the Alpha felt the need to say that. “Better than the last place that’s for sure.” 
Their first tour of a property had proven that the photo had taken from the only good angle 
possible. Stiles twisted about when he heard Peter and the other man walk forward. The man was 
wearing a suit, of course, and reached out to shake his hand. Stiles stepped back flinching only to 
sigh in relief when Derek moved sharply in front of him to shake the man’s hand in his place. 
Stiles took a shuddering breath, giving a weary smile to Peter when the wolf nodded to him. 


“Shall we take the tour?” Peter smiled when the Realtor waved a hand at them, telling them to go 
and have a look around but to stay on the dirt road as the property was expansive and the last thing 
he wanted to do was call the fire department to find them. Peter had laughed it off, Stiles had just 
rolled his eyes at the poor idiot who didn’t understand how impossible that was given the two 
wolves' sense of smell. 


“Come on.” Derek gently pushed Stiles towards the gate that had been unlocked. They stayed to 
the dirt road, Peter catching up shortly as they glanced about. 


“Seems green.” 
Peter chuckled. “Yes, and that was one of our main requirements.” 


Stiles grinned back at the wolf before pointing out. “Hey, that last place was a glorified fire hazard. 
I don’t think there was enough life in that one tree to grow fungus.” 


“Tt wasn’t the finest piece of land.” 


Rolling his eyes Stiles continued forward peering about, touching trees occasionally as if to test if 
they were healthy. Stiles wasn’t a dryad so he couldn’t tell for certain, the wolves had a better 
sense for such things, but the place seemed healthy. It was a short trek to where the well was 
located. The stone mound stuck out of the ground, Stiles jogged over to it and lifted the metal 
covering peering down only to mutter. “If there’s water down there it's down deep.” 


Peter walked to stand beside the succubus and huffed. “So it is.” He turned to inform his nephew. 
“A new well would be in order.” 


“At least that’s easy,” Derek replied as he walked around the clearing the well was placed inside. 
There was plenty of land for what they needed, trees would need to be cleared for them to have any 
space to build a house but they’d anticipated such a thing. Looking up to the trees Derek sighed, 
although the forest was healthy the type of trees growing weren’t sturdy, not enough for Stiles to 
build a nest. There was the chance there might be some further into the property but if this was 
where they would build a house that would mean the boys' nest would be too far out for the 
Alpha’s liking. “No.” Both Stiles and Peter twisted confused looks mirrored upon their faces, 
Derek shook his head. “The trees aren’t sturdy. 


Stiles snorted at the absurd remark. “Their trees Derek, if they're upright they're sturdy.” 


Peter chuckled even as he followed his nephew's sharply pointed finger, a moment later he was 
nodding catching onto what had Derek saying no. Looking to a still confused Stiles, the wolf 
stated. “The trees are too fragile to support a nest for you.” 


“Oh.” Stiles looked about, skeptically searching for a tree that was fitting. Derek and Peter weren’t 
wrong. The trees although healthy were spindly, all light branches and leaves with nothing that 
could hope to hold his bodyweight let alone his nesting materials. “Damn and this place was nice.” 


Derek smirked at how upset Stiles sounded upon being the cause for this property to be crossed off 


their list. “We have more to check.” 


Stiles shrugged that off, just because they did didn’t mean passing on this one because of his stupid 
body didn’t frustrate him. “Yeah, but it's kinda stupid that healthy trees are the reason we’re saying 
no.” 

“It's not that they’re healthy Stiles, it's that they can’t give you what you need. Derek and I can run 
in any greenery, you cannot nest in any tree.” 


Stiles knew that was true but it still sucked to know that he was at fault for this property being 
turned down. “Well, let's go then.” Stiles didn’t say a word when Peter gently guided him in a 
similar kind manner that Derek had done. Keeping his hand firmly placed on the teen’s back 
covered safely by Stiles’ shirt. Stiles didn’t shy away from the touch no matter who it came from, 
the feeling of another person touching him even through cloth was something he’d missed. As they 
came down the property towards where the Realtor was waiting Stiles muttered. “TIl be in the 
car.” 

Peter hummed well aware that Stiles hated being put in the position of having to “shake hands’. 
They’d had a rather disastrous meeting at the first property where the buffoon realtor didn’t seem 
to get that Stiles didn’t like being touched. Stiles had to be taken back to the car by Derek as the 
teen had nearly hissed at the man, with fangs before Peter distracted the idiot. Derek and Peter had 
checked out the next property on their own, Stiles too upset to be introduced to another who might 
do the same thing. Peter handed the boy the keys, teasing. “Don’t leave us with the Realtor.” 


Stiles smirked at the wolf's request before walking coolly to the car with nary a glance to the 
confused Realtor, he sighed in relief once he was safely inside the car. Stiles took a moment to 
breathe before leaning forward to snatch up the other listings that they were checking out that day. 
He ripped the one they were at in two, tossing the paper into the floor of the car before reclining to 
see which was next. He tossed the keys to Derek when the man got in the car without ever looking 
up. “What’d he say?” 


“He was confused, Peter’s spinning some bullshit about the well.” 
Stiles laughed. “Yeah cause if you can afford this place replacing the well is the line in the sand.” 
Derek glanced back to smirk at the amused teen. “Apparently it is.” 


Shaking his head Stiles leaned forward and waved the next listing at the wolf. “The picture shows 
oaks.” 


“A good chance that it might work then.” He took the paper before asking the succubus curious. 
“Do you have a preference for trees?” 


Chuckling at such a strange question the succubus reminded the wolf. “Derek I’ ve been nesting 
under underpasses, I’ve only been in trees a handful of times and that was like a one-night thing...I 
never built a real nest in them so no...I don’t have a preference, just so long as itll hold the nest.” 


Derek gave a nod, raising a curious brow to his uncle when the man fell into the passenger side 
laughing. “What did you do?” 


Peter smirked at his nephew's immediate suspicions on what made him laugh. “Why do you 
always ask me that like I did something horrible?” The Beta smirked when Stiles fed his himself 
into the space between seats. 


“Cause you usually have done something horrible.” 


Derek smirked over the succubus’ head. “So?” 


Peter sighed dramatically as the pair ganged up on him. “He didn’t seem to find our dismissal of 
the property for the well a good enough reason, so naturally I told him that if there’s no water then 
he’d better front the cost to have it brought in from the local reservoir where ever that might be as 
the well was included in the cost and it's implied it has water.” 


Stiles snorted. “Bet he loved that.” 


“He asked if I was serious.” Peter smiled before turning over to grab his seat belt. “So where are 
we headed next?” 


Stiles pulled himself back into the back of the car and let Peter and Derek talk about the next 
property, Stiles stared out to the mass of land that they’d just said no to. Shaking his head the 
succubus closed his eyes and sighed. It would take at least an hour to get to the next property, a 
nap sounded good. 
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Stiles jogged up the path, making a startled noise when he saw that the guide to the property, an 
older man who the property belonged too wasn’t wrong. “Woah.” He smiled approaching the 
small lake which hadn’t been listed, he spun around when Derek caught up to him. “It's a lake.” 


Derek chuckled at how surprised Stiles was at that even though the owner had already told them 
that. “Yeah, I can tell.” 


“Oh shut up, how were we supposed to be prepared to have a lake of all things? Why didn’t he list 
it?” 


“Who knows.” Derek shrugged as he took in the sight of the water, it looked calm, serene. Taking a 
deep breath the wolf sighed as the fresh air flowed into his lungs. He opened his eyes to frown at 
Stiles who was snickering. “What?” 


“You just had this ultimate zen moment, you were one with nature.” The growl had got had Stiles 
laughing, waving a hand. “I’m sorry but you did. I take it you like the place?” 


“It's nice.” 
“Yeah, it is.” 


“Well, that is rather fetching.” Peter smiled at the water that branched out deeper into the property. 
“A nice surprise.” The wolf admired the water a moment before looking around, the greenery was 
lush, bright with life and a quick glance proved that the trees should be sturdy enough for a nest. 
This very well might be the place for them. “Let’s walk around a bit.” He advised, wanting to be 
sure that they were all on the same page if it came to accepting the forest as their future home. 


Stiles hummed before leading the wolves into the woods, something drawing him in that direction. 
He happily walked through the dense woods as the wolves talked about a location for a house if 
they chose this land. Stiles didn’t much care for the house, though he was sure it would be nice. 
He’d already started to feel confined in Peter’s apartment, sleeping in a bed rather than up high in a 


nest where he belonged. So Stiles was rather eager for their search to end, especially since it would 
take time to build a house which meant more time in Peter’s apartment. 


It was as they were walking, sorting through the brush and trees that Stiles frowned. He looked 
about, but something was...Off. He managed a few more steps before his wings just shuddered, a 
whole-body sense of wrong. It took a moment before Stiles began to understand what it was, for 
his instincts to take over and reveal what others couldn't see. He backed up in haste crashing into 
Peter the wolf wrapped an arm around him and although their skin touched and the sense of 
revulsion of their touch felt bad it wasn’t like the wrongness radiating up his spine as his eyes 
stayed glued to the forest in front of them. 


“Ah, sorry sweetheart you startl-Stiles?” Peter frowned he felt the succubus shaking and even then, 
their skin still touching the boy was pushing back into him rather than moving away. Looking out 
past the boy he saw nothing there, Derek had crowded in closer likewise searching for whatever it 
was that had stopped Stiles dead in his tracks when just a moment ago he’d been happily leading 
them through the woods as they talked. 


Stiles swallowed, pushing back further into Peter in his haste to get away. His hand shot down, 
claws and all to wrap around the man’s wrist. “We need to go.” 


Peter scowled feeling the teen willingly touch him in such a way, he stepped back hardly having to 
make any move to see Stiles follow. He sent a sharp look to Derek when the Alpha began to growl, 
a vain attempt to ward off whatever it was they couldn’t sense. “Stiles, what do you feel?” 


Stiles shook his head, his hand tightening its hold on the man’s wrist as he threw off the sensation 
of vileness as they touched. “There’s...”” How did he say it? How could you say what he was 
sensing, that thing lurking just ahead but not visible. Just. There. “We need to go.” 


“Alright sweetheart. Derek.” He barked, his nephew didn’t waste time backing up along with them 
rather than pushing forward as he initially had done in an attempt to protect Stiles. 


Stiles was shaking even as they backed up, keeping themselves facing whatever invisible threat lay 
there, it wasn’t until they were a good ten feet back that Stiles’ shuddering began to slow. The 
succubus surprised himself and Derek when he reached out with his other hand and grabbed 
Derek’s arm pulling him along when he seemed to think that inch more that Derek was ahead of 
them was too much. 


“Calm down darling, we’re fine.” Peter rubbed the boy's chest, his arm having come around to 
brace Stiles against himself though it wasn't needed as Stiles was still clutching tightly to him. 


Stiles was breathing hard, pulling on Derek though the wolf wasn’t fighting him. Squeezing Peter’s 
wrist as he pushed back despite the wolf willingly backing up. His eyes were glued ahead, hyper- 
focused, vigilant in keeping ‘it’ in sight. When they had managed to grant a good thirty feet from 
them and the horrendous area that they’d almost stumbled upon. As he’d finally come to terms 
with what he’d witnessed, felt upon stumbling upon the area. Towards where he had been lead by 
his own instincts. Stiles uttered a soft explanation. “It's cursed.” 


“Cursed?” Derek twisted to frown at the teen. “The land?” 


Stiles nodded his head hastily as he stared off ahead. “It's cursed.” He sent a furtive look to the 
Alpha. “We need to leave.” 


“Alright.” Derek glanced back one last time before helping Peter to guide Stiles away from the 
area that had given off that sense of foreboding. 


The further away from it they got the more Stiles relaxed, the closer to the exit of the property the 
more the boy began to realize how he’d reacted. Going so far as to release the wolves and utter a 
shy apology. “Sorry.” 


“It's fine.” Peter smiled wiping at the blood on his wrist, he knew the boy hadn’t meant to hurt 
either him or Derek. “What did you sense exactly?” 


Stiles glanced back over his shoulder despite knowing he wouldn’t see it. The only way he could 
accurately depict what he'd sensed to the two wolves was by uttering. “Death.” 


Derek growled hearing what the succubus had somehow been subjected to sensing when he and 
Peter couldn’t, he sent a reassuring look after the boy let go of his arm. The teen’s claws had 
scratched him but they were already healed, Peter was dealing with his own injuries from the boy’s 
fearful retreat. 


Stiles surprised both wolves, he knew when he turned sharply and strode down the road in haste. 
He knew they were following, trying to catch up with him given how Derek called his name, but 
he couldn’t stop. Stiles ran. He couldn’t wait because there was something he needed to do and the 
wolves weren’t going to understand it, but it had to be done. Stiles didn’t slow down at all when he 
stormed up to the elderly man who was sitting by smoking. He looked startled by Stiles’ sudden 
approach, no doubt because of the angry look on his face. 


“Wha-” 


Stiles grabbed the man by his shirt, he felt his anger bubbling inside him the strong emotion 
swarming him with the energy around him. The teen not even aware that his innate magic was 
teeming around him, affecting the man whose mouth had come open his lit cigarette falling to the 
ground as Stiles growled his shift falling into place even as his glamour flickered giving the man 
glimpses of what he really was. “What did you do?!” Stiles snarled, the rage inside him bubbling 
up to his mouth as he shouted at the man as all those horrible sensations that he’d sensed back in 
the woods. “What did you do?! Where’d you bury the body? What you couldn’t take what they had 
to give you in return for what you did?! You couldn’t take them tormenting you so you tried to sell 
the place!” 


“Stiles!” Derek and Peter came running out of the woods only to find Stiles attacking the 
landowner, the flickering image of the boy's true self showed clearly how little control he had. 
Lurching forward to stop the teen from doing whatever he might have set about to do, Derek 
wrapped an arm around the boy's middle and yanked him back, but Stiles didn’t let go so he ended 
up dragging the crying man too. “Damn it, Stiles, let go!” 


Peter ran forward just as startled as his nephew to find the succubus accosting the old man, 
shouting at him. The sight of the teen’s magic swirling around them was a sight to behold but now 
wasn’t the time to enjoy it. Derek had taken a hold of the boy but Stiles wasn’t letting go as he 
continued to shout at the man, struggling in Derek’s hold. Peter jerked forward grabbing the teen’s 
hands trying to get him to release the crying man. “Stiles let go. Let go!” 


Stiles shook his head, tears pouring down his own face as he bared his teeth at the sobbing man. 
“NO! He doesn’t get to get away with this!” 


Derek grit his teeth, whatever had set off Stiles wasn’t good he knew that but revealing what they 
were to the man wasn’t going to help things. “STILES!” He roared pulling on the teen only to 
grunt as they fell, the teen suddenly releasing the man. They fell to the ground Stiles sprawled 
backward across him as Peter dealt with containing the terrified sobbing human. Derek rolled to 
the side, letting go of Stiles and turning him to glare at the succubus whose black eyes stared back 


as the teen panted, fangs clearly on show. “Damn it, Stiles.” The teen was crying, his whole body 
shaking. Derek grabbed him even as he balked at it, hugging him tightly and growling. “Stay still.” 
He ordered with his Alpha voice, hoping that it might yet work on him. 


Peter sighed in relief when Derek roared as much as it felt horrendous to hear it again, it worked to 
startle Stiles into releasing the sobbing man. He left Derek to deal with the succubus as he grabbed 
the man by his shirt just as Stiles had, but this time from a crouched position as the second Stiles 
had been wrenched free of him the man had gone weak-kneed and collapsed to the ground. Peter 
tilted his head and following Stiles’ apparent train of thought asked. “What did you do?” The man 
blubbered back at him, shaking his head back and forth shaking like a leaf as he rambled. Peter 
growled, silencing him at once as the man stared wide-eyed with the realization that Stiles wasn’t 
the only predator there. “What did you do?” 


“T-I...I didn’t mean to.” Lie. “I didn’t, it was an accident.” Lie. “I loved her, I did.” 


Peter glared when his ears weren't fooled by the man's blubbering tale of woe. “What did you do to 
her?” 


“I-I...I just wanted to show her, show her that she should mind me...She was so...So reckless I just 
wanted to protect her.” Lie. 


Peter nodded his head as if he was agreeing with the man, he turned his head seeing Derek holding 
Stiles tightly against himself. Sighing, Peter called out to his nephew. “Derek.” The man met his 
gaze and Peter shook his head, the glare he got in return had Peter saying. “He saw Stiles.” There 
was no avoiding that truth, he might not have seen the wings or tail in person, but they’d all seen 
the boy’s glamour flicker. He’d seen the succubus’ shift, all-black eyes, and fangs. Ridge plates all 
along his nose and forehead, a demonic entity if ever there was one. 


“He saw Stiles and he knows who we are.” He knew their names, knew where they lived due to 
the reality papers. It was too high of a risk, even if the bastard was scared to death of them. Then 
the nail in the coffin, at least as far as Peter was concerned. “He murdered a girl and buried her in 
the woods, she’s the curse, Derek. He’s running from her punishment.” 


Derek swallowed tightly, he looked to the blubbering man who was going on and on about how it 
was an accident, that he loved her. He heard the lies clear as day even as he struggled to keep Stiles 
who was hissing and growling and shouting about how he’d murdered her, keeping the boy 
contained. Derek met his uncle's gaze and looked away, he clenched his jaw when he heard the 
man give a gargled noise, a chocked off gasp filled with fluid. The thump of the body hitting the 
ground was ignored through clenched eyes and a grinding jaw. Derek heard the man’s heart stop 
beating a few moments later, his eyes snapped open looking down when Stiles just stopped. 
Stopped screaming, fighting, everything as if the man's heart stopping was what freed the succubi 
from his anger-laden spell. The succubus had simply gone still in his arms. “Stiles?” 


“He left her to die.” 
Derek sighed, nodding his head on top of Stiles. “He’s gone, Stiles.” 


“He left her to die, alone.” The succubus shivered in the Alpha’s hold. “He just left her there in the 
woods.” 


Derek looked past the boy he was holding tight to, catching sight of his uncle dragging the man’s 
corpse. He frowned at it, there was no reason to bother they were out in the middle of nowhere, but 
Peter smiled with an evil glint on his face. 


“She wanted what she wanted Derek, she’s waited long enough and it's time she gets it.” Peter 
dragged the man a few feet into the underbrush, settled deep into the greenery surrounded by trees 
well within the property line. The wolf backed out ignoring the blood on his hands and nodding 
when he caught sight of the corpse being swallowed by the earth. He turned and made his way 
towards his nephew, crouching down to where they were sprawled in the dirt, he gave a sorrowful 
look to the succubus his nephew was cradling. Reaching out, ignoring the blood on his hand he 
stroked the boy's head. “It's done Stiles, she got what she needed.” 


Stiles sobbed, even Peter’s assurances that the woman might be at peace now, that the bastard was 
dead didn’t take away from the sensations he’d felt while in the woods. When they’d neared where 
the girl had been killed. Stiles couldn’t help but react the moment he thought of the man, the man 
who he knew had done that. Stiles had just known that he needed the man to pay, to admit to what 
he’d done, to admit that he was trying to run from her. Run from what he’d done, his shift had 
fallen into place so easily, his anger had fueled his magic so effortlessly. Demanding the man 
answered him, and he had. He’d answered Stiles, admitted to what he’d done before Derek stole 
him away, and left Peter to kill the bastard. 


Now, wrapped up in Derek’s arms Stiles felt nothing but empty. The girl was probably at peace 
now, now that her murderer was dead, but it wasn’t so easy for Stiles to let go of such terrible 
things and worst of all he was tired. He’d used a lot of energy doing what he did, sighing in 
Derek’s arms the succubus tiredly said. “I’m tired Derek, I want to go home.” 


Derek gritted his teeth, nodding his head he saw the concerned look his uncle gave the succubus 
and he felt the same. Hoping that the tiredness was just an emotional response and not something 
related to the boy using up his energy on the bastard. “Alright, let's go.” Derek was thankful that 
Peter stepped in to help as Stiles was slow in moving and Derek didn’t want to drop him as he tried 
to right them into a sitting up position. Stiles refused to meet their eyes, he stared over at the pool 
of blood that had been left from Peter slicing the man’s throat open. Derek with the help of Peter 
got the boy to his feet. He stumbled, Peter, catching him before giving Derek a darker look. 


Derek sighed and shook his head, they couldn’t do anything about Stiles using up the precious 
energy he had, not out in the woods. They drew Stiles over to the car, letting him lay across the 
seats rather than sit upright for the sake of the seat belt. Derek and Peter got into the front of the 
car, glanced to each other, to Stiles who was laying in the back resting, and then straight ahead as 
Peter drove them away from the scene they’d caused. 
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“Come on darling, time to clean you off a bit. My doorman might allow a lot of things, but blood- 
covered men aren’t one of them.” 


Stiles nodded, allowing Derek and Peter to help remove the blood that had been transferred onto 
him during the scuffle and afterward. It was amazing what wet wipes could do, Stiles was 
admittedly amused to know that the werewolf carried them in the trunk of his car, alongside towels 
and spare clothing. 


Stiles allowed the wolves to touch him, clean him up enough to see them not getting arrested when 
they entered Peter’s apartment complex. Their gentle touches were ignored, Stiles was too numb to 
feel the sense of revulsion that always accompanied flesh against flesh. His eyes drooped a bit, he 
was tired. Stiles’ eyes jerked open when his body was jerked, Peter caught him a concerned 


expression on the man’s face. Stiles gave a weak smile. “I’m tired.” 


“I know sweetheart, we’re nearly done.” He helped to balance Stiles in seating on the rim of the 
trunk of his car. He and Derek doing a final appraisal of themselves before Derek got Stiles tucked 
in close, an arm around the boy to support him as they walked. Peter closed his trunk and locked 
his car, the off-handed joke he passed the doormen were far more reserved as he trailed after Derek 
and Stiles. The elevator ride was done in silence, Stiles leaning against the wall as Derek kept his 
arm around him. 


The teen was silent, blinking sluggishly. Peter knew what this meant and given how his nephew 
looked back at him when he made to infer it in his own facial expression, he knew too. 
Disembarking on the highest floor the elevator went to, Peter silently reminded himself to pay for 
the damn repair bill for the elevator as now they were forced to go up flights of stairs. Stiles 
managed one before Derek caught him. 


“Stiles!” The teen groaned as the wolf caught him, Derek sent a sharp look to his uncle before 
scooping up the teen. Stiles fell still against him another small groan leaving him. 


“Come along nephew, we have a succubus to tuck into bed.” Peter pulled ahead of Derek and lead 
the way up to his floor, pushing the stairway door open and holding it open for Derek to get 
through with Stiles. He did the same with the apartment door after unlocking it. Neither wolf made 
a fuss about the residual blood that was smeared on the sheets as Derek settled Stiles inside his 
bedroom on the bed before pulling back. The wolves stared down at the teen for a moment before 
Peter reached out to pull the blankets on top of him. Turning away Peter stared out into the hall as 
Derek stared down at Stiles. “He needs to feed.” 


“T know.” 


Nodding, Peter walked out of the bedroom, leaving Derek to watch over the teen if he so chose. It 
was going to be a while before the succubus roused from expending so much energy and in the 
meantime, Peter was going to find some way to convince Stiles into feeding off of one of them in 
any way they could manage. 


KKK K KKK K ok 


Stiles opened his eyes, he stared blearily at the wall for a moment before his fog-filled mind began 
to piece together what had happened. Their little impromptu land hunt had been cut short by a 
cursed land plot and a murderer fleeing from the curse his victim had set upon him. On top of that 
Stiles had revealed what he and the wolves were, Peter had killed the man before they all left it 
behind. 


Stiles shifted in the bed, the warm blankets felt nice but the niggling sensation that he needed to be 
higher up still radiating throughout him. This time a bit stronger, he blamed the fatigue that 
anchored him down. He’d spent too much energy on the bastard, on demanding he speak the truth 
about death. Guess Peter and Derek were right about him having unique skills, but whatever good 
that might serve him wasn’t equitable to the exhaustion he felt. 


Stiles had always been hungry even after he’d fed off of the Alpha who would give its spark to 
Derek, it had settled though. A little better but as the days had gone by his hunger grew. Stiles 
figured he’d have a while longer before he was forced to deal with the wolves nagging about him 


feeding. Given how he felt now, Stiles knew the second he walked out that door it would be 
coming up. As much as he wanted to hate them for that, Stiles understood. 


Groaning as he sat up, Stiles threw the blankets off of himself and sighed. Sitting there upright on 
the edge of the bed, he tilted his head up to stare at the door. Why did it seem so very far away? 
Shaking his head slowly Stiles rose, stumbling a step before catching himself. Nodding when he 
managed to keep his footing, Stiles slowly made his way to the door opening it to make the short 
trip down the hallway. 


He found the wolves in the living room, silent. Peter in his armchair and Derek on the couch, 
neither man was doing anything. Stiles didn’t say a word to them as he walked around to sit on the 
opposite side of the couch. He could feel them staring but he refused to acknowledge it until he 
was comfortable or as comfortable as a starving sex demon could be. Stiles sighed. “So that 
happened.” 


“Indeed it did.” Peter watched the boy carefully, Stiles was holding up well but it was clear he was 
backtracking. He’d lost a lot of energy and he needed to replace it. “How do you feel?” 


“Tired.” Stiles knew there was no point in lying to the wolves, not only because they’d hear it but 
because he was too tired to even try to evade the questions. 


“We figured as much.” 


Stiles looked down at his hands which were still stained in blood, well at least they hadn’t tried to 
bathe him again. He was in desperate need of a shower though. 


“Stiles.” Derek’s voice was scratchy, he cleared his throat. “You... You used-” 


“A lot of energy?” Stiles gave a tired laugh at how Derek was trying to be sensitive to the issue. 
“Yeah, I know.” 


“And we need to discuss how to fix that.” Peter chimed in, giving the boy a poignant look. 


Stiles shrugged laxly as he leaned back on the couch, smirking when Derek covered his feet when 
he stretched out. He met the man’s concerned gaze and told him. “Somehow I don’t think you two 
kissing me is gonna do it, and I’m not interested in screwing you just because you’re conveniently 
placed.” 


Peter snorted at the pathetic excuse the teen was using to say why he wouldn’t use them as a food 
source. “Yes, I’m sure that’s what makes us so unattractive, our convenience.” 


Stiles smirked. “Would you rather I say you’re not my type?” 


“Darling we both know that’s not true.” The disgruntled look the succubus gave him had Peter 
grinning. “You do like the taste of us.” 


Derek sighed at his uncle's teasing. “Peter.” He growled telling the man to back off with just the 
utterance of his name. 


Peter hummed, he knew he was irritating Derek who was trying to be too passive with Stiles. Too 
reserved when it was clear that if given the chance the boy would avoid the topic at all costs. 
“Neither of us are saying that you have to go that far, darling.” 


“T m not blowing you either.” 


Peter chuckled at how sharply the boy added that to the list of things that were off the table. “Fair, 
but also not what I was suggesting.” 


Stiles scowled as he didn’t trust wherever Peter might be taking this conversation, but then again 
there was no good route in this conversation. “I’m warning you now, I will make it impossible for 
you to do anything with your ba-” 


“Stiles.” Derek coughed, sidetracking the threat the teen was giving his uncle's manhood. “We 
have to do something, but Peter’s right we don’t have to do...Anything like that.” 


Stiles huffed. “Fine, what’s your grand idea? Cause I’m sure itll be a great one.” He pointedly 
stared down Derek, but surprisingly the wolf didn’t back down. 


“What Peter did at the warehouse worked, maybe not as well as...Other stuff, but it worked.” 


“So you want to come on me,” Stiles stated flippantly, secretly enjoying how uncomfortable that 
made Derek. Let the wolf feel uncomfortable it wasn’t even a remote amount of what Stiles felt. 


“Yes,” Peter replied. “Exactly, only this time you’ll be awake and able to focus on pulling more 
energy through such an act.” The glare he got, had Peter muttering. “You know this is better than 
nothing and far better than pushing your boundaries in the physical sense.” 


Stiles snorted. “Yeah boundaries.” He didn’t have any of those anymore, you couldn’t when you’d 
fucked as many people as he had. He wasn’t saying no to screwing either of the wolves because he 
didn’t find them appealing or any such nonsense it was just that his feeding was so intrusive, 
invasive for himself and Stiles didn’t wish to taint his relationship with either man by resenting 
them for such things. No, he didn’t want that, so he cowardly looked away. “You said a wolf was a 
good choice right?” 


“Yes, we’re not easily fatigued and we heal at an increased rate compared to a human which means 
we’ ll recover our energy fast. A healthy wolf would be a far better food source than a human and 
give you more energy than they could.” 


Stiles nodded his head, swallowed, and then pulled his feet back from Derek to twist about and 
stand. He knew the wolves were confused by his sudden decision to get up during their 
conversation and that they no doubt thought he was running. He was, but not to shy away from the 
conversation now that he’d made his decision. “Find a wolf then it shouldn’t be hard when you say 
what I am. I’m gonna go shower, I still have blood on me.” Stiles hastily left the room, leaving two 
stunned wolves in his wake. 
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The rest of the day was spent in near-absolute silence, Stiles didn’t linger in the living room area 
choosing to rest in his room. It was easy to sleep with how tired he was, even if everything in his 
body said he wasn’t in his nest where it would be safe to do so. Stiles idly heard soft voices out in 
the main part of the apartment, Derek and Peter were arguing. Again. Stiles knew what it was 
about, him and more importantly him feeding. Sighing, the teen curled up on the covers and 
waited, sooner or later they’d stop again, figure out what they were going to do or fight again. 
Stiles knew that his simple order to find another wolf had to ‘hurt’ them in some way, a hit to their 
pride that he hadn’t chosen them. Neither of them could understand why Stiles would choose such 


a thing but then again they didn’t understand what it felt like to feed on someone. To feel utterly 
disgusted throughout and afterward, how much you hate yourself and the food source to an extent. 


Stiles didn’t want to build up any resentment towards the two men, it wasn’t their fault after all that 
Stiles needed to feed. It was just better all-around if Stiles didn’t associate them as food, even if 
that meant he’d soon be fucking another wolf. Stiles frowned as he thought about that, the Alpha 
had been his first wolf, not the best introduction Stiles admitted...But it brought about something 
that Stiles refused to let happen. Rising from his bed, the succubus made his way out into the 
living room where the two wolves were glaring at each other. They turned unanimously and 
without any words prior to this, Stiles asked. “Do all wolves have knots?” The sputtering that 
caused was amusing, but Stiles needed to know. When neither wolf offered up an answer he 
growled and said. “Hello?” 


Peter cleared his throat as it felt a tad tighter given the personal question. “Yes.” 


Stiles nodded his head to the answer he’d have plenty of time to think about that little piece of 
information but first, he looked back at them and said. “If I’m fucking a wolf they better not do 
that.” Then twisted about and left, the matter settled. 


Peter and Derek looked at each other, then sighed. “T1 call the Alpha from the club.” 
“Why?” Derek glared at the idea of having Stiles around another pack. 


“He was comfortable with them, they’re not complete strangers Derek...It might be the best way to 
go about doing this.” 


Derek didn’t think there was a right way of going about doing this but he nodded regardless, if 
Peter felt that contacting this pack was better for Stiles then fine. He’d let some wolf from a pack 
Stiles had sought shelter from come and fuck him. He gritted his teeth at the thought, having been 
ignorant to himself growling. 


“Derek.” Peter jolted his nephew from his angered haze. “This is what he wants and if it gets him 
to feed then that’s what we’ll do.” 


Derek turned away. “Just call them.” 


Peter gave a brief nod before rising to go and call the Alpha from his office, giving himself the 
illusion of privacy as he prepared to make a very awkward phone call. Negotiating the feeding of a 
succubus with one of the Alpha’s Betas. 


Back to the warehouse 


Chapter Summary 


The wolves are left to stand idly by while Stiles is fed by another wolf. 
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“Ts it okay to do things here?” Derek asked as he watched Stiles flop back onto the stack of 
blankets in the warehouse as if he was just there to relax. It was at least partly neutral ground, the 
pack Alpha that had consented to allow one of his Betas to feed Stiles was going to be present. Just 
like them, though neither would be inside witnessing the act. It was the best negotiation they could 
hope for, but Derek still wanted to make sure Stiles was comfortable, as much as possible. 


“Would you prefer we do it at the club?” Stiles muttered staring leisurely up at a very unsettled 
wolf. “Cause there you’d get a free show from center stage while waiting for me to get screwed.” 


Derek knew Stiles’ baiting comments were just his way of getting out his frustration, so he did his 
best not to take them to heart. “That’s more Peter’s thing.” 


Stiles snorted. “No shit, he’s definitely the voyeur type.” He smirked when Derek wrinkled his 
nose clearly unsettled to think about his uncle's sex life. Stiles leaned over when he heard the 
warehouse door open, Derek twisted around giving him a better view. Stiles smirked when he saw 
the Alpha all glares and hostile looks as two Betas stayed at his side. Chuckling at how unnerved 
everyone was when they all came to a standstill, Stiles called out. “Devon you get lucky with Shuri 
yet?” 


The Beta sighed, giving a dower look to the succubus. “Hello, Stiles.” 


The boy grinned at how annoyed the Beta managed to sound just in greeting him. “You here to 
fuck my brains out?” 


Devon grimaced. “No.” He pointed to the other Beta, Stiles trailed after his gesture. 
Stiles hummed, he recognized the wolf but they’d never spoken before. “Who are you?” 
“Caleb.” The wolf stated passively before glancing to his Alpha for instructions. 

“Let's see this is taken care of.” The Alpha, Marcus nodded down to Stiles. “Be careful.” 
Stiles snorted at the man’s concern. “I’ve been told you’re lot are sturdier.” 


“Be careful.” The Alpha growled again in warning. 


Stiles smiled at how Marcus glared at him for his little comment. “Have fun listening!” He waved 
as Devon and the Alpha left, leaving Peter and Derek to say ‘goodbye’. Peter gave a conflicted 
look to the succubus. “Will you be alright?” 


“Sure.” Stiles chirped. “What’s not to love about having a stranger fuck you?” He glanced to the 
now uncertain Beta. “No offense.” 


The wolf coughed. “None taken.” 


Stiles smiled back at Peter as if waiting for the man to say something else, the wolf shook his head 
and turned to leave. Stiles turned his attention to Derek, arching a brow. Both Peter and Derek had 
put up a small fight when it came to Stiles’ choice but once the negotiation went through they’d 
clammed up. 


Part of Stiles wanted to tell the wolf that everything would be alright, technically speaking Stiles 
would be fine it would just take a few days not to hate himself after he spent the rest of the night 
disgusted with the task of getting rid of the evidence from fucking the wolf. The other part of him 
wanted to make Derek as uncomfortable as he was about to be, but he managed to hold back by 
saying. “Unless you want to test your voyeur kink Pd leave.” 


Derek glared a moment before turning his sights to the Beta he flared his eyes knowing that if he 
growled the other Alpha would hear him threatening the man. “Be careful.” 


The Beta nodded his head. “I'll take care of him.” 


Derek clenched his jaw before adding. “Don’t knot him.” The confusion on the Beta’s face just had 
Derek more irritated. “Don’t.” He growled unable to stop himself. 


“I won’t.” The Beta swore, swallowing tensely at the threat of the Alpha. 
“Go away sourwolf.” 


Derek shot one last look to Stiles before leaving the warehouse he ignored the scowl the other 
Alpha gave him for ‘threatening’ his Beta. Derek leaned against a nearby wall, took a deep breath, 
and said nothing as Peter joined him. 


“Just try not to listen.” 
“How?” Derek growled even as they heard Stiles teasing the wolf with crude comments. 


Peter didn’t have an answer for that, there wasn’t much around them to focus their hearing on 
rather than the noises of what was about to take place in the warehouse. Having no real answer, 
Peter chose to reply. “Remember this is what he needs.” 


“That doesn’t make this any better.” Derek snarled. 


“No, but keeping Stiles around does.” 


KKK K KKK K ok 


Stiles swallowed as the man got undressed, Stiles was already naked though he wore his glamour 
to make it appear as if he wasn’t. The wolf was handsome, not in the same way that Peter and 


Derek were, but still handsome. More polished he supposed, probably from a life of living in the 
city rather than in the woods like the Hales had. He was toned, fit, and had a very pleasant body to 
look at and Stiles wouldn’t have minded the sight if it wasn’t for the fact that he knew why he was 
getting to ogle the man. Stiles took a shuddering breath when the werewolf finally was bare in 
front of him, already half-hard and looking at him as if waiting for some kind of cue. Stiles 
couldn’t help but snort. “What are you waiting for?” 


“You're dressed.” 
Stiles smirked allowing his glamour to fall enough to reveal that he was naked. “Am I?” 
The wolf smirked. “Nice trick.” 


“I try, now if you don’t mind I want this to be over with as fast as possible, sorry about that but I’m 
sure yov’ ll enjoy yourself regardless.” Stiles quipped, seeing how the man shifted on his feet as if 
he wasn’t sure what to do with that Stiles sighed. Right, it wasn’t this guy's fault that Stiles hated 
this, wasn’t his fault that he needed this. “Just...Come on.” He waved his hand inviting the man to 
come down to his level on the pile of blankets. 


The wolf was cautious as he approached, stretching out a hand to touch Stiles as if he feared some 
kind of reprimand. Stiles just gave a strained smile, the wolf seemed to relax when he didn’t flinch 
away despite wanting to. The man slowly covered him, Stiles leaning back into the blankets and 
feeling the man’s hand trail down his body a tantalizing sensation of gentle fingertips ghosting his 
flesh and sparking goosebumps. Stiles swallowed tightly, looking down a bit only to breathe harder 
as he saw the man’s hardening cock inches from touching his own flesh as it hung heavy between 
them. 


Stiles nodded back to the wolf, watching as the man reached down and began to fist himself, 
getting himself harder in preparation for fucking him. Stiles stayed laying passively as the man 
pleasured himself, his breaths were a little harder now from the stimulus of masturbating above 
Stiles. The succubus gently spread his legs, feeling all the world more like a whore, bare and open. 
His body was hot, eager and Stiles was forced to give a small nod to the wolf when the man 
groaned and let go of his cock ready to take things further. 


Stiles took a steadying breath as the wolf laid down his hips brushing Stiles' own as the wolfs 
stroked himself one last time before lining himself up with Stiles’ quivering cunt. Stiles felt the 
throbbing in his pussy how flush with blood it was, how eager it was to be penetrated. Stiles bit his 
lip when it got what it wanted, the Beta’s cock slowly sheathing itself in him. Stiles gasped his 
head canting back as bit by bit he was filled. The man’s hard cock sliding through him for what 
seemed like forever, deeper and deeper until Stiles was sure there was no end to it. 


He grunted when the man bottomed out inside him. The hot presence of the man’s hard flesh 
pressing into his fluttering sex making Stiles whine. The wolf was a little breathless after pushing 
inside him and Stiles knew it was because of how hot he was, how much his cunt spasmed around 
the mans twitching cock. How eager it was to feel the man come inside it, Stiles spread his legs 
wider, giving the wolf more room to work with as he pulled back for the first time before thrusting 
forward. 


Stiles grunted the air knocked from him as the wolf sighed, closing his eyes Stiles took shuddering 
breath after shuddering breath as he felt every inch of the man’s cock slip free only to surge back 
into him. Spearing his sensitive pussy open upon it, sending shocks of sensations that made Stiles 
want to recoil but he couldn’t do that as each time he tried to find his breath to move it was thrust 
out of him by the cock carving its way into his core. 


Stiles groaned as the wolf began to pick up the pace, his hips speeding up as he thrust harder into 
Stiles panting above the succubus who was gritting his teeth with every surge of the man’s heated 
flesh. The sensation of the man’s precome beginning to flow in fervent bouts, streaking across the 
interior walls of his cunt had Stiles breathing harder. That was just the beginning, just a taste of 
what was to come, and his body loved it. 


His body quivered around the man’s cock, urging him to fuck Stiles harder, to get deeper. The 
succubus couldn’t help but notice that the wolf figured that out all without Stiles saying a word. 
The wolf growling down at him as his hand grasped Stiles' hip and arched into him, Stiles gasped 
as the man's cock thrust deep, crashing into his cavern with such force before pulling back 
dragging every sensation it could cause in the succubus with it only to push back in place as the 
wolf rutted into him. 


Stiles was panting, sweating as the wolf was continuing to fuck him, his speed and strength coming 
out the longer they went at it. Stiles was making small whines and grunts as he was fed the man’s 
twitching cock, he felt every motion it made, every droplet of pre-come that was smeared across 
the interior of his pussy. Stiles shifted anxiously when he felt the growing sensation of the wolf's 
knot, the presence of that bulb of flesh that was promising his body what it wanted. The wolf was 
growling just as often as Stiles was groaning, bending to the wolf's will as the man hitched himself 
in tighter against the succubus whose legs were wide open, allowing the wolf to slide home in 
fervent thrusts. Quick snaps of the wolf's hips made the man’s cock bury itself in hasty jerking 
motions that barely gave Stiles time to breathe before the next one was robbing his breath. He was 
being folded over as the wolf loomed above him, his cock driving down into the tight heat that 
Stiles’ cunt had to offer. 


Stiles whined, shifting on the man’s cock as he felt the man’s knot starting to rise, it kissed the lips 
of his cunt. Teasing him as it began to fight for entrance, Stiles tossed his head back and forth he 
knew Derek had told the wolf what he had said was off-limits but feeling it there. Resting with 
each downward thrust and grind of the Beta’s hips had Stiles gasping in untainted revulsion to 
what it promised, what it could do if it slipped inside. It was trying, with every cant of the man's 
body it was nursed on by Stiles heated flesh. Probing the man’s flesh open to suckle on it and 
riling the wolf into harder thrusts. Stiles whined shifting about to try and get the wolf to pull back 
some, to not thrust so deep. It hurt, feeling the man’s cock pierce that hard, that far inside him. Its 
crown smashing into his swollen walls over and over again, driving a sharp pain that Stiles’ body 
tried to pass off as pleasure but wasn’t. 


Stiles cried out as the man jerked forward sharper, the wolf's flexing cock battering his sensitive 
walls as the man’s knot slid inside for just a moment before being pulled back. Stiles panted 
opening his eyes to see the man’s shifted face, the golden eyes as the man clenched his teeth into a 
grimaced snarl while fucking him. They stared back at each other as Stiles grunted taking every 
furious stroke as the man’s cock invaded his body. Stiles swallowed tensely grimacing as the man's 
knot slid inside against his wishes only to pop back out as the man jerked back to get more 
momentum for his next thrust. Stiles winced as the action was repeated, he could feel it getting 
bigger, harder and with every thrust, he feared the wolf might ignore Derek’s order. He gasped 
when the wolf began to groan, sharper thrusts where he stayed firmly inside the succubus for 
longer periods, as did his knot. 


Stiles shook his head. “Don’t.” He managed to gasp, groaning as the man growled and fucked 
down as if to make Stiles submit. The succubus whined as the knot pressed hard into him, straining 
against his sensitive opening as it was growing too large to press in easily. Stiles gave a small sob 
as it was forced in and then yanked out, the stretch unbearable when combined with the repeated 
invasion of his sex with every violent thrust the cock pierced him with. 


Stiles’ eyes widened when the man upon pulling back to thrust back home growled as the knot 
sealed itself outside of the succubus’ body. Stiles despite how horrible everything felt already 
sighed in relief. That relief didn’t last long as the wolf rutted continuously into him, harder. Stiles 
bit his lip, fangs piercing his own flesh and spilling blood down his chin, down the side of his 
cheeks as he tilted his head side to side trying to ride out the wolf's furious rutting. 


The man’s cock was throbbing inside him, twitching eagerly to spread the man’s seed into him. 
The man’s knot was pushing hard against Stiles’ entrance trying to get inside despite it being far 
too large. Each drag of the man’s cock, every thrust in just rose to a new crescendo of Stiles’ pain. 
He closed his eyes while biting through his lip, he felt the change in the wolf. Felt the sudden tilt of 
his hips as he crashed down driving his cock in deep grinding as if to keep himself sealed there 
before he howled. Stiles groaned as that first heavy pulse of come entered him, it felt so good. It 
felt horrible, it was warm, splashing against his sore walls. The succubus grunted as the wolf 
pulled back to drive forward all the while sending great pulses of seed throughout the boy’s cunt. 
Sending larger bursts of the hot liquid when it bottomed out pressed hard against the swollen cunts 
wall. 


Stiles whined as he felt a sharp burst of seed spatter into the depths of his core. It was coming, 
more and more, hotter and hotter as it filled him. Slid deeper still, filling him up in a bottomless 
sensation of needing more. Stiles canted tilted his head back his fangs coming out of his lip as he 
gave a cry at another violent thrust from the growling wolf. A great burst of heat filling him up just 
as the damn broke. Stiles’ eyes fluttered as the man’s seed filled him, the man’s energy flowing 
with every thrust thereafter, every burst of hot seed penetrated him. Flooding him full of the wolf, 
satiating his hunger as the wolf whined and fucked harder still. Trying to drive himself further, 
cock twitching as it spewed its large load into the whining succubus. Stiles managed to hold out as 
the violent thrusts continued, as more and more come spewed deep into his core where his body 
sang of its presence. But then as it continued, never-ending, the wolfs rutting and more come 
entering him pressing deep into him as the energy came steadily Stiles groaned and fell still. 


The wolf whined above the limp form continuing to fuck the succubus throughout its orgasm, 
burying itself deep and grinding punishingly as it filled the man’s spasming cunt full of himself. It 
lasted quite a while the drawing sucking sensation of the pussy sheathed around his spewing cock, 
the sensation of his energy being pulled with every generous helping of his seed had the wolf 
groaning in pleasure. 


KKK KK KK 


Derek growled as he heard the wolf have its way with Stiles, heard every whine and groan the 
succubus gave. Heard the frantic slapping of flesh just as clear as the howl the wolf gave as it 
came. The succubus gasping turned into a sharp cry, various whining flowing as the wolf grunted 
into the teen's body. 


Peter was sure he’d bite off his own damn tongue as he listened to the sordid affair going on inside 
the warehouse. The noises that Stiles was making, the sounds of the rutting wolf, the crystal clear 
noises of the wolf fucking the succubus’ body until he reached his inevitable completion. The 
howl, the knowledge that the wolf was coming deep inside Stiles as the succubus cried out from 
the sensation of being filled. Peter clenched his jaw, he sent a sharp look to the Alpha and Beta 
who were talking casually as if they weren’t listening to the defilement of the boy inside, as if it 
was nothing remarkable. Peter took one step only to have his elbow grasped. Hard. He winced 


looking back at Derek who’s eyes were flared red. 
“No.” 


Peter grimaced but nodded, staying submissive to his Alpha he leaned back against the wall. 
Swallowing against his dry throat as they were both forced to listen to the wolf finish what they’d 
called him there to do. All Peter could think of was getting the teen home, back into their den, 
smelling of them and not the wolf rutting into his body at that very moment. Of helping the teen 
clean himself as much as possible as he knew that the boy would need that most. He glanced to 
Derek unsure if his nephew had thought that far ahead or not, regardless Peter would take care of 
things alone if he had to. Their priority was Stiles, facing whatever painful aftermath this caused 
the teen. 


KK KK KKK K 


Stiles felt the sordid drag of the half-hard cock as it pulled back only to push forward once more a 
small burst of come entering his already full belly before the agonizing drag came to an end. The 
hard flesh pulling back, sliding disgustingly free of his body in a slick suction as the man’s seed 
clung heavily to them both. Stiles whined as his body hated this, hated being empty, it wanted 
more even as Stiles wanted to hide away from the world. It wanted the wolf to rut home and bury 
even more of itself there, harder, deeper. Fill him up with everything he had. Stiles gave a small 
sob as he twisted aside now that the man was free of his body, now that his wide gaping sex was 
no longer being thrust into and he could close his legs as the wolf left him. 


Twisting over the succubus sobbed as everything hurt, everything felt vile. Wrong. He was coated 
in the man's scent in such a cloying oppressive way. It was buried deep inside him, farther than he 
could ever hope to drag out. His seed was spilling steadily from his well-used cunt, his swollen lips 
unable to contain the amount of it as it slid down his channel to coat his inner thighs liberally. 
There was still so much more, deep inside. Stiles wrapped an arm around his belly protectively 
whether to shield it from any further torment or to guard the generous load the wolf had supplied 
him with he wasn’t sure. His succubus side was feeling glorious, sated yet still eager for more, 
Stiles couldn’t handle more. 


He buried his head into the blankets even as he heard the wolf rise and get dressed. Stiles felt 
ashamed as he lay there naked, sprawled bare dripping the man’s seed all the while wishing he’d 
continue yet hoping this was the last time he’d be forced to do this. The contradiction hurt, not as 
much as his abused body but it still hurt. 


Stiles didn’t catch the sound of the wolf leaving, or the sound of the hasty steps of his pack as they 
ran forward to try and take care of him. Stiles was too focused on laying there curled up hating 
himself. It was foggy but he heard his name, it was shrugged off until someone touched him. His 
body sang of happiness, eager for another feeding but Stiles lashed out he couldn’t take more. His 
claws sank into flesh as he hissed violently only to be wrangled into the blankets. 


“Stiles stop!” Derek grimaced as his cheek healed, far too close to his eyes to be comfortable but he 
and Peter hadn’t accounted for a violent reaction. Though it really shouldn’t have surprised them 
given how the wolf had come outside to tell them the obvious that it was done and that the boy was 
upset by it all. Between the two of them, they managed to get Stiles clawed hands restrained. 


Peter held tightly to them when he transferred the wrist he’d controlled, leaving Derek able to 


reach down and grasp the boy's face in his hands trying to reason with him. “Stiles it's us, it's just 
us. It's over.” Derek didn’t dare look down at the teen’s body, he’d seen enough when they ran 
inside. He smelled enough now to know how the event went, yet Stiles refused to open his eyes 
and was giving great sobs and cries that tore at him. 


Staring back eyes roving over the creature that they’d been trying to save, Derek lunged forward 
sealing his lips around Stiles’ even as he heard Peter demand to know what he thought he was 
doing. Derek kissed Stiles like he always did, gentle yet forcefully there. Derek sighed when he 
pulled back breathing sharply down as Stiles' mouth came open the pair exchanging breath as 
Stiles stared up tearfully at him. Derek swalllt'sd. “Its us.” 


Stiles sobbed at the sight of Derek, the other wolf hadn’t tried to kiss him and Stiles was grateful 
for that so when he’d suddenly been grabbed again the fear that the wolf wasn’t sated had Stiles 
reacting violently even if his body was hoping for a repeat performance. But lost in his own haze of 
bitter resentment and horrified knowledge of what had happened Stiles was shocked by the press of 
lips onto his own. But not just lips, he knew this kiss, these lips so when he’d opened his eyes to 
see Derek inches in front of him Stiles had given a small whimper. Derek was there, Derek was 
there with him. “Der-” 


“T m right here and so is Peter.” The wolf nodded frantically when Stiles glanced about, his gaze 
shot up to where his wrists were held into the blankets by the other wolf. 


“Sorry for the brisk hold darling.” Peter smiled gently as he released the boy's wrists. “You 
weren’t’ quite up to visitors.” 


Stiles hiccuped but nodded as he slowly pulled his arms down tucking them in close to his body, 
looking back to Derek the teen said in a desperate voice. “I want to go home.” 


“We’re going home,” Derek promised him, gently stroking the man’s cheek with his thumb as he 
belatedly realized that he was still holding the man’s face in his hands. He wasn’t sure if Stiles was 
aware of this, but he wasn’t about to bring it up. “Stay still alright?” Stiles nodded and with Peter’s 
help, they wrapped the blanket around the succubus to help shield him from the fact that he was 
naked. Derek picked up him and headed for the warehouse door Peter already going off ahead to 
get the car ready. Stiles buried his head into Derek’s chest when they came outside, the air was so 
much clearer there. Not layered in the oppressing scents of the rutting wolf Stiles had just had sex 
with. Stiles knew the wolf pack was still there, he felt as much. He didn’t dare look, just hid against 
Derek closed his eyes, and cried. 


Derek climbed into the back, never loosening his hold on Stiles as Peter got into the car after a 
brief conversation with the other Alpha. Technically speaking Derek should have done that as their 
packs Alpha, but somehow Derek didn’t think the other Alpha would take offense to his break in 
protocol. When Peter joined them in the car neither wolf said a thing through their gazes did meet 
in the rearview mirror. It was a long drive home, filled with nothing but the sounds of Stiles' small 
sobs against Derek’s chest. 


Derek leaned his head down tucking it into the top of Stiles’ head. “When we get home you need 
to glamour yourself, can you do that?” Stiles gave a few more sobs before nodding against his 
head. “It's only for a short while Stiles, just a little bit and then we’ll be back in the apartment.” 


“O-Okay.” 


Derek lifted his head cradling the succubus as he told Peter. “Convincing your doorman that 
nothing is wrong even when he uses the glamour is gonna be tough.” 


Peter hummed, Derek wasn’t wrong there. Stiles’ glamour might hide the sorry state he was in, but 
the presence of the blanket and the sobbing boy wouldn’t go over well. “I'll distract him while you 
duck in.” 


“How?” 
Peter looked up to meet his nephew’s gaze and smiled. “I have my ways, just get him upstairs.” 


Derek didn’t argue, he didn’t really care what Peter had to do to make this possible it just would 
have been convenient to know what. The rest of the car ride was done in utter silence other than the 
crying succubus. When Peter pulled his car into the reserved spot, the Beta got out and opened the 
car door for Derek. He smiled sadly at Stiles reaching out to stroke the boy's hair. “TIl be up in a 
minute darling, quiet now.” 


Stiles sniffled but dutifully tried to silence himself it was far harder given how revolting he felt. 
How dirty and violated he felt. He turned harder into Derek’s chest and flared his glamour to make 
himself at least appear somewhat normal, not as naked for sure. The rest he tuned out, all he 
wanted was to be safe in Peter’s apartment where all it smelled like was them. Though he resented 
the fact that he was bringing the scent of the other wolf on his skin into the sanctity of their home. 
That couldn’t be helped, and Stiles fully intended to shower and rid himself as much as he could of 
the filth that was leftover from his feeding. He needed to get it out of him, all of it though he knew 
that was impossible, Stiles would settle for relieving the horrendous sensation of the man’s seed 
shifting inside him, slowly trailing down his channel. Stiles swallowed, if he had eaten or drank 
anything he would have lost it by now. Stiles' dark thoughts drifted upon the first breath he gave 
inside their home, the air swarmed with nothing but them and Stiles shuddered in Derek’s hold. 


“We’re home Stiles.” Derek headed straight for the bathroom even as he felt Stiles nod against 
him. Remembering what Peter had said before he bypassed the guest path and headed into the 
master suite and into Peter’s bathroom. The tub there was going to be used, but first a shower. 
Derek swallowed as he realized he’d have to set Stiles down to get things ready. Looking down at 
the teen who was doing all he could to bury himself inside Derek the wolf found it hard to distress 
him further. Still, he had to the wolf reasoned, staying as he was would just upset Stiles more than 
being set down. “Stiles, I gotta put you down to get the shower ready.” He felt the small nod as the 
teen cried into his shirt. Crouching down Derek reluctantly began to part from the succubus, Stiles 
curled over himself hugging himself tightly. “I'll be right back,” Derek promised before he hurried 
to turn on the shower, setting it to hot before twisting about a growl already rising in his throat 
when he sensed someone else near the vulnerable succubus. He sighed when Peter gave him a 
knowing look before kneeling to speak with Stiles. 


Derek took a calming breath before stripping out of his shirt before taking off his shoes, socks, and 
then his pants. Leaving himself in nothing but his underwear Derek joined Peter near the crying 
succubus. “I’m gonna help you get into the shower.” Stiles looked up meeting his eyes a look of 
utter misery on his face. “Come on, P1 he-” 


“Please don’t.” Stiles hiccuped, shaking his head as he wiped his cheek on his shoulder trying to 
make himself smell like him and not the wolf. “P-Please just go.” 


Derek frowned watching the teen his eyes raking over the boy's tense form, the boy's pleading eyes 
begging him to just leave. “Stiles...Can you even stand?” 


Stiles hiccuped and nodded, he’d managed before he could manage now and it was a far better 
outcome than having either wolf help with such a thing. “I-P Il be fine.” He gave a mirthless 
chuckle. “Been there done that right?” 


“Don’t,” Derek growled at the teen. “Don’t...Don’t joke about this. We just want to help.” 


Stiles shook his head burying his chin into his arms that held his knees tightly to his chest. “You 
can’t.” 


“But we can darling, even if it's just being here.” Peter reached out to stroke the boy's hair only to 
still his hand when Stiles flinched turning his face away. Peter let his hand fall slack at his side. 
“T m sorry.” 


“T-It’s fine... lI be fine.” Stiles sniffled, clearing his throat as he did his best to try and be strong. 
“T m fine.” He smiled wearily at the wolves. “So...Please, just...Go.” 


Peter sighed every instinct in him and no doubt his nephew as well said to stay beside the boy. 

That their pack member needed them and it was clear Stiles did, yet he was trying so very hard to 
do this alone when he didn’t have to. There was no surprise there, the boy was highly independent 
even when something as horrendous as dealing with the aftermath of his feeding was about to 
befall him. “We’ll be right outside if you need us,” Peter promised with a faint smile. “Do you need 
help getting to your feet before we leave?” Stiles shook his head. “Alright.” Peter stood and with a 
shake of his head to his nephew said. “Come along Derek, leave the boy to his shower.” 


Derek gritted his teeth he wanted to stay, not only to be near Stiles because everything said he 
needed to be there. He wanted to be there, but because the teen clearly needed help. Stiles was 
asking them to go and he knew he needed to respect that even when it felt wrong. “We’ll be right 
outside.” He mirrored what Peter had said as he climbed to his feet, forcing himself to leave even 
as he heard every little noise Stiles made while on the floor. Derek pulled the bathroom door shut 
behind him and joined Peter in sitting on the man's bed. They sat there listening to see if Stiles 
would get up on his own, while they waited Derek said. “This isn’t happening again.” 


Peter swallowed, although he agreed with his nephew wholeheartedly Stiles still needed to eat, 
given the meal he just had the teen would be alright for a week or two even if that meant he was 
technically starving himself. Time enough for them to work on things. “No more strangers.” 


Derek looked over to his uncle and saw Peter shake his head, sighing the wolf twisted his head 
sharply when they both heard Stiles try to rise only to fall with a small cry. Derek growled, his 
hands clenching tightly into fists, his claws biting into himself. He only relaxed when Stiles proved 
that he could get to his feet a few minutes later, they heard the sounds of the teen walking to the 
shower, the sound of the shower curtain being pulled aside and then closed. They heard the loud 
wailing of the teen as he was forced to face what he was yet again. 


Let's leave yesterday in the past 


Chapter Summary 


The wolves have returned home, but Stiles adamant to care for himself gets lost inside 
his own head leaving the wolves to step in. A new development occurs leaving a spark 
of hope in Stiles. 


Chapter Notes 


I hope you all enjoy this week's chapter, as sleep-deprived as I am at the moment I 
managed to get it done so yay me. Fair warning there is some graphic content at the 
beginning of the chapter. 


There was a lot, so much more than even Stiles had expected. The Alpha he’d fucked in the green- 
way was bad but it was clear he hadn’t ‘finished’ whereas the Beta had. His thighs were covered in 
the man’s seed as it slid free from his swollen pussy. Stiles grit his teeth as he fed his fingers 
between clenched thighs, leaning his forehead on the wall as his other hand braced himself bent 
above his head as his whole body shuddered the moment he touched himself. Stiles gasped as his 
fingers touched the swollen lips, even being as gentle as he was it hurt to spread them. They were 
tired like the rest of him, and if Stiles had to guess stretched thin after the wolf's knot had speared 
itself into him. Stiles sobbed as he remembered that sensation, of the large protrusion the wolf had 
and how it had pierced through his hole forcing it open wider than just the man’s cock. 


Stiles shook his head as he let his fingers touch the swollen opening, gently spreading it with two 
fingers while hissing at the stretch as the tired muscles begged for rest. Stiles drew his fingers 
deeper, passing the sore opening to sink into the lush wet heat of his cunt. Stiles swallowed the 
gorge that rose in his throat as he felt the heavy thick seed of the wolf shift as he drew some out 
with crooked fingers. He panted as the man’s semen trailed down his thighs free of his tight cunt 
before his fingers delved back inside to begin the process all over again. Stiles sobbed as he 
repeated the horrible process of ridding himself of the Beta’s spending inside him. 


No matter how far he pushed his fingers, how desperate he was to be rid of it all there seemed to be 
no end to it. The wolf had so much and the succubus’ body refused to let go of it all. Stiles freed 
more and more come from his quivering sex, the sharp points of pain as his fingers abused already 
sore muscles just brought about pained hisses until at the end of it all Stiles sobbed openly as he 
dragged his fingers free of his pained core. 


There was so much still left inside, he felt it but couldn’t reach it. It was too deep, trapped inside 
him. Stiles felt where it settled in his belly, a swathed warmth that felt heavy and firm. His body 
was pleased with its presence inside it, thrilled that he was full of the wolfs come. Holding tight to 
every drop it had managed to steal away from Stiles’ probing fingers. 


Stiles let his hand come to rest on his stomach, to rest on the sensitive flesh that guarded that 
horrible place inside him. Where the Beta’s seed was left for him to feel for the coming days, 


Stiles grit his teeth tears falling down his face as he resented this new body. He hated everything 
about it and its needs. Hated feeling the sensation of wrongness when a man thrust into him deeply 
that it sang pleasure his body loved but he refused to accept. The feeling of a man shooting his seed 
deep inside him, warm, thick, and potent as it was cradled deep within him. Guarded fiercely by his 
body that relished holding onto it to be used however his body saw fit. Resting tight below his 
belly that quivered as he gave sharp pants, his eyes opening wide when he stared down at his belly 
in newfound horror. 


The Dryad, she’d said...Succubus could get pregnant. He could get pregnant and the wolf... There 
was so much, so much seed inside him. So much of the wolfs come his body refused to relinquish 
Stiles didn’t feel the pain of his claws sinking into his belly, he was too busy staring at the floor 
and panting in horror to the realization that even if he wasn’t able to be pregnant now someday a 
man would fuck him and that horrible sensation of his body holding tight to every drop of it would 
mean something far darker. The sensation now that his body was so happy to hold onto it, to keep 
the wolfs come inside him proved that. It wanted this, it wanted to fuck and to breed an- 


“Stiles!” Stiles jerked sideways wincing at a sharp pain as his hand was ripped from his belly. 
Stiles lost his balance only to crash into someone, he gasped struggling a bit to re-orientate himself. 
“Wha-” He looked about to see both of the wolves shifted, Derek was holding him to his chest 
while Peter held his wrist. Stiles blinked confused by their sudden presence when he’d so clearly 
told them to go away and let him handle things. 


“Darling what were you thinking?” 


“What?” Stiles followed the bright blue eyes to his stomach only to hiss, oh... Okay, now he saw 
why they’d stormed in there. “Ow.” That’s really all one could saw when having realized that the 
pain that he was suddenly feeling full force wasn’t from him fucking the wolf, it was from burying 
his own claws into his sensitive belly. Stiles jerked back when Peter tried to touch him there. 
“DON’T!” Stiles pulled away his other arm coming to wrap around his belly until the wolf assured 
him. 


“I won’t touch.” Peter frowned but nodded when the succubus gave him a fitful look, scared that he 
was lying. “I won’t.” 


Stiles swallowed, nodding his head as he moved his arm away as he looked back down at the 
wounds he’d managed to carve into himself. The wounds he’d made because he was so focused on 
the horrors of what might happen in the future. “I-I didn’t mean to.” 


“Honey, you dug your claws into yourself, I don’t see how you couldn’t.” 


Stiles jerked his head up staring at Peter and then chancing a look at Derek who still had an arm 
wrapped around him, pressing them close together chest to chest. “But I didn’t...I didn’t feel it at 
all.” Derek gave him a short nod, clearly seeing that he wasn’t lying. Stiles allowed himself to stare 
back at his belly where he knew the wolf's seed still rested beneath. Had he somehow foolishly 
thought to carve it out of himself? Surely that wouldn’t work and even if it did it would be painful. 
“T-I didn’t know.” 


“T think it's time we rinse you off and then you can sit in the bath.” 


Stiles gave a dull nod, allowing Derek to take him into the shower as Peter left them to prepare the 
bath. Stiles leaned heavily onto the Alpha and muttered over and over again about how he didn’t 
know he’d done that, that he hadn’t meant to. 


Derek just kept assuring him that it was fine, gently helping the succubus to bathe any traces left of 


the wolf from his skin. Using some of Peter’s shampoo to rinse his hair clean before after a final 
spray of water to clear the last of the soap from his body, Stiles stepped out of the shower. Peter 
was waiting smiling gently before he motioned to the bath. “It should be plenty hot, it'll help your 
muscles.” 


Stiles just nodded, he was sure that would be the case. They ached horribly, his body thoroughly 
used as he was fed. Climbing over the edge of the tub sucked but sinking into that heat felt 
amazing, other than the stinging sensation he got from it hitting the self-inflicted wounds. But once 
he was laying back in the heat Stiles allowed himself to relax. He tilted his head to the side, seeing 
both of the wolves seated there, watching him. Stiles hummed tiredly and despite pretty aware of 
the answer, asked. “I didn’t kill him right?” 


Peter snorted at the boy's concerns. “No, he was quite alright.” 


Stiles nodded his head, he could vaguely remember the man rising and going outside but 
everything was hazy, cloudy and for all he knew that might have been Peter or Derek. “That’s 
good.” 


Peter frowned at the boys’ assessment of his treatment of the wolf. “How are you? Was he rough 
with you?” Peter ignored the dark growls that left his nephew, not the nicest of questions to ask the 
succubus, especially not in front of Derek but Peter wished to know if he needed to arrange an 
accident. 


“I-I don’t think so.” Stiles frowned before he said. “It wasn’t like the Alpha.” He saw Peter give 
him a small smile so he supposed he’d said something to make the wolf feel better about tonight. “I 
honestly don’t know how it's supposed to be for wolves.” 


Peter chuckled at such a contemplative question. “It's no different than any other species Stiles, 
sure we’re a little wilder but most wolves have an instinct not to hurt their partners.” 


“Oh.” Stiles hadn’t been aware of that, but then again up until the Alpha he hadn’t known knots 
were a thing. “I don’t think he did anything to hurt me.” Then again, his previous thought about 
knots reminded him. “He...” Stiles blushed a bit looking away unable to meet either of the men’s 
gaze. 


“He what?” Derek growled at the boy’s sudden refusal to say what he had in mind. “What did he 
do?” 


Stiles opened his mouth, closed it as he thought about how to say things, and then finally said. “I-I 
think he wanted to knot me...But I kinda said don’t and I think he figured out that he wasn’t 
allowed to do it.” 


“He was going to knot you?!” Derek snarled he’d explicitly told the idiot not to do that. 


“Derek, calm.” Peter warily told his nephew the last thing they needed was Derek going off to start 
a pack war. “It was just instinct, he stopped when Stiles said so.” Peter gave a glance to the 
succubus as if to ask him to corroborate his story but the teen wasn’t looking at him. “Isn’t that 
so?” 


Stiles bit his lip a moment, he didn’t want to start trouble but he also knew they’d hear the lie. “He 
stopped himself.” Truth. “But he didn’t...Didn’t really hold back using it.” 


Peter sighed, wonderful. He grabbed Derek by the shoulder, letting his claws dig in to ground the 
man. He gave the Alpha’s red eyes a glare of his own. “It's done.” He reminded his nephew, going 


into that club to kill the wretch who decided to push the boundaries of Derek’s orders wouldn’t 
help them. It would just see an entire pack hunting for them. “It’s done Derek, we have more 
pressing things to worry about.” His voice tilted, gaining Derek’s attention in more than anger. 


Peter turned his attention away from his nephew who was fighting to regain some control over 
himself, the Beta looked down into the water to see the deep puncture wounds the succubus had 
left on himself. When they’d smelled blood they hadn’t bothered to knock and Peter was glad for 
it, whether or not Stiles intended to do that he could have lost touch of reality further and 
eviscerated himself. Blowing out a steady breath, the wolf had to ask. “Why don’t you want us 
touching your belly?” 


Stiles looked up sharply upon hearing the question, it wasn’t surprising to hear Peter be curious 
about that. After all, he’d told the wolf a couple times now not to touch him there. Biting his lip 
looking down at the flesh he moved his hand stilling when he heard twin growls. He smiled at how 
protective they were, fearful that he meant to hurt himself. Stiles didn’t have any plans to do that, 
he gently laid his hand on the sensitive flesh. Swallowing tightly he gave a small hitched breath 
before saying. “It's in there.” 


“It?” 
Stiles grit his teeth. “Him.” 


Peter breathed sharply through his nose now that he understood. “Does it hurt?” Even as he asked 
he saw his nephew reached out and despite Stiles’ issues with them touching laid his bare hand on 
the boy's shoulder. Stiles jumped hissing at the sharp movement but by the time he turned to see 
what Derek was doing touching him the aches in his body faded. Stiles hummed in a pleasant way 
slouching on the tub with a heavy sigh as his body relaxed. 


Peter smirked at what his nephew had done even before Stiles had managed to answer him. “Did it 
hurt?” 


Stiles opened his eyes as the question was asked again, oh right, Derek was taking his pain and that 
was kinda like a good shot of morphine. He felt relaxed, soothed from any aches and pains that 
were left from his feeding. “Not now it doesn’t.” 


Derek snorted at the bland retort. “Nothing hurts right now.” He retracted his hand when he’d 
taken the boy's pain, it would return slowly but at least for a while the boy would be relieved of it. 


Stiles gave a pleased hum. “True, but it's gone for now.” 
“And you're still avoiding the question darling.” 


Stiles gave Peter an annoyed look, but the wolf wasn’t fazed. “It's...” Stiles looked down to where 
his hand lay over the sensitive tissue. “It feels tight, uncomfortable cause there's... There’s no room, 
it's just. Pull.” Stiles frowned, looking away from the reminder of what he was he stared at the far 
wall. “I hate it, feeling this... There’s nothing I can do to stop it. There’s always a horrible feeling, 
m-my body is so relieved, pleased about it and I hate it. I hate it!” Stiles jerked when Peter’s hand 
startled him by sinking into the water to grab his wrist pulling his hand away with a somber look. 


“That’s enough sweetheart.” Peter shook his head now that he understood just how Stiles had come 
to claw himself. “No more of that.” 


Stiles looked away ashamed of himself, of what he was, how he felt both out of connection with his 
new body and fearing what it might feel like to like it. Everything was polar opposites there was 


nothing happy about this form. Everything came with a price. 
“Why don’t we get you out of the tub, dry off, and into something comfortable.” 


Stiles just nodded, although the water felt nice it also teased the folds of his sex, wet and warm and 
far too like the sensation filling his gut. Stiles rose with Peter’s help freezing and jerking back 
startling the wolf when his foggy mind latched onto something. 


“Stiles?” 

Stiles looked from Peter to Derek and then back to Peter. “Y-You.” 
“Me?” 

“You were touching me.” 


Peter sighed as the boy’s shock finally wore off and he realized they’d all be touching him at some 
point. “I’m sorry about that darling but-” 


Stiles shook his head back and forth. “No. Peter, you were touching me.” 
“T don’t follow.” 


Laughing spontaneously at how confused the wolf was, feeling alarmed yet hopeful, Stiles reached 
out a hand and grabbed the man’s arm. He waited, there was a buzz of uncertainty, a small trail of 
discomfort but...No. Stiles looked up and shook his head. “There’s no poison.” 


Peter’s eyes widened before a bold grin spread across his face. Despite them never figuring out 
what Stiles meant when it came to that 'poison the wolf knew enough to grasp the big change this 
was. “It doesn’t hurt to touch me?” 


Stiles shook his head, he pulled his hand back before with a tremoring hand held out his hand to 
Derek. The wolf reached out taking his hand and Stiles waited. The same sliver of discomfort 
came, his skin tingled a bit but no, there was nothing. Stiles smiled, hiccuping and then crying. It 
was So stupid, so utterly stupid but he was so damned relieved. Despite the horrors of the night, 
he'd be given something back that he feared he'd never have again. Stiles felt one of the wolves 
wrap their arms around him, gently pulling him from the bath. Stiles wasn’t much help but how 
could he be when he was so intent on wrapping his arms around the wolf and holding tightly to 
them. 


“Easy darling, we’re not going anywhere.” 


Stiles shuddered, nodding his head against Peter’s neck. “Please don’t.” The wolves froze and 
Stiles realized belatedly that they might take that wrong. “Please don’t leave.” 


Peter shared a small smirk with his nephew as Derek got a towel and gently began to dry off the 
succubus, mindful when he began to trail the soft cloth down the length of the boy's body. Stiles 
eventually pulled back from Peter enough to help dry himself, his stomach, and the sensitive flesh 
between his legs. When he was as dry as he was liable to get, Stiles let the wolves pull him along 
to his bedroom where they watched him put on some comfortable clothes. 


Then he was carted off to the couch and swathed in a blanket, Stiles was quick to free his upper 

half and burying himself against Derek whether the wolf liked it or not laying his bare hand on the 
man’s arm and holding him, Stiles needed this. Thankfully it appeared the wolf was on board with 
this as Derek just wrapped an arm around him and let Stiles hold him tightly. There were no words 


spared between them, Stiles just relished the ability to feel someone touching him without hating 
it. Feeling safe. 


Stiles made a small noise as he was lifted from the couch not even aware that he’d started to fall 
asleep, was asleep for the most part. “Shh, just taking you to bed.” Stiles sighed as he was gently 
rocked with each motion of the man's footsteps. The succubus whined a bit when he was set down 
into cold covers that were quickly pulled over him a warm hand drifted through his hair, a 
comforting warm gesture that wasn’t tainted by sex. “Go to sleep.” Stiles hummed tiredly not even 
fully awake as he snuggled into the blankets. 


KK KK KKK K 


Derek looked over from where he was leaning against the kitchen counter talking to Peter, Stiles 
had just walked into the room and was standing awkwardly. “Stiles?” The wolf knew that 
yesterday had been a lot, the succubus had fed but as always it left a sour tinge to the boy's life. 
Stiles looked uncertain and Derek wasn’t sure if that was because of whatever his body felt like 
after sleeping with the Beta or if it was something else. “Are you okay?” 


Stiles walked forward slowly he gave a passing glance to Peter the man having paused from where 
he was making eggs. Stiles jerked his attention around to Derek, stopping just a few feet in front of 
the man. He was scared, terrified really, but he needed to know. So he reached out and laid his 
hand on the man’s arm, Derek looked down before meeting his gaze once more Stiles stood 
silently. 


“Stiles?” Derek wasn’t liking how Stiles was reacting, he hadn’t said a word other than to walk in 
and suddenly lay his hand on his arm. “Wha-” 


“It wasn’t a dream.” 
Derek blinked, shared a brief exchange with Peter, and then asked. “What wasn’t?” 
“T can touch you.” 


Derek smirked now that he understood what was keeping the teen so tense, the boy's hand hadn’t 
left his arm. “You can touch me.” 


Stiles smiled and unable to control himself lunged forward and startled the wolf as he hugged him. 


Derek laughed as he wrapped his arms around Stiles, Peter was shaking his head at the boy's 
sudden decision to attack the Alpha with a hug. “It wasn’t a dream,” Derek whispered into the 
boy's hair. “You can touch either of us.” Stiles nodded against him, Derek let him hold tightly to 
him for as long as he needed, keeping one arm around him while he went back to his conversation 
with Peter as if he hadn’t just been accosted by a needy succubus. 


Stiles breathed in the scent of Derek, the safety that just flowed from the Alpha, that spoke of 
home. A home even before Peter’s apartment, back from when he still belonged in Beacon Hills, 
Derek had always been there and now he was here. Here and alive and Stiles could touch him 
again! Stiles knew it was probably beyond stupid to be holding onto Derek like he was but it was a 
big fucking deal for Stiles. To feel something normal again, to not feel disgusted touching another 
person. Touching. Stiles yanked himself out of Derek’s hold startling the Alpha and interrupting 
the two wolves' conversation as he suddenly told the Alpha in a frantic tone. “I need you to kiss 
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me. 
Derek blinked. “Alright.” 


Peter laughed at how confused his nephew looked, having already plated their eggs he leaned over 
and said. “Well you heard the boy Derek, kiss him or I will.” 


Derek glared at his uncle before leaning forward after wrapping his arm around Stiles’ back and 
drawing him forward. Their lips pressed together slotting perfectly as Derek grew bolder as the 
kiss went on, Stiles made a noise and that had Derek pulling back. He swallowed trying to calm 
himself from having lost himself in the kiss. “Are you alright?” 


Stiles rolled his lips into his mouth before smiling. “You still suck at that.” Lie. 

Derek smirked. “Ill work on it.” 

“My nephew's failures in kissing aside, what was that about?” 

Derek growled at his uncle, even if he was curious to know the answer to that particular question. 


“I-I just needed to make sure?” Stiles frowned, shaking his head when that sounded dumber out 
loud than it did in his head. “I-I guess I wasn’t sure if something else had changed and I needed to 
be sure.” 


Peter nodded, pushing off of the counter he walked around, trailing his hand across the boy's 
shoulders before snatching him tight to himself and smashing their mouths together, Stiles made a 
shocked noise but Peter grinned into the kiss. Urgently pressing into the boy as Stiles gave a small 
noise that had Peter pulling back with a grin. “Has anything changed?” 


Stiles panted a bit. “No.” He shook his head. “You’re still an asshole.” 


Peter laughed as he released the succubus. “Ah, but did you enjoy the kiss?” He raised a brow 
curious if he’d get a passing grade or not. 


Stiles huffed at the stupid question. “No.” Lie. 


Peter nodded before smirking at his nephew. “Breakfast is done.” Looking to Stiles, Peter replied. 
“We have juice if you'd like.” 


Stiles smirked a the kind gesture that still held meaning to him, the man had taken to getting 
liquids that he might enjoy as he still didn’t see the point of enjoying solids that he would get 
nothing from. Sugar was something that still affected him and liquids were a simple and good 
source of it. Stiles walked around to open the fridge looking at whatever offerings Peter had to 
offer him, he frowned a moment later. Pulling back he shut the fridge and grit his teeth at the 
sensation his body was sending him. Stiles took a steadying breath before walking around to take a 
seat near the wolves at the table. 


“Nothing you like?” 


“T can’t.” Stiles frowned when that just prompted a confused look from both of the wolves, Stiles 
settled in explaining vaguely. “Body’s being weird.” 


“T see.” Peter frowned. “Was that our doing?” 


Derek turned sharply in his chair to see if they were at fault for whatever was affecting Stiles. 


“No.” Stiles snorted amused, he shook his head. It wasn’t their fault that Stiles’ body reacted how 
it did, he was the one who wanted to be kissed. His stupid body, however, saw that as a possible 
opportunity to feed again and was giving him the less than stellar sensations of being ready all the 
while he still felt the Beta’s presence deep inside him. 


“You don’t want anything I take it?” 


“No, Id rather keep whatever I put in me.” Stiles smiled as he placed his chin in the palm of his 
hand. “And juice would not be sticking around at the moment.” It couldn’t not with the sense of 
revulsion he was enduring from his stupid body wanting more. 


Derek frowned as he watched Stiles as he ate, the boy seemed at peace to just sit there being with 
them but clearly, something had unsettled him. Derek held his tongue until the dishes were clean 
and they had retired to the living room, intent on calling realtors to resume their search. Before that 
could happen, Derek searched for answers to a question that had formed during breakfast. 


“Ts it about yesterday?” 


“Hm?” Stiles tilted his head from where he’d begun to sort through listings they might be 
interested in. He wanted things to get back to normal as fast as possible, avoiding what had 
happened yesterday was his only way of functioning at the moment. “Is what about yesterday?” 


“Whatever’s upsetting you.” The Alpha’s brow furrowed when Stiles looked away a clear sign that 
Derek was on the right track. “Stiles.” 


“T-Its just stupid hormones,” Stiles muttered sourly, shaking his head as he refused to explain just 
what that meant to the two men. He smiled wanly while attempting to assure Derek that he was 
alright. “I? Il go away in a few days...Can we just not talk about last night?” 


“If you’re sure darling.” Peter's voice depicted how he didn't agree with that choice but respected 
that the topic was off-limits for now. 


Stiles huffed, giving the wolf an annoyed look. “You’re lucky that’s not pissing me off this time 
around.” 


“Oh? You have different triggers?” 


Stiles shrugged before with a pleased grin on his face replied. “Yeah, I once destroyed a telephone 
pole because somehow I decided the light was too bright compared to all the others.” 


Peter laughed. “I see, well I will do my best not to be that light pole.” 
“Good luck.” 


Derek was glad to hear that whatever was plaguing the succubus was something temporary, though 
he did wish Stiles would tell them how he really felt. Derek wasn’t going to push, Stiles seemed to 
be in a good mood despite that and after yesterday’s events, Stiles deserved some peace and quiet. 


KKK KKK K K 


Stiles scowled at the piece of paper, they’d set aside this property before but Stiles kept coming 


back to it. 
“What is it about that place sweetheart?” 


“T don’t know,” Stiles muttered truthfully when he was caught staring once more at the listing. “I 
just keep coming back to it.” 


“Why don’t we just check it out then.” 
Stiles looked over to Derek surprised. “Really?” 


The Alpha grinned at Stiles’ surprise at such an offer. “Why not? If you like it there’s no reason 
not to check it out.” 


“That’s the thing though, I don’t even know anything about it.” Stiles laughed waving the piece of 
paper. “We got three images and a breakdown of the land.” 


“And yet you keep returning to it,” Peter replied passively. “Which means there must be a reason 
for that.” 


“This is not some instinct bullshit Peter.” Stiles glared at the wolf for assuming that there was 
some mystical link to why he kept returning to the listing. “This is more than likely my OCD 
tendencies popping up in some jacked-up way...Probably have read too many listings and my brain 
is melting inside my skull at the glorious details of the size of the land plot.” 


Peter rolled his eyes at the boy's dramatics. “As my nephew said, there’s no harm in checking it 
out. I doubt we can do worse than the dessert or the cursed land.” 


Stiles grimaced as he was reminded of what had sparked everything yesterday, he’d lost control of 
himself and expended too much energy. “God I hope not.” 


“And if you feel something is amiss you will tell us.” Peter pointedly stared the succubus down. 
“No wasting energy.” 


Stiles smiled sheepishly. “I couldn’t help it.” 


Derek sighed at the teen’s explanation of what had caused yesterday night to be necessary. “Just 
tell us if something seems off.” 


“Sure.” Stiles nodded to reassure Derek and Peter, it wasn’t as if he’d chosen to suddenly sense 
death. To sense that girl and know that it was the landowner who had caused everything, it just 
happened. Stiles wasn’t even sure how he did that, it just happened and then he’d reacted. And for 
whatever reason, that reaction meant he went haywire and went postal on the asshole using up far 
too much energy on making the man fess up. 


“Stiles?” 

Stiles looked up sharply seeing Peter giving him a curious look. “What?” 

“Care to join us?” 

Stiles blushed having been caught daydreaming. “Sorry, kinda got lost in my head.” 


Peter hummed, unsure if that was a good thing or a bad thing before showing a piece of paper. “I 
believe I have a winner.” 


Stiles snorted not even batting an eyelash when he said. “You thought the dessert was a winner,” 
Stiles smirked when Derek snorted only to hide it in a cough. Given the glare Peter sent the pair of 
them, he wasn’t fooled. 


“Take a look.” 


Stiles got up and grabbed the paper before sitting down once more to review it, it looked 
promising. As he continued to read the succubus asked. “How many are we going to tour at one 
time?” 


“Just three, we don’t want to make you use your glamour for long periods of time.” 


Stiles both felt that it was sweet and sad that this was a part of their lives. That Peter and Derek 
cared about him and didn’t want him to risk himself by wasting energy, at the same time Stiles 
hated that the risk of him losing energy just to be ‘normal’ was stopping all of them from being 
normal. When it came to his energy, how much he had left and how long he could last before he’d 
be forced to feed again Stiles found himself trying to ascertain that answer so he might put the 
wolves at ease. Stiles focused on himself, trying to see how he was energy-wise, it wasn’t that easy 
to suss out. His body wanted to guard every precious sliver of energy he’d taken, but Stiles still 
looked deep before nodding. Looking back to the wolves he said. “I should be fine for a few 
weeks.” 


Peter frowned when Stiles suddenly decided how long he could go without needing to feed, the 
boy was seriously miscalculating how long he could go without food. He sighed through a bitter 
smile, Peter wasn’t going to bring up the fact that Stiles would need to feed again. Not after 
yesterday. “All the same, there’s no reason to waste it simply for a show and tell.” 


Stiles shrugged and returned to looking at the various listings he’d accumulated at his side, missing 
the shared looks the wolves traded about the previous conversation. “Why would you list tire 
swing as an amenity?” The wolves chuckled as Stiles looked up confused. “Like that is not the deal 
clincher folks.” 


“Tt could be.” Peter grinned. “You can go high, it should be a natural thrill ride for you.” 


“Fuck off, I got wings.” Stiles ignored the man laughing at his rude rebuttal, refusing to admit that 
he was smiling. 


“This one has a river.” All eyes went to Derek, the wolf was staring at a piece of paper for the land 
listing. “Says it's a freshwater creek that’s runoff from a nearby mountain. It’d be cold, but it has 
some fish spawning yearly.” 


“Cool.” Stiles grinned making grabby hands to see the listing, Derek and Peter snorted at the teen’s 
childish demand but Derek handed it over. “What kind of fish?” Stiles began to read. 


“Does it matter?” 
“Nah.” 


Peter gave an amused nod that the teen didn’t see, the older wolf couldn’t help but relish the 
happiness that was swarming Stiles at that moment. Something he had gotten in bits and pieces but 
that seemed to be in great supply that day. No doubt learning that he could indeed touch them had 
bolstered his confidence and hormones aside the boy was eager to be near them. Peter hoped that 
this would last long after those hormones left if they were the cause of the boy's sudden uplifted 
mood. Derek smiled as he read a listing, wrapping his arm around Stiles when the succubus came 


to lean against him. The teen had been all over them, both himself and Peter throughout the day 
and neither wolf was going to deny him the simple joy of being touched. When he heard Stiles call 
his name Derek hummed and looked down. Stiles’ head was tilted back and he was pouting. 
“What?” 


“What if we find a place that has like the perfect tree?” 
Derek smirked. “Then we get it?” He shared an alike grin with Peter. 


“No. No.” Stiles shook his head as he sat up away from Derek as he tried to explain what he’d 
meant. “Like it's the perfect tree but it's in the way of the house or whatever else you guys got 
planned.” Stiles waved a hand. 


“Then we move the location of the house Stiles,” Peter informed the fretful succubus. “So long as 
the land is healthy and won't be interfered with by trespassers Derek and I can settle a house 
anywhere.” 


“You’re sure?” 
“Tm sure.” 


“Good.” Stiles held out a piece of paper. “Cause that tree looks awesome.” Peter laughed even as 
Derek took the paper to see what the whole ordeal had been about in the first place. Stiles just sat 
back on his heels waiting, curious to know what Derek might think of the listing. 


“It's definitely out there, lots of space.” 
“All good things.” Peter chimed giving Stiles a wink. “And it has a nice tree.” 


Stiles grinned waiting to see what Derek thought, he was the Alpha after all, and as stupid as that 
was they did follow that hierarchy in general. “Well?” 


“We should tour it.” Derek nodded back to the succubus. “Add it to the list.” The wolf smirked as 
Stiles gave a happy trill and took the listing to put in a folder they were putting all the promising 
listings inside. Peter and Derek shared an amused look to the little trill Stiles had given off, both 
wolves well aware that the succubus didn’t realize he’d made the noise. Neither wolf was going to 
tell him, they returned to their own search small smirks on their faces as Stiles began to regale 
them with the strange listing he’d picked up. Even if it wasn't healthy avoiding the topic of 
yesterday was saving the joy they felt that day. 
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Chapter Summary 


The wolves deal with Stiles' hormones and continue their search for their perfect 
home, along the way Derek and Peter get alarming news. 


Derek growled even as he reached down and pulled Stiles’ claws out of his ribs, the succubus was 
hissing at him but refusing to pull back. “Stiles.” He growled back, a sharp warning to the teen to 
back down. Stiles gave a far tamer growl before tearing himself away to stalk off. Blowing out a 
deep breath, doing his best to calm himself as he refused to lash out to the temperamental succubus. 
Peter gave him a look, Derek glared, he knew already what he’d done. That he’d been at fault for 
earning the sharp talons of the succubus into his side. 


It was hard to grasp how Stiles was set off by the strangest of things, though he reasoned the boy 
had tried to explain how stupid it was when he told them about the light post. They’d seen it with 
Peter’s little nicknames earning the man threats and a few nicks of the boy's talons. The nicknames 
were glared at this time around more in annoyance than true anger. It was Derek who had crossed 
the line, the Alpha being so bold as to tell the succubus who was clearly in need of a break from 
their current tasks of searching for a new home that he should rest. Stiles normally didn’t have a 
problem just telling Peter or him to fuck off if he didn’t want to do something. However, that was 
without the added benefit of hormones from having fed, those sharp snaps turned into sharp claws. 
Peter had tried to warn him, but Derek had ignored him when he saw Stiles yawn. 


Sighing as he looked down to the torn shirt that was coated in blood the wolf made his way down 
the hallway to his bedroom. Tearing the shirt up and over his head to throw it into the trash. He 
glared at the blood that coated his skin, the flesh having already healed into the pink bright skin 
that covered any wolf's wounds as the rest internally healed. Shaking his head at the damage Stiles 
had inflicted at such a simple suggestion, Derek grabbed a clean shirt and headed to the bathroom 
to clean the blood off of himself. The wolf threw the shirt aside, grabbing a washcloth and 
dampening it before gently washing the blood aside. Derek frowned, twisting his head around to 
see Stiles standing in the doorway. “Yeah?” He was prepared for another sharp retort, a warning 
not to do that again, instead, the teen muttered. 


“Sorry.” 
Derek smirked. “It's fine.” 


“It's really not.” Stiles looked away sharply annoyed all the more at how easily Derek cast his 
attack aside. “And FYI it pisses me off that you’re okay with this.” 


“I hate it and I’m contemplating how hard it would be to trim your claws.” 


Stiles smirked, looking back to the wolf who was grinning. “Yeah, right.” At least the wolf knew 
how to play the roller coaster game that was his stupid body. “Still... am sorry, you and Peter 
don’t deserve to deal with this shit.” 


Derek scowled, shaking his head and tossing the used washcloth into the sink as he approached the 
despondent succubus. He reached out and cradled the boy’s cheek turning his head to stare solidly 


into the boy's conflicted eyes. “We don’t put up with it Stiles, we adapt to it. You think it's fun to 
deal with us every full moon?” 


Stiles snorted. “No, Peter’s a dick.” 

“Exactly.” 

“And you’re snappy which is kinda the old you which makes you an asshole as well.” 
Derek blew out a breath. “Thanks. My point is you put up with that.” 


Stiles gave a small nod, he knew Derek was right and all but he couldn’t help but think that his 
little outbursts were worse than the few days the wolves were a bit more keyed up. After all, Derek 
and Peter didn’t know ahead of time what might set him off that day. Stiles was just going to be 
relieved when it was all over, then he wouldn’t have to feel like shit from both his body and feeling 
guilty for what he was putting the men through. Not to mention it would mean the wolves wouldn’t 
be walking on eggshells... Then again they kinda weren’t, they just did what they did and dealt with 
his attitude. 


Stiles looked back in time to see Derek pulling a new shirt over his head, Stiles shook his head and 
left. At least he’d managed to apologize though there were extreme doubts in his head on whether 
or not he should have done so cause there was little doubt that he’d end up doing something to the 
wolf somewhere along the way. Stiles sent a critical look to Peter upon entering the main living 
space, as if daring the man to piss him off after he’d just gone to apologize to Derek. Stiles 
watched sharply when the wolf pointed to the fridge. 


“Iced coffee, go for our sakes.” 


Stiles chuckled and walked over to get some, he refused to acknowledge that he’d just followed an 
order from Peter minutes after punishing Derek for the same thing. This revelation didn’t come 
until he was happily drinking some coffee though so maybe it wasn’t so bad. Sugar helped. 


KOKK K KK K K K ok 


Stiles gasped as he was suddenly lifted pushed into a wall as he was kissed violently, his legs went 
around the man's hips on instinct alone even as he groaned into the sensual sensation of Peter’ s 
mouth driving into his own. Stiles wrapped his arms around the wolf's neck arching his head 
forward into the wolf as Peter growled and pushed forward into him until they were flush against 
the wall. Stiles made a small noise when Derek walked by shaking his head as if there was nothing 
out of the ordinary about Peter suddenly throwing the succubus against a wall to make out with. 
Stiles gave a small whine, hating himself for it when Peter pulled back licking his lips. 


“How was that darling?” 


Stiles fought to catch his breath even as Peter continued to press him into the wall. “That was 
rude.” 


Peter chuckled at the boy’s comment of how he went about snatching him up for a passionate kiss. 
Stiles had been on his way to get some water only to be waylaid by the wolf's attentions. “Ah, but 
that wasn’t my question.” 


Stiles snorted at the persistent wolf, Peter had an ego on him, cocky about his abilities but Stiles 
knew the man heard his lies every time they kissed. It was impossible to say the man was bad at it, 
still, he liked making Peter fight for it. Fight to hear Stiles admit out loud that he liked the wolf's 
attention. “Horrible.” 


Peter hummed, leaning forward a hair smirking when Stiles pulled his head back as if he was 
unsure if he’d suddenly be thrust into another passionate kiss. Peter gave him a small gentle kiss 
before whispering against the boy’s lips. “Ill try harder next time.” 


Stiles smirked as the wolf let him down, Stiles unwrapped his arms from around the wolf's neck, 
patting his chest with one. “You do that.” He muttered in a wry fashion before continuing on his 
way to the sink. Once he had fetched his glass of water shooting Peter a dower look as he took a 
drink that spurned only amused chuckles, Stiles returned to sitting on the couch. Derek was in the 
process of lining up their tour for tomorrow so the succubus waited patiently. The moment the wolf 
was done, the succubus commented. “You fail at rescuing me from him.” He waved a hand at a 
now laughing Peter. 


Derek raised a brow at the succubus’ complaint, they all knew that Stiles had enjoyed that. After 
all, he’d been making quite favorable noises and participating if what Derek saw was any 
indication. “T 1l make sure to remember that for next time.” 


Stiles rolled his eyes giving an errant huff to the wolf. “Some Alpha you are, letting your Beta have 
his wa-” Stiles grinned when Derek pulled him against himself, his gentle kiss was quick to turn 
heated and Stiles moaned into it. Wrapping an arm around the wolf while the other pressed against 
the man’s chest. Stiles was half tempted to straddle Derek’s lap if only to get closer, to let this 
sensation continue but he held back. That felt wrong, both too invasive to Derek’s space and his 
own beliefs about how this body was used. So stiles contented himself with continuing the kiss like 
normal, allowing Derek to control things until the wolf inevitably pulled back staring into the 
succubus’ eyes intently waiting for something. Stiles knew it wasn’t his snappy remark that he was 
going to give, it was more like Derek wanted to make sure he hadn’t crossed some invisible line. 
Stiles wanted to tell him that there weren’t any left, after all, this body had experienced 
everything...But somehow he knew the wolf wouldn’t take that kindly so he settled in saying. “You 
need more practice.” 


Derek snorted at the lie. “Sure.” Then without anything more said about it, he turned and told 
Peter. “Tomorrow we can tour the reserve.” 


“Ah, good.” Peter smiled happy to hear that they were making progress on what land they were 
allowed to tour. It was rather boring to find that they had to prove they had the money to buy the 
land before they could tour it and that it took days for that to go through despite Derek and he 
being far wealthier than many might assume. 


“Ts that the one with the river?” 
Derek nodded to Stiles. “Yeah.” 


“Cool.” The succubus twisted sideways and leaned against Derek, he smiled when the wolf simply 
shifted himself a bit and got comfortable just like Stiles was. Stiles tilted his head to the side when 
he saw Peter move in the corner of his eye, getting himself settled into his chair a book in hand. 
Stiles sighed, closing his eyes. The only thing that would have made this better was the sensation 
in his belly going away for good, for the last of those horrible hormones to vanish and a nest...But 
somehow Stiles didn’t think he’d ever convince the wolves to climb into one of those. 


Derek glanced to Stiles, the succubus leaning against his side, head tucked in close to his ribs. The 


boy’s eyes were closed and with how his heart was beating he was well on his way to falling 
asleep. Derek smiled and returned to sort out what they needed to tour the other properties. 


KOKK K KKK K ok 


“We’re gonna be late,” Stiles complained even as he rolled his eyes when Peter gave him a pointed 
look. “Fine.” He let his glamour fall, showing his real self to the wolf. Why Peter put it upon 
himself to see if Stiles was showing any signs of accumulating a healthy weight was beyond him. 
Looking down at himself proved that although his skin wasn’t as thin, his major vessels barely 
visible his bones still protruded obscenely and his stomach caved in horribly. “See, still me.” 


Peter gave the teen an annoyed look, it was clear that he’d put on some weight though not much. 
His feeding from the Beta had helped and the boy’s mood had stabilized. “Keep your glamour 
down unless we’re around humans.” 


Stiles rolled his eyes at Peter’s great ‘energy’ savings plan. “Sure.” 


Shaking his head Peter headed for the door, giving the teen one last sharp look as Stiles put his 
glamour in full effect before following after the wolf. Derek was waiting down in the car, unaware 
of the little delay that Peter had forced upon him. When they got down to the car Stiles didn’t say a 
word to the silent question Derek’s raised brow caused all he did was point to Peter before 
climbing into the back. 


Peter slid into the passenger seat with ease and replied to his curious nephew. “Just a check-up.” 
“Check up my ass.” 


Derek smirked at Stiles’ cutting remark to what Peter had made him do, Derek didn’t find any fault 
in what Peter did from time to time. Derek was just as curious to see the results of the boy’s last 
feed, the slow proof that his body assimilated all the energy it took in. Stiles was a long way from 
looking normal without his glamour in effect, more so if he continued to refuse to feed until there 
was nothing left for his body to use. Derek and Peter had already had a private conversation when 
they made a grocery run without the teen, they intended to keep their word to each other. What 
happened with the Beta wasn’t happening again, they couldn’t take seeing Stiles that upset again. 
Neither wolf was sure how Stiles had lasted as long as he did while being so destroyed every time 
he had to feed. 


“Derek?” 


The wolf shook his head assuring Stiles with a small nod before turning on the car and backing up. 
The drive would take a while, but that was good for them. The farther outside the city it was, the 
easier it was for them to let loose without being discovered. An hour into their drive a ping from 
Peter’s phone had them listening as the wolf struggled to get his phone out of his pants pocket 
before checking to see what it was. 


Stiles frowned, leaning forward between the seats when Peter gave a dark growl that reverberated 
in all of their chests. “Peter?” 


Peter looked away from his phone, staring back at the succubus who was staring at him in concern 
from where he’d leaned forward from the back. The wolf glanced back at his phone before lying. 
“T was outbid on an auction.” 


Stiles snorted, rolling his eyes and sinking back into the back seat as the man complained that one 
of the stupid auctions the man took part in didn’t end how he wanted it to. “Jesus Peter, we thought 
it was something bad.” 


Peter looked to Derek, the Alpha sent him a bland look. Peter shook his head. “So annoying, Stiles 
you have no idea what lengths I'd go to finish this.” 


“Well you were outbid so...Try eBay?” 


The wolf chuckled even as he looked away from Derek, the Alpha well aware that the Beta was 
stringing Stiles along for the sake of his lie. Derek didn’t say a word, he’d talk with Peter privately 
later on, whatever the man had received on his phone had nothing to do with the man’s penchant 
for bidding on strange antiques. The rest of the car ride was spent in silence, Stiles quickly nodding 
off to sleep when the wolves didn’t strike up a conversation. 


KK KK KKK K 


“Okay, this is cool.” Stiles stared at the river, it was wider than he’d thought it would be and by the 
looks of it pretty deep. 


“Careful darling we don’t need to test how well a succubus can swim.” 


Stiles twisted to give Peter a strange look. “I can swim how would me being a succubus affect 
that?” He scoffed at such an idea. 


“Wings.” 

Stiles thought about it before shrugging. “What about them?” 

“Have you ever had them out when you were wet?” 

“No.” 

“Do you know how your clothes stick to you when wet? How it drags you down?” 


Stiles huffed at the man’s pathetic attempt to caution him into not entering the water. “My wings 
aren’t clothes Peter.” When the wolf hummed in clear dismissal the succubus hissed. “Fine, P11 
shower with them out and see if they get heavier.” 


Peter smirked at the cute attempt by the boy to prove him wrong. “Sadly as much as I find the idea 
of you doing such an experiment adorable, your wings won't fit in the shower, not unless you keep 
them tightly bound to you.” 


Stiles shrugged pointing out. “They’d still get wet.” 
“Are you two done?” 


Both men twisted to find Derek giving them hard looks, clearly annoyed to be kept waiting while 
they argued over whether or not it was safe to enter the river. “It's too deep and too fast to go 
swimming no matter how good of a swimmer you are.” 


“Okay, sourwolfs got a point there.” Stiles grinned at the glaring Alpha. The succubus gave chase 


when Derek glared at the pair of them one last time before he walked away. Catching up to walk 
beside him. “It's a nice place.” 


“Tt is.” 
“I didn’t see any fish though.” 


Derek smirked looking at the teen who was pouting at the loss of seeing the wild fish. “Does that 
matter? They’re probably not in season yet.” 


“Thought it would be cool.” Stiles shrugged carelessly, it wasn’t as if you got to see wild fish going 
up a river very often. 


“Well, we’re afraid you’ ll have to wait to see the fish, another time perhaps if we end up buying the 
land.” Peter drawled, trailing his hand around the teens back before heading the pair off to walk 
ahead. 


Stiles rolled his eyes at Peter, both for his words and the man’s apparent need to touch him on his 
way forward. Stiles wasn’t about to say a thing about the touching, even if he still found it strange 
to be so clingy to the wolves. Stiles knew why of course, he knew it was just how touch starved 
he’d been for months on end. That didn’t stop Stiles from blushing from time to time when he 
realized that he was holding tight to either of the men for seemingly no reason at all. 


“Ah, and what of this tree.” Peter waved a hand to the tree he’d found as they walked about the 
woods. 


Stiles rolled his eyes wryly telling Derek. “It's like he’s trying to sell me a house.” 
“T am.” Peter cut in with a grin. “After all, you need a suitable place to nest.” 


Stiles shook his head, approaching the tree he took a look at it. Nodding he threw his glamour off 
and spread his wings. They snapped apart in a sharp flap, Stiles groaned at how good that felt. 
Rolling his shoulders the succubus easily maneuvered his wings to take him up. His claws dug into 
the bark as he landed on the first branch he believed to be sturdy to take his weight. Stiles hummed 
as he walked the bulky tree branch, peering up higher into the tree. 


“Well?” 


“It's a tree,” Stiles smirked when he heard the wolves groan, looking down Stiles chuckled. 
“What? What did you think I was going to say?” 


“Ts it good for a nest or not?” Peter growled at the boy's sass. 


Stiles hummed, it was a nice tree. Pretty dense though, looking up at it he’d have to remove a few 
limbs but that was easily doable. Stiles walked towards the trunk of the tree allowing his claws to 
dig into the wood as his wings folded into him no longer needing them for any kind of balance. 
Stiles climbed up to the next branch, checking its sturdiness, the health of the tree that might 
someday support his nest. Stiles sighed as he breathed in the fresh air, it was so nice to be up high 
even if he wasn’t in a nest. Stiles could definitely take a nap up here. 


“Stiles?!” 


Smiling the succubus looked down to see both men staring up at him clearly confused as to what 
was taking him so long. It wasn’t his fault they couldn’t appreciate a good tree, well okay they did 
but more in a forest-type setting of trees and not a single tree-like Stiles did. “It's nice up here.” 


“Tm glad to hear it darling but you can’t stay up there, we have the rest of the tour to finish.” 


Stiles surprised them by sitting on the branch, feet dangling as he taunted. “Why not? It's not like 
any human’s going to look up here and you know I don’t care about where you place the house.” 


“There aren’t any humans to try sweetheart but that’s not the point and you might not stay in the 
house as much as Derek or I but you will still have a say in it. Finding the right location if that’s to 
be your nest tree is important.” 


“Pretty sure I won’t get lost no matter where you put the house.” Stiles shrugged, not at all 
concerned by such a thing. After all, it would only be them out there. 


Peter huffed, glaring at his nephew as the succubus continued to thwart every argument he had to 
try and get the boy down from the tree he was thoroughly enjoying. “Your turn.” And stalked 
away to the succubus’ laughter. 


Derek smiled at the teen who was kicking his legs back and forth from his perch, clearly amused to 
have annoyed Peter that much simply by staying where he was. Far above the wolves who couldn’t 
reach him. Derek and Peter were aware that Stiles had to miss having a nest, being up high to feel 
safe from predators even if Stiles did recognize that he was safe in the wolf's den. “Come down, we 
still need to tour the built property and if you don’t come with me there’s a chance that Peter will 
get away with an ungodly amount of renovations just to that.” 


Sighing, Stiles jumped, letting his wings snap out to catch him before he dropped to the ground. 
“Fine.” He bemoaned his departure of the tree, tucking his wings back into himself before his 
glamour took over. “But only because I get to annoy Peter.” 


Derek shook his head, rolling his eyes to Peter when they caught up to the man. Peter snorted, 
clearly well aware of how that confrontation had gone. The wolf smirked when Stiles caught up to 
him and wrapped his arms around the man’s arm. Derek chuckled when Peter sent a ‘heaven help 
us’ look even as he moved Stiles closer, tucking him into his side all the while rebuking him for 
calling a standstill to their tour. 


Stiles grimaced at the sight of the building that had already been a part of the land and one of the 
‘selling points’. He looked back to Derek and said. “I don’t think we need to worry about Peter 
renovating that.” 


“Not true,” Peter muttered stoutly. “T 1l renovate it into the earth.” 


Stiles gave a bark of laughter as the wolf scowled at the decrepit building, its roof was half missing 
and the other half looked seconds away from collapsing into the skeleton core. “It's definitely seen 
better days.” 


“Many of them.” Peter quipped. “Many many years ago by the scent of it.” 


Stiles snickered at the man’s annoyance. “Come on as far as lies about properties go at least this 
thing isn’t cursed, nothing but a dessert, or has a well that’s really just a black pit to nowhere. This 
place has trees...And a decomposing building but that’s easy to fix.” 


Peter sent an amused look to the succubus, either Stiles really liked that tree or he was trying to 
make him feel better for the listings once again throwing them all for a loop. He let Derek wrangle 
the boy once again, smirking when he heard how Derek’s earlier triumph with the tree was 
crushed into the ground much like the building Peter wanted to destroy. 


KKK K KKK 


“So it's a maybe.” 
“Yes.” 
“Yes.” 


Stiles nodded tucking the paper away before holding up the sheaf of paper for the next property 
they were headed towards. “Place your bets now on what’s wrong with this place.” The wolves 
snorted so either they thought his joke was funny or they were disheartened to find that Stiles had 
enough ammunition to make said joke. Stiles just grinned to himself. As they had to pass through 
town to get to the next place the wolves grabbed some fast food, Stiles enjoying a milkshake that 
he related to the wolves. “It's different than other liquids, thicker so sometimes it's bothersome but 
right now it's worth it.” 


The wolves chuckled, the weather had been getting hotter. 

“Have you sunbathed with your wings out?” 

“No, why?” 

“I just find think it might be interesting to see if they absorb light.” 

“Okay...” Stiles was unsure why that was interesting. 

“And if they can sunburn.” Peter laughed when Stiles kicked his seat. 

“Rude!” 

Derek shook his head as his uncle managed to harass Stiles. “You said they're sensitive right?” 


“Super.” Stiles took a pull of the straw, savoring the chocolaty flavor of the milkshake before it 
was lost to him. “Like you do not what to hit one of these on a wall or anything else for that matter. 
I literally thought I was dying when I was figuring out how they worked and slammed one into a 
car.” Both wolves winced, Stiles continued his story. “Like I expected that I’d torn something 
clean off, blood the whole nine yards. Nothing.” He hissed. “Nothing, barely a bruise on the 
suckers, and damn if that just didn’t sting like a bitch for days.” 


“That sucks.” 


“Like you wouldn’t believe, but I got a better handle on them. I rarely hit anything anymore.” Stiles 
leaned sideways in the back seat, ignoring the small growl Derek gave him when he unbuckled 
himself to stretch out. “Chill sour wolf if a car accident does me in then this supernatural craps not 
all its cut out to be.” 


Peter laughed at the boys easy explaining away the possible dangers of not being seat belted into 
the car. Peter glanced to his nephew when Derek sighed as his phone went off. “Who would be 
calling you?” 


Derek glared at the insinuation that no one would be calling him. “It might be Cora.” 


“Ah.” Peter nodded his head, he hadn’t been in close contact with his niece. Not since everything 
happened, he loved her dearly but he understood and accepted her refusal to be around him after 


what happened with Laura. 


“Do you need to pull over?” Stiles popped his head in between the seats. “Cause that’s fine, she 
doesn’t call you often.” Stiles smiled, he knew that it bothered Derek that he couldn’t spend more 
time with his baby sister. That Cora had chosen to leave Beacon Hills the moment she could, hell 
that was the reason Derek had gone away for two weeks, just to spend time with her. 


“Yeah.” Derek relented pulling the car over and fishing out his phone. “She might need 
something.” Derek looked at the number on his ID screen and then grit his teeth. “Give me a 
minute.” He threw the door open and started walking down the road, answering his phone as he 
went. 


Stiles frowned, leaning forward to whisper despite Derek being well outside his own hearing 
range. “What’s up with that? He’s never cared if someone overheard him with Cora.” 


“Then it's probably not Cora,” Peter smirked back at the snooping succubus. “Derek does have 
outside connections.” Stiles gave him a look. “What? I just love to tease his anti-social lifestyle.” 


“Says the man who went to sup club to watch people fuck.” 
Peter grinned not taking it as an insult at all. “There’s always something entertaining to see.” 


Rolling his eyes at the horrible response Peter had for that, Stiles' eyes widened prompting Peter to 
twist about and witness alongside him as Derek paced back and forth clearly agitated. 
“Um...Should we-” 


“Stay here.” Peter intoned gently, leaning back in his seat to give off the air of indifference despite 
the clear issue happening on that phone call. “Derek can handle his own affairs.” 


“Sure.” Stiles leaned forward, milkshake in hand sucking on the straw. 


Peter tilted his head smirking at the boy watching his nephew storm around all the while enjoying 
his milkshake as if Derek was the entertainment. Glancing back to his nephew Peter scowled, 
Derek was lucky they were in the backwoods as he was fighting back his shift. 


“That’s not a good conversation.” 


“No, no it is not. Stay here, darling.” Peter got out of the car, walking across the old road and 
getting closer to Derek and farther from the succubus who couldn’t hear what he did when he 
crossed that magical barricade of his natural hearing. 


“Don’t you fucking dare!” Derek hissed into the phone. “I swear to god Scott if you tell them 
anything about him.” 


Peter’s features turned cold, ah, so the boy couldn’t reach him and then turned to find Derek 
instead. How Scott was smart enough to figure out they might be together astounded him. Still, 
Peter listened at least to this side of the conversation. 


“No, they can’t fucking cure him! There’s nothing wrong with him!” 


Peter growled, tilting his head when Derek’s red eyes went his way. By the time he looked back, 
Derek was already ensconced with arguing with Scott again. 


“No. No, I’m not doing that.” Derek snarled at the suggestion that the younger Alpha gave. “I don’t 
care what magical bullshit they told you or how you came up with your own because of them. I 


guarantee you that whatever they want isn’t for the good of helping him.” Derek paced back and 
forth before snarling. “He’s a sex demon, Scott! What do you think they want him for?!” 


Peter huffed, amused that the poor delusional Alpha didn’t reason that whoever wanted Stiles more 
than likely wanted a pet. A nice little sex toy that would be eager to please, it appeared Scott had a 
loose tongue and word had gotten around about Stiles. Yet another reason for Peter to tie up loose 
ends. 


“No, I’m not letting him talk to you,” Derek growled, that was the last thing he’d ever do. “I’m not, 
cause he’s finally finding some minuscule amount of peace with all of this and you’re going to 
screw him over yet again because you think you’ ve found the solution? Where was that solution 
when he was needing your help?! When you cast him out of the pack and told him to leave and 
never come back huh? When you told his dad he was a murderer and a wild uncontrollable 
monster? No shit you don’t have an answer! You deserted him because he didn’t fit your morals. 
After all, he wasn’t convenient for you. You’re never seeing him again Scott and if you have any 
small chance of redeeming yourself you’ ll shut that shit down now cause if you or they come 
looking for him I will protect him.” Derek growled a moment more before snapping. “You’re not 
the only Alpha around Scott, not anymore and I protect my pack.” Derek ended the call with a dark 
growl, his eyes ratcheted to Peter when his uncle coughed. 


“So I see our dear friend is still a moron.” 
Derek snorted, that didn’t even cover the half of it. “He wants Stiles to come home.” 
“Hm...For someone else’s enjoyment?” 


Derek growled, his face screwing up at the notion that Stiles could be used in such a fashion. That 
his supposed best friend would do such a thing to him under the belief that he’d be taken care for, 
or even more ludicrous cured. “He was rambling bullshit about them promising to cure him.” 


Peter snorted, of course, that would be something that the blind fool would fall for. “Right...Of 
course, because surely with enough prayers and wishes he’ll suddenly not be a sex demon. Sin and 
all that.” Peter waved his hand in the air dismissively. 


“Yeah.” Derek took some deep breaths trying to calm himself down. Telling himself that Scott 
wasn’t going to see Stiles again, that whoever it was that had learned about Stiles because of that 
idiot wolf wasn’t going to find him. Stiles was safe with him and Peter and that was how he was 
going to stay. 


“T m afraid dear nephew that we need a good lie for this little debacle.” 


Derek sighed, some of the tension leaving him as he glanced back to the car to see Stiles staring 
back at them with a scowl. “He’s not going to believe something as simple as a bidding war...That 
was Scott wasn’t it?” 


“Oh, indeed it was. I’m sure the rest of the text message will be titillating to read.” Peter drawled 
in a bored fashion. “But for the moment, let’s focus on our little demon.” Peter hadn’t bothered to 
look back at the car when Derek did, it was best for Stiles not to associate whatever had happened 
with himself. Derek had managed to pull his gaze away to talk to him so there was still a 
reasonable chance they could pull off a lie. Peter reached out and despite Derek growling, Peter 
smiled. “All an act dear nephew.” Derek quieted himself as Peter patted his shoulder and muttered. 
“Say something about Cora.” 


“What?” Derek sputtered. 


“He knows how attached you are to your baby sister Derek, that if something was wrong with her 
you’d be acting like this. So lie. Say she got into a scrap of trouble but that she’s fine and simply 
coming clean for not having told you while you visited her.” 


Derek glared. “You’re too comfortable with lying.” 


Peter smirked at the man’s unease at the life skill that he excelled at. “Only when it's needed I 
assure you, my point stands. He won’t question something about family, he wouldn’t want to 
push.” 


Derek nodded his head, Stiles was respectful that way. He’d probably try to comfort him even if he 
didn’t know what was truly going on but he wouldn’t push to hear more about it. “Yeah, let's go.” 


Peter patted Derek’s shoulder one last time before the wolves began to head back to the car, Stiles 
was still leaning forward a skeptical look on his face as he sucked on the straw to his milkshake. 
Peter smiled, trying to put the boy at ease before they even reached the car. When he fell back into 
place the wolf was surprised not to be flooded with questions, Stiles waited until Derek was back in 
the car, all doors closed. 


“Who is it you’re gonna murder?” 
Derek smirked as Peter laughed, if only he could say the truth. “I’m not murdering anyone, Stiles.” 
Stiles snorted, the man’s lie was weak. “Sure...Cause you go off like that on any old shmuck.” 


“The boy has a point nephew.” Peter twisted about to tell the teen. “An issue with Cora, she’s fine 
but...Well, things are tense.” 


“Oh.” Stiles looked over to Derek. “She’s okay?” 


“Yes.” Derek nodded, smiling back though it was clearly strained but not in the way Stiles assumed 
it to be. “She’s alright.” 


“T-That’s good.” Stiles pulled back into the backseat. “So it wasn’t her you wanted to murder?” 


Derek snorted as Stiles pressed to find out who the victim of his rage was all while lightening the 
mood by admitting how Cora got on his nerves sometimes. “It wasn’t her though she probably 
knows I’m not happy with her.” Derek twisted about to shake his head. “It’s fine, she’s safe 
and...Although seriously pissing me off, the issue is settled.” 


Stiles smirked. “But you still love her.” 


“I have too,” Derek muttered sourly as he twisted back around a small smile forming as he used his 
little sister as a scapegoat for what had happened. He gave a fond look when the succubus suddenly 
appeared through the center console once more. 


“Is she grounded?” The boy grinned before chewing on his straw. 


Peter chuckled at Stiles' little flare of curiosity and pleasure at the prospect of Derek dealing with 
his temperamental sister. “Derek couldn’t ground her even if they were in the same room, Stiles.” 


“Ha.” Stiles fell back into his seat even as Derek growled at Peter for his comment. “Course he 
can’t, Cora’s awesome.” 


Derek shook his head before putting the car in drive once more and heading to their next 


destination as if he hadn’t just had a shouting match with Scott about turning Stiles over to him. As 
if the succubus was property rather than a person. No, it was best not to think about such things or 
he wouldn’t be able to stop himself from going after the idiot. They had more properties to look at 
and that was what they were going to do. 


Then the thorns come out 


Chapter Summary 


Stiles faces a grave decision when it comes to the wolves and their relationship, he 
meets with Angelica only to find it's much worse than he'd first thought. 


Chapter Notes 


I hope you all enjoy this chapter, Stiles get some more time with Angelica and 
discovers something about himself and the wolves. 


Stiles sighed as he flopped onto the couch, ignoring the laugh it produced from Peter. He couldn’t 
help it they’d been gone all day and although he’d only been around a few humans it was tiring. 
They wanted to shake hands and Stiles wasn’t going to push to see if the touching thing counted 
with others, part of him didn’t want it to. So he’d had to deal with Peter and Derek making up 
excuses or stepping in front of him to waylay whatever Realtor thought they could get chummy 
with him. At least the tours had gone well, they had two maybes and one dead stop no. 


“Do you think we should have told them about the selkie?” He opened his eyes and smiled when 
Derek lifted his feet to sit down. 


“No.” Derek shook his head. “They’ Il never know she’s there.” 


“Derek is right there’s no harm in not warning them especially since humans don’t have a good 
track record with such things.” 


Stiles rolled his eyes when the wolves took his idea the wrong way. “I didn’t mean go up to that 
idiot and say oh by the way you got a selkie and then ditch outta there. I just meant doing the whole 
the lake is cursed thing.” Stiles waved his hands. “Popping out some bullshit science or whatever.” 


Peter smirked at the teen’s plan, his effort to make sure the selkie was left in peace. “Eventually 
that land will be bought Stiles but I’m sure the selkie can take care of herself. She’s been there for 
a while now.” 


Stiles hummed. “True.” Closing his eyes the succubus muttered. “I’m tired.” He didn’t see the 
brief looks of concern as Stiles yawned. “I should have taken a nap in that tree like I wanted to.” 
The teen smiled as he twisted a bit on the couch and snuggled down to take a nap. 


Derek and Peter sighed in unison when the ‘I’m tired’ proved to be the regular type of tired and not 
the ‘I’m hungry’ type of tired. “It has been a long day,” Peter replied matter of factly as he 
watched Stiles get comfortable, his gaze drifted to his nephew. “Stressful.” Derek clenched his jaw 
and looked away, they both knew that sooner or later they’d have to tell Stiles about Scott, but now 
wasn’t the time. 


KOKK K KKK K ok 


Stiles couldn’t help but hiss as he watched Peter pack away the crystals, locking them in a sealed 
lockbox that would keep their power away from him but allow the wolves to retrieve them if they 
ever needed them. 


Peter looked up from his task and smiled gently, Stiles hadn’t been happy the moment he saw 
Peter bring the crystals out from his bedroom in a half-thrown-together sack. “Easy darling, just 
securing them for later.” 


“There won’t be a later.” Stiles glared. 


“It's no different than us have wolves-bane Stiles,” Derek reassured the teen. “Better to be 
prepared.” 


Stiles whipped around. “Yeah? What are those things going to make you prepared to do huh?” 


Derek sighed at the anger flowing in waves off of the succubus. “We don’t plan on using them 
Stiles, but there’s no point in trying to sell them.” 


“Derek is right darling, we’ll store them with the other artifacts that we’ ve collected over time. 
Things become useful somewhere down the line and I’m sure your kind aren’t the only ones 
affected by these beauties.” 


Stiles hissed at Peter baring his fangs to show how he felt about those ‘beauties.’ He stayed back, 
far enough to be outside of their hold on him and close enough to make sure Peter packed them all 
away. When Peter had at last locked the clasp on the chest Stiles relaxed some but he continued to 
glare as he watched Peter set the chest near the door. “Where are you taking those?” 


Peter smiled at the teen's skepticism, a good sign of his survival instincts if ever there was one. He 
walked back towards the succubus stilling when Stiles hissed and backed away from him, ah, 
boundaries. “I’m taking it to one of our cellars.” 


“Cellars? We’re not in Beacon Hills, how do you have stashes of anything here?” 
Peter arched a brow at the boy. “I was living here long before you sweetheart.” 


“Oh.” Okay, that made sense, it was just chance that they hadn’t bumped into each other at the 
club before that night. “Fine...Just get rid of them.” Stiles growled as he stared back at the chest. 
He ignored Peter coming closer, his real irritation soothed when the wolf told him that they 
weren’t going to be staying in the apartment. Stiles hummed as the wolf wrapped his arms around 
him, pulling him flush into his body. Stiles buried his head in the man’s shirt, snuffling and 
rubbing his cheek against the wolf's warm body. Stiles wasn’t the only one who enjoyed that given 
the small growl Peter gave upon Stiles scenting him. The succubus smiled into the cloth. “If you 
ever bring crystals near me again I will rip off your dick.” 


Peter chuckled, his whole body shaking with the deep shuddering of his chest all the while he kept 
Stiles wrapped in his arms. “Noted Darling.” 


“Good.” Stiles snuggled into the wolf as if he hadn’t just threatened the man’s manhood. When 
Stiles pulled back he was surprised as Peter kissed him but not in the harsh, brutal, tantalizing way 
that got Stiles’ heart pounding. No this was gentler, deeper but soft. When they parted Stiles smiled 
as Peter’s attention drifted to Derek who was asking the man what they wanted to do for dinner, he 


hadn’t asked Stiles if he liked it. Stiles liked it, all of it from the harsh breath-stealing kisses to the 
gentle one he’d just been given. Stiles trilled, blushing fiercely when Peter looked down at him in 
surprise. 


“What has made you so happy?” 


Stiles shook his head back and forth fast, smacking the man’s chest. “My head, my thoughts. Butt 
out.” Peter laughed at him, but Stiles ignored that in favor of putting some space between them lest 
he do something foolish. Stiles refused to look at Peter until he had regained some sliver of self- 
control, making himself busy in getting himself some ice tea while the wolves put together a 
simple dinner. 


The succubus joined them at the table like he always did when they were eating, leisurely sipping 
on his tea. He glanced from Peter to Derek and then back to Peter. For whatever reason, the idea of 
liking Peter’s kiss saw a problem developing before his eyes, for the longest time things had 
been...Even. If Peter kissed him then Derek did, but things were beginning to change. Peter would 
ravish him against some surface or simply dip down across the back of the couch to kiss him and 
Derek wouldn’t kiss him afterward. Then there were the times where Stiles would tilt his head 
back while leaning against Derek only to get a chaste kiss from the wolf, Derek tended to kiss him 
goodnight while both wolves kissed him first thing in the morning. Yet, staring back at them Stiles 
was conflicted on how that worked for them. Stiles spat out his straw and with absolutely no filter 
said. “Don’t you get jealous?” 


Both wolves paused mid-bite, looking to the succubus with similar frowns. Peter put his fork down 
and cleared his throat as he wiped his mouth with a napkin. “I’m sorry?” 


“Jealous.” 


“Of?” Derek asked as he took a drink of water sensing this might be a distracting conversation that 
might take a bit more attention than he’d been prepared for. 


“Each other.” 


The wolves glanced to each other and then back at him, sighing when it became clear that they 
didn’t see the same issue that Stiles did. Or perhaps it was just that they weren’t thinking about it 
just then while Stiles had. “Uh...Sorry, what I meant was don’t you two get jealous of each 
other...Kissing me?” The wolves smiled, Peter chuckled shaking his head as Stiles frowned at him. 
Glancing at Derek earned him a patient smile. “What? What am I missing?” 


“Stiles, sweetheart.” Peter grinned gaining the succubus’ attention. “Why would we be jealous?” 
“Uh...Cause there are two of you and one of me and there’s been a lot of kissing.” 


“Do you not like that?” Derek asked concerned that they might have pushed past what attention 
Stiles really wanted. 


Stiles figured now was as good as any. “I love it and hate it but I think that’s just the self-loathing 
of this body...But I like it, want it to continue but I’m confused by it too, does that make sense?” 


“Of course.” Peter smiled at the conflicted teen even if he was thrilled to hear Stiles admit to liking 
them kissing him. He and Derek had known all along but it was still refreshing to hear the boy say 
it aloud. “So long as you enjoy it we’ ll continue to do so and as far as jealousy goes I can only 
speak for myself. I find no discontent with sharing you with Derek, you clearly approve of both of 
us, unless I’m wrong?” Stiles shook his head, getting a nod from Peter. “Precisely, there’s no 


reason to be upset or jealous in my eyes.” 


Stiles frowned at how calm Peter was by this, that he wasn’t jealous of Derek for the simple reason 
that Stiles liked them both. Looking to the Alpha he silently asked for the man’s opinion. 


“T m a jealous person.” Derek shrugged not feeling the need to hide that. “Or protective, 
possessive.” Derek shook his head when he was mixing things up. “It bothers me to see you with 
Peter to an extent, but another part of me is pleased that it's him and not someone else.” 


“Not someone outside of the pack,” Peter informed his nephew. 


Derek nodded when Peter was able to put a name to the feeling. “Yes, that.” Derek smiled back at 
the waiting teen. “I guess in the end it's more a possessive jealousy than anything, it might be 
worse now cause I’m an Alpha.” 


“Probably,” Peter interjected. “But as Derek said, it's not as conflicting to us as it might be to 
someone else. We’re a pack, our wolves are happy with how this works.” 


Stiles nodded his head. “I-er...I know we only kiss, but if I was norma-” 


“You’re normal,” Derek growled, he hated how Stiles kept saying that he was some sort of freak 
and with his phone call with Scott still running rampant in his head he couldn’t hold back the 
growl. “You’re normal.” 


Stiles swallowed nodding. “I-I don’t feel like it, but whatever...My point was if I was in a normal 
relationship with either of you if you wanted that or I wanted...Damn it.” Stiles shook his head 
getting flustered as he tried to make sense of it all. 


“You want to know if either of us would harbor jealousy or bad blood to the other should you enter 
a relationship with the other.” 


Stiles blinked back in shock to Peter, the man smirked. “Uh... Yeah, that.” 


The wolf chuckled at how stunned Stiles was to find that he understood such things with ease. He 
glanced to Derek as he said. “I have no doubts that I would be jealous but there wouldn’t be bad 
blood between us from my end, so long as he was healthy and happy.” 


Derek gave a nod, relieved to hear such a thing from his uncle. To know the man wouldn’t cause 
strife in the pack and make things hard for any of them. He looked to Stiles as he said. “T d be 
jealous, I’d probably have a harder time of it than Peter would but that’s not on you or him.” Derek 
pointed out clearly. “But in the end, I wouldn’t be the cause of anything going south in the pack. 
Pd respect your choice.” 


Stiles looked down to his hands which had come to lay in his lap, fingers twisting together in some 
kind of twisting knot as he tried to see how bad his questions might go. He was relieved to hear this 
from both wolves, even if he still harbored the dark thoughts that he swore were this body's fault 
and not his own. He looked back up after a moment and smiled. “I’m glad.” 


The wolves nodded, watching the succubus carefully for a moment until Stiles leaned forward to 
take his tea in hand and take a sip from it. Tense atmosphere fading, the wolves returned to their 
meals as if Stiles hadn’t just thrown the most obvious conflict of the pack on the table. 
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Stiles huffed as they got ready to leave, pouting back to Peter. “She’s gonna be all zen-like and 
then I’m gonna piss her off again and the thorns come out.” Stiles hissed. “It's creepy as hell 
Peter.” 


> 


The wolf laughed as the succubus tried to get out of going to see Angelica. “She wants to see you.’ 
“You told her shit.” Stiles glared accusingly. 

“He did.” 

“HA!” Stiles pointed a finger to Peter when Derek confirmed his suspicions. 


“Thank you, nephew.” Peter glared at the smirking Alpha, he turned his attention to the succubus. 
“Come along darling you admitted to liking her.” 


“She’s neat...From a supernatural standpoint but the whole therapy thing is...Well, come on Peter 
I’m talking to dryad!” 


Peter wrapped an arm around the flustered succubus and waved to Derek who was chuckling in the 
armchair. “We’ll return in a bit.” 


“Have fun.” 


Stiles twisted in Peter’s arm to hiss at Derek, all it earned him was chuckles from both wolves. 
“Assholes.” 


Peter smirked, dragging the complaining succubus along the way. He gave a passing glance to the 
boy’s backpack. “You brought something to tide you over while I talk with her?” 


“Sure. Got a book and I packed an iced tea. Figured I can just lay in the grass and read while you 
get your therapy on.” 


Peter chuckled at the way the boy talked about their individual therapy sessions. Peter had been 
doing his normal weekly session, but Stiles had yet to return to see the dryad. It was last week 
when Peter dropped the bombshell on her about the boy’s curiosity about Peter and Derek being 
jealous that the dryad demanded to see him again. Peter wasn’t going to the fool to say no to a 
dryad so he’d promised to wrangle the succubus to see her. Thankfully although pouting Stiles 
hadn’t put up any real fight. The short drive was filled with Stiles talking about how he was 
wearing Derek down on the one listing, the one Derek actually refused to go tour. Peter knew 
better, Derek wasn’t being worn down at all, then again Peter knew why his nephew refused to 
tour it. It had once belonged to a different pack, one that had been butchered by hunters. Peter had 
yet gotten the time to inform the succubus of this little fact but refused to do it now when they 
were on their way to meet the dryad. Stiles had more important things to speak to her about than 
trying to get his nephew to agree to tour a land that Stiles didn’t know the history of. 


They arrived unscathed, though Stiles had called into question his abilities on the freeway. Peter 
was pretty sure the boy had simply been bored when he started making said comments. Regardless 
they’d made their way out to the private glen the dryad called home. Getting out of the car, Peter 
escorted the succubus through the wooded area. 


“So what are you going to do while she talks with me?” 


“I imagine Ill entertain myself on my phone harassing a buyer.” 


Stiles rolled his eyes. “Your fascination with antiques is scary.” 
“You admitted to liking the vanity.” Peter pointed out firmly. “You even told me to bid on it.” 


Stiles shrugged his shoulders refusing to admit that he had liked that piece of furniture and that he 
had told Peter to bid on it. 


Shaking his head at the boy’s stubbornness Peter smiled and bowed his head a bit when they came 
upon the dryad's tree. Angelica was tending to it but twisted to smile brilliantly at them. 


“You’ve returned.” 

Stiles pointed to Peter. “He made me come here.” 

“Stiles!” Peter hissed at the teen’s rude statement. 

Stiles just gave an impish grin even as the dryad gave her tinkling laugh. 


“T am sorry if this is inconvenient for you little demon but Peter was my only means of talking to 


you.” 
Stiles shrugged. “I figured, it's no problem.” He turned and frowned at Peter. “Aren’t you supposed 
to leave now?” 


Gritting his teeth at the succubus who was giving him that shit-eating grin, the wolf muttered. 
“Remember you have a long trip home with me.” 


J? 


Stiles grinned as the wolf twisted to leave. “Hey, Peter 
Stiles teased. “You ever made out in a car before?” 


When the wolf turned to glare at him, 


Peter shook his head and walked away, leaving a laughing sex demon to Angelica’s abilities. 
Though he did silently promise to ravish the teen in the car simply because he could. 
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Stiles sat opposite of the dryad who was resting her back against her own tree. He smiled, waiting 
for her to say something. She didn’t. “Um...Hi?” 


“Hello.” 

Silence. 

Stiles frowned. “I thought you wanted to talk to me?” 
“T do.” The dryad inclined her head. 

“So... Talk?” 


Angelica smiled kindly as she said. “I want to speak to the real you Stiles.” The woman’s eyes 
trailed down to the boy's chest. 


Stiles looked down at himself, to the illusion. “Oh.” The teen looked up and with a small sigh 


dropped his glamour. “Sure you wanted to see that?” 
“You look better.” 
Stiles shrugged casting that aside with a clipped. “Fucked a wolf.” 


“I take it by your tone that it was not a pleasant experience, I thought you had feelings for your 
wolves?” 


Stiles laughed shaking a hand at her when she got it all wrong. “No...God no, it wasn’t Peter or 
Derek. A Beta from a pack me and Peter know.” 


Angelica chuckled. “I see. And that is how you fed.” 


“Yeah.” Stiles sighed, it had been over two weeks now and he was beginning to feel worse, not that 
he’d ever been full, to begin with, but it was drawing closer to the time he’d have to feed. “Yeah, I 
did...Not looking forward to next time I gotta say.” 


“You don’t enjoy it regardless of timing Stiles.” The dryad reminded the boy. “But you also 
haven’t tried what I advised, have you?” 


Stiles frowned a moment before saying. “If it's about the whole finding pleasure in this body 
thing...Still not going to happen, personally, I think it's impossible.” 


“It's not.” Angelica shook her head gently. “Peter tells me that you kiss.” 


Stiles blushed he wasn’t sure why that made him blush, maybe because he’d been happy with how 
much kissing was going on. “Yeah, and?” 


“Surely you would not consent to such things if you didn’t enjoy it.” 


Stiles rolled his eyes as the dryad's weak attempt to rationalize trying to pleasure himself or rather 
have someone pleasure him. “Kissing is different, I’ ve never done anything else with them and I 
don’t really plan to...Not to mention I don't even like doing the other stuff unless it's for food and 
that’ ll happen as few and far between as I can manage.” 


Angelica sighed at the succubus’ promise to hold off feeding. “Surely you saw the benefits of 
feeding off of a wolf.” 


“Yeah, great booster.” Stiles harped. “Loved cleaning out his come for a week solid and still 
feeling like he was leaving me full. Great time.” Stiles soured turning aside, he was finally feeling 
normal. The last week had been amazing to be honest, spending time with Peter and Derek without 
the threat of what he was ruining things. He hadn’t needed to feed so he could be normal or at least 
attempt to fool himself at that. 


“T still stand by my advice, you need to find pleasure in this new form if you’re to accept it. Accept 
yourself. You trust Peter do you not?” 


Stiles frowned, looking back at the dryad. “Of course I do.” 
“Then why wouldn’t you allow him to pleasure you?” 


Stiles blushed shaking his head frantically as the dryad suddenly decided that Peter was perfect for 
the task. “No. No, I cannot do that, I mean he can’t. I...Just no.” 


Angelica smiled at the stout refusal being put on by the succubus. “Why do you balk at this idea? 


Do you find him unappealing?” 
“What? No of course not, I mean...Well, you’ ve seen him.” Stiles blushed. “Totally not an issue.” 
“Then what is stopping you?” 


Stiles wilted under her gaze, shoulder’s slumping as he looked to the bright grass beneath them. “I- 
I just don’t want to ruin this. What I have with them.” 


“Why would having Peter pleasure you ruin your relationship?” 


Stiles looked up with a dark glare. “Because I hate this! Because I hate this so much and I don’t 
want to hate him. I like him, I really really like him and I don’t want to lose what I have with him 
because this stupid body is wrong and PII hate anything we do together.” 


“You’re body is not wrong Stiles, different than what you were, but not wrong.” Angelica 
counseled the struggling demon. “Your fear of laying blame onto Peter for not finding pleasure in 
your form is valid, but I think you’d find that Peter is in no rush to gain anything from such 
activities. More than likely he would be honored that you trust him enough to try.” 


“And if I end up hating him?” Stiles growled. “Then is it worth it?” 
“You will not hate him, Stiles, Peter is a good man, he cares deeply for you.” 
“I know.” Stiles nodded his head. “I know he does, both of them do and that’s the problem.” 


Angelica tilted her head at the somber tone the succubus used, something else was going on here 
more than just the boy’s fears of finding pleasure in his body. “Why do you shy away from the 
thought of them caring for you?” 


“T’m not shying away.” Stiles huffed, how could he? He loved the-Stiles opened his eyes wide, 
lifting his head fast he gasped. “I-I love him. Them.” Stiles clenched his eyes shut as tears began to 
bead up. “God how fucked up can I be?!” He’d fought so hard to say it was all some mixed signals 
from this new body but he did love them. Stiles cried burying his face into his hands. 


“Why do you cry at this love?” 


“T can’t love both!” Stiles shouted at the dryad, shaking his head. “I can’t, I can’t even love this 
body how can I love them? I can’t have them, I have to choose and then I have to...I don’t know 
what I have to do I just... There’s something!” Stiles cried fitfully embarrassing himself further in 
front of the dryad. 


“Stiles.” Angelica gave a saddened expression to the sobbing demon. “There is nothing wrong with 
loving them.” 


“I-I know, but-But I have to choose and I don’t think I can.” Stiles looked back at the woman 
pleadingly. 


“Then do not choose.” 
Stiles blinked, blinked again, and then muttered. “What?” 
“Do not choose.” 


“I have too, I can’t just have both of them.” 


The dryad hummed a moment before stating in a calm, gentle voice. “I think you’re placing 
limitations on yourself yet again because of what you were not what you are. Succubus have many 
partners, food in their lifetimes-” 


“They’re not food!” Stiles snarled only to back up shying away when the forest shuddered at his 
angry outburst. He tremored. “I-I’m sorry...’ m sorry, but they’re not food.” 


Angelica sighed, the teen’s outburst had been violent threatening as was the norm for his kind. “T 
did not mean they were only food Stiles.” When the boy gave her half a glance the dryad 
continued. “Succubus have many partners in their lives, their food source is finite...Unless they 
choose to have a small circle of partners who become their food. Those that they lay claim to, 
remember what I told you before?” 


Stiles gave a small nod. “Y-Yeah...But, I can’t fuck them.” 
“Why?” 


“Because!” When the dryad stared back at him neutral, Stiles huffed. “I- I just can’t, I mean I know 
they said they weren’t jealous or at the very least okay with they each kiss me...But fucking is a 
whole different ballgame and I can’t even fuck in general so I sure as hell don’t want to drop that 
into their laps on top of my usual crazy self.” 


“You’re not crazy.” 
Stiles closed his eyes, gritting his teeth. “Then what the hell am I?” 
“Scared.” 


Stiles snorted at the simple reply, opening his eyes to face the dryad. “Yeah...And I can’t stop 
being scared. Everything about this body is scary, wrong, and now you want me to fuck them, both 
of them?!” 


“If you want them to be your partners, your small circle of food then you will need to do so, 
however, I do not intend to coax you into sleeping with either wolf. You still need to find pleasure 
in this form before you could hope to find pleasure with them.” 


Stiles huffed at how simple, how apparent everything was. It didn’t feel like that to him. “I just 
can’t do that to them, I mean I know I talked to them about if I chose a relationship with one of 
them and all but saying oh hey I want to love only Derek but yeah Peter I still need you to fuck me? 
How is that fair?!” 


“You said you loved them both.” The dryad replied evenly. “This should not be an issue if your 
love is shared between each other.” 


Stiles frowned, glared, and then uttered. “You do know that Peter and Derek are related right? Like 
uncle and nephew related? They...They care for me not eac-Okay they care for each other too but 
not in that way, ya know?” Stiles tilted his head hoping the dryad would understand. 


“I see.” She nodded in understanding, she was already aware of how the wolves were related to one 
another but she doubted the succubus was aware of how little this mattered. “Their love of you 
should be enough.” 


“T don’t even know if they feel that way and that really doesn’t fix the problem of me suddenly 
deciding to let only one of them fuck me because there’s still a shit ton of issues in all of that.” 
Stiles groused. 


Angelica smiled at how flustered the young demon was by all the choices laid out in front of him. 
“Focus on one thing Stiles.” 


Blowing out a breath the teen muttered. “One thing...What one thing?” 


“Find pleasure.” The dryad reached out startling the succubus making it impossible to look away 
from her as she knew he was about to do. “Peter is experienced, he has had many partners, male 
and female.” 


“Wow...Did not know that.” Stiles blanched before asking. “Should you really be telling me that?” 


She laughed. “He would tell you himself, he is not shy of his proclivities. My point is that he is 
skilled in these things, a good person to rely on to make you feel safe. To help you find pleasure.” 


Stiles pulled back out of her gentle hold. “And how do I live with myself knowing that Derek 
knows what’s going on?” The dryad frowned. “Yeah... That’s what I thought.” 


Sighing Angelica replied. “Perhaps his presence there will not cause a feeling of dejectedness.” 


“Are you saying to let Derek watch?” He snorted in amusement at the very thought of Derek just 
sitting by watching Peter do god knows what to him. “Cause wow...Uh, Derek said he wasn’t into 
that stuff, not like Peter at least.” 


She smiled in return, not phased by the boy's outburst. “They are wolves.” 
“And?” 
“And they are possessive, Derek will enjoy watching simply because he lays claim to you.” 


Stiles blushed, his cheeks heating up. “He hasn’t laid claim to me, neither of them has.” When the 
dryad gave him that small smile the succubus muttered. “He hasn’t. They haven’t” The smile 
stayed. “HOW?!” 


Laughing the dryad reached out once more a finger gently pressing against the boy's lips before 
Stiles jerked back to reach up at cup the flesh. “Kissing?” 


“That and more, you’re bathed in their scents.” 
Stiles shrugged that off easily. “We’re pack.” 


The dryad shook her head back and forth when the succubus misunderstood. “You’re more than 
pack to them Stiles, you aren’t scented, you’re claimed.” 


Stiles wasn’t sure how to feel about that, even if he knew how he felt about it. That secret 
sensation of loving the notion of the wolves claiming him. Stiles grit his teeth. “How am I 
supposed to know if what I’m feeling is me?” He met the woman’s eyes conflicted. “If it's me or 
this stupid body that wants nothing but sex?” 


Angelica assured the teen. “You know Stiles, even if you are scared to realize it, you know when 
the feelings are your own. When the lustful thoughts come at the sudden spark of contact with 
another or how your heart beats faster when one of them kisses you. You know who you are even 
if you’re scared of the new you, there is nothing wrong with enjoying the pleasure that body can 
give you. Just as it is not wrong to want to have both of your wolves, they will understand but first, 
you need to let yourself feel pleasure.” 


“I don’t think I can,” Stiles said softly, so very afraid of what that would mean. That he truly would 
be everything he feared. A monster, a murdered for sure, a demon, a whore...The list could go on 
and on. The vile things that he heard along his way tainted any pleasure he might have felt, he 
refused to let himself enjoy such things. It was wrong, he’d killed people, he’d taken advantage of 
others. He- 


“Stiles.” 
Stiles blinked looking over to the dryad having not realized he was daydreaming. “Sorry.” 


Angelica smiled. “It is fine little one, we often get lost in things of the mind, just remember it's 
your mind and it will do what you say it can.” 


Stiles frowned at that, unsure what all that powerful statement meant. Surely his brain only thought 
what he wanted it to think. Right? 


“Now, perhaps we should think of a way for you to speak with those wolves of yours.” 


Hesitantly Stiles asked. “About?” Angelica smiled at the succubus, the boy groaned and fell 
backward into the grass. “I can’t do it!” 


“Yes you can, if you’re so afraid I can speak with Pete-” 


“NO!” Stiles bolted upright shaking his head and waving his hands at her. “No. Please, don’t. Do 
not do that.” Stiles panted, blushing hard. “I-No. I...I can’t ask him that.” 


“That was why I was offering.” The dryad laughed. 
“B-But if you do that...” 
“If?” She lead the boy to finish his sentence. 


Stiles looked down glaring at his tail as it flicked anxiously in the grass. “T 1l feel like a whore, I 
mean...More than I already do. Begging him to fuck me-” 


“Pleasure you, that does not mean he will mate with you, Stiles. The only point of this is for you to 
find pleasure and Peter will understand that.” 


Stiles didn’t understand how that was possible, it felt dirty, wrong to think such things were 
possible. “I don’t want to screw this up.” 


“You can’t little one, your wolves won't abandon you.” 


Stiles clenched his jaw, as much ever-loving faith he put in Derek and Peter, the words were a 
hollow reminder. “But wolves left me before.” 


“Yes, I know.” Angelica smiled sadly when the succubus looked up at her tears streaming down 
his cheeks. “Peter has told me of this, of his anger and want for vengeance.” 


Stiles snorted, yep that sounded like Peter alright. “I know Derek would never do that...But I 
thought the same thing about Scott and look where it got me.” 


Angelica smiled brightly as she leaned forward to trail a finger across the boys’ cheek wiping the 
tears away. “A new, stronger pack, with two wolves who love you and accept you for all you are 
and all you can be.” 


Stiles shook his head burying his face into his hands as he curled over himself and sobbed, not 
because he didn’t believe her, but because he did. And the thought of all of that was too scary to 
even consider. 


All we need is a distraction 
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Peter looked up, frowning when Stiles came out of the glen. He’d been crying, not only could he 
tell by scent but by the tear streaks, Stiles was wiping aside. “Oh darling, I take it wasn’t a nice 
visit?” 


Stiles shook his head, though not for the reason the wolf thought. He waited until he was in front of 
the wolf. Wrapped his arms tightly around Peter and buried himself into the man’s shirt, feeling 
Peter’s arms wrap around him made him give a hitch-like sob because it just drove home all the 
horribly wonderful things he and Angelica had talked about. 


Peter sighed, he wasn’t so sure he could leave Stiles out here alone to go and have his usual time 
with the dryad. “Sweetheart, let me go say goodbye and apologize, we can go home.” 


Stiles shook his head, he didn’t want that. He was terrified that he’d consented to the dryads advice 
and if he backed out now Stiles knew that sooner or later that would come back to bite him in the 
ass. “No.” He warbled into Peter’s shirt. “It's fine, I want...Just go, she wants to see you.” He pulled 
back and after wiping his face smiled. “It's okay, I’m fine.” 


Peter gave a small sigh before stroking the boy's face. “Honey that was a lie.” 
Stiles gave a waterlogged laugh. “Cheater.” 


At the boy’s grin, Peter felt a tad better even if he wanted to pry and find out what had upset the 
boy. “Are you sure? I can go and tell her otherwise.” 


Stiles shook his head, no, he needed this time to think and Peter needed that time with the dryad to 
sort through his own stuff...And allow Angelica to talk to Peter. “Just go regale her with how 
horrible me and Derek are when it comes to furniture.” 


Peter rolled his eyes. “I assure you that’s not what I talk to her about.” 


“T d hope not, I don’t think a dryad would like talking about dead tree products.” Stiles grinned 
when the wolf laughed loudly. “Peter?” 


“Hm?” Peter felt a bit better now that Stiles’ mood seemed to improving, that the boy wanted him 
to go into his own time with the dryad. The boy’s soft utterance of his name normally preluded 
something important and he was more than ready to listen. “What is it darling?” 


Stiles swallowed, he’d never done this, not with Peter. Peter had always been the one to instigate 
things, but his fear of what might happen afterward prompted him into saying. “Kiss me.” 


Peter grinned that was an unexpected but lovely request. “As you wish.” He wrapped his arm 
around Stiles and hitched the teen up against his body before delving down to slide his lips against 
the teens. Trailing his tongue against the seem only for Stiles to gasp and him to gain entrance into 
the hot moist mouth of the succubus. Peter growled as he thoroughly explored his partner's panting 
mouth. Slotting them tightly together as he made Stiles whine into him. The succubus’ hand came 
up to rest on his chest as Stiles kissed back, not as confident but still eager. Peter softened the kiss, 
retracting his tongue only to part and leave small lingerings less forceful kisses on the man’s lips 
before ultimately stopping. Stiles was panting breathlessly against him, eyes blown or so he’d 
assumed if they weren’t solid black. Peter grinned. “I got the devil out of you.” 


“H-Huh?” Stiles frowned a little foggy after being subjected to such a wonderful kiss. Stiles gasped 
looking down only to see that the tugging sensation he’d felt wasn’t Peter pulling on his pant leg, 
but gently tugging on his tail which previously hadn’t been there. Stiles groaned laying his head on 
the laughing wolf when he realized what Peter had meant. He’d managed to make Stiles drop his 
glamour just by kissing him. “You’re horrible.” 


“Ah, but did you enjoy it?” 


Stiles grinned into the man’s shirt, being as brave as he could Stiles pulled back to face the glinting 
eyes of the wolf. “Id do it again.” 


Peter flared his eyes at the teasing demon. “I’m sure we will, but sadly it will have to wait...’ ve 
already kept Angel waiting long enough.” 


“Oh.” Stiles nodded, blushing a bit when he realized that Peter had to slide him down his body 
after having picked him up for the heated kiss they’d just shared. “T 11...Uh, be out here then.” 


Peter nodded before handing his phone to a confused Stiles. “I normally leave it in the dash, she 
doesn’t like stuff like this in the glen.” 


“Oh.” Stiles nodded his head even as he cradled the wolf's phone in his hand. “T I make sure to 
download obscene porn on it for you.” Stiles grinned when Peter laughed as he walked into the 
glen. Stiles waited, doing his best to catch his breath both from the amazing kiss he’d just been 
subject to and the beginnings of his fear of how Peter’s session with the dryad would go. Stiles 
swallowed. “Please. Please. Please be right.” Stiles let himself slump against the car, sliding down 
to rest against the cold door. Stiles sighed, all he could do now was wait. 


KKK K KKK K K ok 


Peter tilted his head in respect before joining the dryad on the ground. “May I ask why the little 
demon came out crying to me?” 


“You may not.” 


Peter sighed, he knew it was unlikely that Angelica would tell him anything but he had to try. 
“Very well, I suppose I'll have to ask him later.” 


The dryad hummed in return before prompting the wolf. “You were talking about your sister last 
time we met, shall we start again?” 


Peter took a steadying breath and nodded, Stiles would have to wait, he had his own healing to do. 


KKK KK ok 


“H-He what?” Peter stared back at the smirking dryad. 
“You heard me.” 


Peter shook his head. “No-Yes, of course, I heard you angel but... You’re sure this is what Stiles 
wished for you to tell me? Why not tell me himself? He cou-” 


The dryad raised a brow a pursing of her face had the wolf silencing himself. “He is young Peter, 
young and scared, he hates that body and all the things that come with it. But I think he fears most 
of all enjoying it.” 


Peter gritted his teeth, he knew where that issue hailed from. “I see.” 


“Do not harbor hate towards someone else here.” She glared. “You must focus on Stiles, he is 
scared and unsure of whether or not it is his place let alone right to ask of such things. He fears 
breaking what relationship he has with you and Derek. Fears the chance though I think it is rather 
slim that he might turn his inward hate onto you if this fails...Or worse yet if it doesn’t.” 


Peter sat back sighing, that was a lot to consider. “I'll talk with him, I’m glad that you managed to 
grind him down into accepting this. Me and Derek have been pulling our hair out trying to find a 
way to fix this...And yes, I know this isn’t feeding.” He gave the dryad a pointed look. “But if 
doing these small things helps him get to that point then all the better.” 


She smirked knowingly. “And it will be such a hardship for you.” 


Peter grinned not even trying to hide his pleasure at thinking of what he was going to do to the sex 
demon. “Horrible, truly horrible.” 


Rolling her eyes the dryad told the laughing wolf. “Just remember he is cautious of this, he fears 
neglecting Derek, that my suggestion of it being you is some slight against him.” 


Peter hummed. “My nephew might take it as such, but I believe I know how to make things...Fair.” 
The dark look he was given had the wolf uttering. “Stiles overthinks things, a habit that has more 
than once cost him...He will be too fearful to truly let me start to pleasure him unless he is 
momentarily distracted. My nephew can be quite distracting when it comes to Stiles.” 


“I see... That is good, I suggested Derek be there if nothing more than to watch as a means to 
tempering his jealousy.” 


“Oh?” 


“He said that it was unlikely that Derek would take part as he wasn’t as avid as you at watching 
sexual acts.” 


Peter snorted, he knew where Stiles got that one. “It ll be fine, I highly doubt Derek could pass up 
the chance to watch Stiles enjoy himself for a change. We’re far too used to the horrible after- 
effects of him feeding, a good memory will serve us well.” 


The dryad nodded with a smile. “Good. I'd like to see him...After.” 


Peter coughed a bit, wow, knowing that Stiles would be reporting to the dryad how good he was at 
pleasuring him was a bit awkward. “T11 do my best to drag him here Angel but he might need some 
time to deal with it all.” 


The dryad hummed, considering what the wolf had to say on the matter. Peter knew the succubus 
best, but she also knew it was Peter’s pride that might delay such a thing, his own fear of not taking 
care of Stiles adequately springing forth. “In time.” 


Peter blew out a slow breath, at least partly relieved to know that he and Stiles might have a chance 
to figure things out. Peter had no doubt that it was going to be a rocky start and his plan of having 
Derek involved would be key to keep Stiles calm enough for Peter to do his work. 


“Peter.” 


The wolf looked back to the now amused dryad, chuckling the wolf stated without an ounce of 
shame. “You can’t expect me to pay attention after you told me I get to do something I’ve wanted 
to do for a while now.” 


Sighing at the look the wolf was giving her, the dryad replied in a clipped manner. “Go.” She 
pointed. “I don’t want your lustful thoughts in here.” 


Peter chuckled as he rose from the ground he inclined his head in respect. “Always a pleasure 
Angel.” 


“Peter.” The dryad nodded her head. 


The wolf about-faced and grinned, walking with confidence. Now that little kiss Stiles wanted 
made a hell of a lot more sense. He’d been afraid of Peter saying no as if that was ever a thing that 
would happen. Peter rolled his eyes, of course not, he was going to thoroughly show the little 
demon just how amazing it could be to have an attentive partner. Angel was right to kick him out 
when she did because as he walked some very lustful thoughts came to mind. 


KK KK OK OK 


Stiles blushed the moment that he heard Peter’s footsteps approach, leaving the safety of the 
dryad's glen. Stiles felt akin to the night he’d sacrificed himself, heart beating wildly, breathing 
fast, and an overwhelming sense of impending doom. Reluctantly he looked up to meet the wolf's 
eyes, Peter was smiling but not in that overly cocky smile he used far too often. No, this was just a 
gentle look that for one reason or another just had Stiles relaxing. It spoke of the promise that 
things would be alright, never mind that Peter hadn’t said a word to him thus far. Stiles swallowed 
and then stupidly said. “Hey.” 


Peter chuckled at how clearly nervous the teen was. “Hello, darling, ready to go?” 


Stiles nodded, getting up off of the ground and wiping himself off of any stray grass before picking 
up his bag. Straightening himself out Stiles prepared to ask Peter how his therapy session with 
Angelica had gone only to give a startled noise when he was pushed against the car by Peter’s lips. 


Stiles dropped his bag, his hand shooting around the wolf's back as Peter growled into his mouth, 
his other hand fell upon the wolf's shoulder as Stiles whined into the heavy kiss. Making a soft 
grunt when Peter pressed himself harder into him, grabbing his hip to push the succubus up against 
the car and off of his feet. Stiles wrapped his leg around the wolf’s hip, whimpering as Peter 
pressed harder, his lips interlocked with his own as the man’s tongue drove into his mouth. Stiles 
clutched tightly to the wolf, whimpering as he fought to clear his own head from the seductive 
motions of the wolf. Finally, after too many thrusts into him, Peter pulled back out of breath like 
the succubus was. Grinning like a shark, Peter said to the flushed demon. “All you had to do was 
ask darling.” He chuckled when Stiles blushed, leaning forward watching the boy quiver in 
anticipation Peter gave a softer kiss before pulling back. “But I do hope you’re prepared for me 
ruining you.” 


Stiles huffed. “Big talker.” 
“Hm? Have I been proven to lie about my skills thus far?” The wolf challenged in return. 
“Oddly no.” 


Peter chuckled as he watched Stiles frown after having thought about it. “Then you can see why 
you should be prepared for what I have in store for you.” 


Stiles smiled weakly leaning forward to hook his chin over Peter’s shoulder. “You know this could 
end badly.” 


“Or I could make you scream my name.” 
Stiles snorted. “Be serious.” 


“T was. It's going to happen sooner or later, I’m hoping for sooner and I’m well prepared to work 
for that.” 


Stiles blushed at the wolf's comment, he wasn’t sure how to feel about how eager Peter was to 
pleasure him. It was both exhilarating and terrifying, the succubus sighed when Peter let up some 
of the pressure against him, allowing him to slide back down to the ground when they stepped 
back. Stiles frowned when Peter shifted himself strangely only to blush fiercely when the man 
adjusted himself in a telling way, Peter raised a brow at him after he was more comfortable. 


Stiles shook his head. “Nothing.” 
The wolf grinned. “Can you blame me?” 
“All you did was kiss me.” 


“Hm...If that was all it was to you I’m not trying hard enough.” Peter grinned at the wide-eyed teen 
right before he pushed him hard back against the car and snatched up the boy's lips in a heated, 
tongue-filled kiss that had the boy whimpering again. Peter groaned as he felt the teen press back 
into the kiss, shyly but it was there. Peter continued to egg the boy on, hoping for Stiles to find his 
confidence all the while enjoying himself. When Stiles sighed into the kiss, Peter pulled back a 
confident grin on his face as Stiles was flushed. “How about now?” 


Stiles swallowed, that had been a lot. “I-Is...A-are you going to do a lot of that?” 


“Kissing?” Peter chuckled when he got a nod. “Well, it is rather fun but when it comes to truly 
pleasuring you? No.” Peter shook his head, he had far grander plans for that. “That you’ll have to 
wait and see, now let's head home you’re going to take a bath.” 


“Uh-Why?” 


Peter climbed into the driver's side, waiting for Stiles to get in and buckle up before saying. 
“You’ll want to be as relaxed as you can be or you’ll strain something when I make you come as 
hard as I’m going to.” 


Stiles blushed and stammered. “‘P-Peter!’’ 


The wolf laughed as he started the car, heading back towards the city the Beta remarked. “Darling 
you have no idea what I can do to you and I’m going to take great pleasure in showing you every 
minute detail of my wealth of knowledge.” 


Stiles couldn’t help but find that was a threat, whether or not that was a good thing or not was up in 
the air. All he could say was. “You just admitted to being old.” 


Peter grinned over at Stiles who was clearly trying to avoid the unsettling topic of their looming 
project. Peter was going to make Stiles feel every ounce of pleasure one could in that new body of 
his. If the wolf was half as good as he thought, getting the succubus to feed off of him and Derek 
wouldn’t be half as hard as he thought it would have been before Angelica had told him of Stiles’ 
little secret desire to test out the dryad's advice. Peter was adamant that when Stiles reported back 
into the dryad he’d have nothing but praise to sing of their coming night together. 


KKK K OK OK 


Derek looked up, frowning when Stiles didn’t say hello but just ran past the living room, down the 
hallway, and into his bedroom to slam the door. Sighing, Derek glared at his uncle who was 
laughing all the while shutting the front door. “What did you do now?” 


Peter snorted at his nephew's penchant for saying he was up to no good, the fact that Derek was 
nearly always right was flagrantly ignored. “I only did what he asked and what Angelica 
suggested...On that note, you’re going to be helping with our therapy homework so I’d suggest you 
put on some looser pants.” Peter laughed while heading down the hall, shouting to Stiles. “Bath 
Stiles!” 


“Screw you!” 


Derek sighed, he threw his book on the table and got up to find out what was really going on. At 
least with Stiles, he knew he’d get the truth and not the evasion of the topic at hand. Derek 
knocked despite them all knowing who was who, he heard a muttered clearly strained ‘come in’ 
and nodded. Stepping inside the succubus’ bedroom Derek smiled shutting the door behind him 
with a gentle nudge of his foot despite the door not being enough to stop Peter from overhearing 
their conversation. “So?” 


Stiles had his face buried in his pillow and groaned, dear god how was he supposed to say 
something like this? He couldn’t, that’s how. He heard and felt Derek taking a seat on the edge of 


his bed. 
“Stiles.” 
The succubus groaned again, his words muffled in his pillow. “I can’t tell you!” 


Derek frowned upon hearing the muffled utterance of embarrassment the teen managed to 
somehow portray while having his head smashed into a pillow. “What can’t you tell me?” 


Stiles whipped around to glare. “If I can’t tell you and you ask what can’t I tell you then you’ ve 
missed out on the first part where I told you I can’t tell you!” 


Derek smirked at the flustered teen's rant. “So what did Peter do?” Stiles twisted about and buried 
his head again in the pillow, Derek glared at the teen's refusal to just come clean about whatever 
his uncle had done. “Does this have to do with the supposed therapy homework you two have?” 
The alarmed noise the succubus made had Derek smirking, so that was a yes. “What’s the 
homework?” 


“Make him scream my name until he doesn’t have a voice.” 


Derek twisted a dark scowl on his face as he looked back at Peter who was lounging casually 
against the doorway after throwing the door open without knocking. “What?” 


The Beta shrugged. “It's just what I said dear nephew, Angelica believes that his feeding issues 
might improve if he could learn to accept that form. To take pleasure in what pleasure it 
does...Obviously, Stiles isn’t the type to enjoy screwing strangers as that’s quite what brought us 
here. So she suggested us.” Peter waved a hand between him and the now wide-eyed Derek. “More 
importantly me, but Stiles being the selfless little thing he is didn’t find that fair to you.” Given the 
disgruntled look on his nephew's face, Derek was conflicted on how to take that. “So Angelica 
came up with the idea that you would participate as well, watching which Stiles quickly intervened 
to say wasn’t your thing. I’m the one who likes to watch.” Peter chuckled even as Derek rolled his 
eyes as his past activities at the club were mentioned. “However, knowing the little demon-like I 
do I knew he won’t relax enough for me to make good on my promise to rectify his belief that he 
can’t find pleasure. That is where you come in dear nephew, distract him.” 


“Distract him?” 


Sighing at the bland retort he was given, Peter folded his arms over his chest and in a bored tone of 
voice. “I’m sure you can get creative with that tongue of yours if you so chose. Frankly, I don’t 
care what you do to rile him up, the point is to keep him focused on you rather than the amazing 
things I’m going to do to his strung-out body.” 


Derek glanced back to Stiles who had remained steadfastly silent through the whole thing, reaching 
out he laid a hand on the boy's back feeling him jolt at the sudden sensation of having someone 
touching him. “Stiles, is this what you want?” The teen’s embarrassment made a lot more sense 
now, but as keen as Peter was at the notion of pleasuring Stiles, Derek wanted to make sure that 
was what the teen truly wanted. 


Peter snorted. “Please, you know he’ll take the low road if only to avoid the awkwardness of us 
seeing him writhing on the bed.” The growl and flare of red eyes had Peter tensing, he canted his 
head aside in submission before sourly remarking. “You know I’m right Derek, its time we pushed 
a little.” 


Before Derek could give his uncle his own advice Stiles intjerected. 


“You pushed me against the car and sucked out my tonsils! That’s enough pushing.” Stiles glared 
at the laughing werewolf. Huffing Stiles glanced to Derek who was giving him a surprised look. 
“What?” 


“Do you want to do this Stiles?” 


The teen saw clearly how if he said no Derek would stop things right that second, undeniably doing 
something mean to Peter to get the older wolf to listen. Yet as scary as this all was, Stiles, did 
wonder if Angelica and Peter were right about things. He was scared of what might happen if it all 
failed, scared of what it might feel like to experience anything good from this body. He shrugged. 


Derek frowned at the lax answer. “You need to choose Stiles, either you’re comfortable for this or 
you’re not. We’re not forcing you to do anything you don’t want.” 


Stiles was once again reminded as to why he loved these wolves so much, the lengths they’d 
already gone for him, and now this. Stiles swallowed a faint smile on his face. “I don’t really know 
how to feel... don’t think it’ ll work.” 


“Ah, but you won’t know for sure unless we try.” 


Stiles gave Peter a passing glance, his gaze landing on Derek once more. “I don’t know how this is 
even supposed to work.” 


“Work?” Derek frowned, it was pretty self-explanatory, or at least that’s how Derek felt about it. 
Sex was sex, even if they weren’t going to go the full way with Stiles, surely the teen understood 
that much. 


Stiles colored before stammering. “I just meant...Different body parts man, I’m used to the other 
half, not this.” He waved his hand at his own body inwardly repulsed that he even had to do such a 
thing. 


“T can take it from here nephew.” Peter sauntered into the room, he didn’t bother to sit on the bed 
beside Derek or further past that to Stiles who was pressed up against the headboard now. He stood 
just a few inches from the bed and pointed to the teen. “A woman's anatomy is indeed different, 
but pleasure is pleasure... You just go about things a different way.” 


“I don’t know how this is supposed to feel Peter.” Stiles gave a perturbed expression to the carefree 
wolf. 


“Tt’ll be clear on whether or not I’m as good as I say I am.” Peter grinned assured in his own skills 
and even Stiles nerves when dealing with a new body and all its capabilities. “Now, why don’t you 
go take a shower as it seems a bath is too much to ask for.” 


Stiles shrugged. “It seems pointless.” 


“It's not.” Peter returned with ease. “When you’re done come into my bedroom, Derek and I will 
be waiting.” 


“Wait... Your bedroom?” 
The wolf quickly explained. “A precaution is all, now go and shower.” 


Stiles wasn’t sure what Peter meant by precaution but after giving a wary look to Derek he climbed 
off the bed and made his way around the wolves to head off to do as Peter asked. 


Peter smiled at his nephew who was glaring at him. “Come along, let's get things together the less 
time he has to wait in the end the better.” 


“What are we preparing?” Derek loathed to ask such a thing, but like Peter said it was better to be 
prepared. 


“Everything.” 


Finding pleasure 
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Stiles was nervous as hell, he wasn’t even sure what was waiting for him in the man’s bedroom 
which okay, that might have been part of the source of his anxiety now that he was thinking about 
it. Shaking his head, Stiles walked slowly down the hall. He’d showered as Peter demanded, and 
dressed in just a comfortable shirt and pajama pants. Easy clothing to get in or out of, cause Stiles 
was pretty sure he’d be getting out of them real soon. Swallowing tightly at the image that brought 
about, the teen continued forward. He stopped just inside the doorway to Peter's room, Derek was 
sitting on the edge of the bed, Peter was nowhere in sight. Frowning Stiles smiled when Derek 
pointed to the bathroom already well aware of his question. 


“Thanks.” 
Derek nodded before patting the bed. “Come lay down.” 


“Sure.” Stiles gave a quivering smile, approaching the bed as if it was a bed made of nails and not 
the comfortable downy bed he came to find out it was. Stiles sat next to Derek, cross-legged and 
waiting. “So... You’re supposed to distract me.” 


Derek smirked at the teen’s nerves, he shrugged. “I'll think of something.” Given the sharp look, 
Stiles gave him he wasn’t amused. “You’ll be okay Stiles, nothing is going to hurt you.” 


Stiles looked away, staring at the blue comforter that Peter had on his bed, it was really soft and a 
great means of distracting himself away from the fact that pain wasn’t the issue. He was used to 
pain and not for a second did Stiles think either wolf would do something to hurt him. No, that 
wasn’t the issue, the issue was having anything done with this new foreign body of his. Stiles’ 
head jerked upright when Peter came out of the bathroom, the wolf was smiling in what Stiles 
could only explain looked like a prowling cat. He glared when the wolf came forward and gently 
tugged on his shirt. 


“I believe clothing isn’t optional for this.” 


“Ha-Ha.” 


Chuckling Peter waved a hand at the irritable succubus. “Go on then, lay back, relax.” 


“None of these things are possible...Well, other than the laying back bit.” Stiles pulled his shirt 
over his head tossing it onto the floor as if it was a discarded towel and not the only barrier 
between him and the wolves raving vision. The succubus’ hands shook a bit even as he went about 
divesting himself of his underwear and pants. Likewise, they ended up on the floor as Stiles pulled 
his knees up to his chest and did everything in his power not to look down at himself. To not see 
the foreign body that was now bare for Derek and Peter to look at. Derek’s hand settled on his 
shoulder, Stiles jumped a hair before giving a strained laugh. With Derek’s coaxing the teen laid 
backward, sprawled out on Peter’s bed, legs firmly together and his eyes strained up at the ceiling. 


Peter sighed at how tense Stiles was, the shower probably helped but it was going to be Derek who 
kept this little adventure going. Peter climbed up onto the bed, gently assuring the succubus. “Just 
relax darling, nothing bad's going to happen.” Peter laid a warm palm onto the boy's knee, it jerked 
a bit beneath his hand but didn’t move to get away. Peter gave a nod to Derek, it would be best to 
have Derek distract Stiles throughout the beginning as Peter knew that the moment he tried to 
insert himself between the boy's sprawled legs Stiles would fight. Now, staring down at the 
luxurious body, even if it was half-starved, Peter wanted to feast upon it, on Stiles. His body was 
lithe as he’d always been though the sharp points of his bones were still saddening to see, Peter’s 
eyes raked downward, past the boy's navel to the smooth flesh that was bare of the true man's sex. 
Polished skin that sloped down into the pouting folds at the beginning of the boy's new anatomy. 
Peter was quite looking forward to pleasuring the little sex demon, showing him just how much 
fun his new form could be if he’d only give it a chance. 


Derek smiled down at Stiles when the succubus tilted his head towards him, clearly having sensed 
the change in atmosphere. Leaning down Derek kissed the teen, short, sweet, and just a ghosting of 
their own breaths touching as the Alpha got himself situated on the bed to lean comfortably across 
the bed. Derek ignored anything and everything Peter might have planned, whether the man was 
getting started now or not, his only focus was on Stiles. So he draped himself across the teen, 
blocking out the view of Peter and by extension to the succubus’ own body. Derek held himself up 
with his elbow, Stiles’ body tucked in tight to his ribs as the Alpha leaned down and gave a firmer 
kiss. The Alpha smiled into the simple gesture when Stiles' hand came to grab onto his side 
seeking out some kind of anchor. Derek pulled away as his hand came to cradle Stiles’ cheek. “Just 
focus on me.” 


Stiles nodded his head, that was easier said than done since he could feel Peter moving at the foot 
of the bed. Feel the man’s warm hand on his knee, not yet pushing but there all the same. Stiles 
knew it wouldn’t be long before the wolf was pulling his legs open and then all the bad things 
would start, well, not bad since it would be Peter he told himself, just disappointing. Stiles had 
little hope of this working, but he was going to do his best to give Peter and Derek a fair shot at 
doing this. “What now?” 


Derek smiled his thumb tracing Stiles’ cheek as the boy’s eyes seemed to flicker between his 
normal human color to the midnight black of his true nature. “Now I get to keep you wondering 
who is doing what.” Derek grinned before swooping down to give a hardier kiss, he felt Stiles's 
fingers dig into his side, no claws, yet. Derek knew that once things kicked off there was a good 
chance of him getting a few scratches or holes seeing as how sharp the succubus’ talons were. 
Either way, Derek growled into the heated kiss as Stiles whined. Their lips locked together as the 
Alpha sought entrance into the teen’s mouth, it was given pretty easily and Derek took pleasure in 
showing Stiles just how distracting a kiss could be. 


Peter smirked as he saw Derek take the boy in hand, it was a start at least. Kissing would only go 
so far and his nephew would have to get creative in a moment because as Peter gently ushered 


Stiles’ legs to open he found resistance. Sighing at how up-tight Stiles was even while having his 
tongue sucked on by Derek, the Beta laid both hands on the boy's legs, knees. A clearly nonsexual 
area...Well, unless you were creative, but Peter wasn’t looking to get that creative right now. No, 
right now he only needed to get Stiles to relax enough for him to move onto the main event. So he 
slowly massaged the boy’s knees, then inched his ways up, thighs that tensed under his palms. 
More gentle rubbing and the sounds of Derek growling intermittently displaced by Stiles whining, 
shifting on the bed as he clearly wanted to get closer to Derek but the Alpha was keeping him 
pinned. Shaking his head in amusement to the poor succubus’ plight, Peter massaged the boy’s 
quivering thighs a moment longer before allowing his fingertips to slowly inch upward. He felt 
Stiles tense but whatever the boy thought he was about to do he disproved. Rather than trying to 
pry his hand into the boy’s guarded sex, the wolf gently rubbed the boy’s hips. Cradling them, 
showing how it felt to have a gentle hold there rather than one from a partner rutting into you. 
Gentle touches that after a few tense minutes began to lessen the tight hold Stiles had on his body. 


Peter sighed in relief when it appeared that they were making some form of progress, though he 
was still adamant about making it all the way through things tonight he had to remind himself to be 
patient. Stiles could only handle so much after all he’d endured these many months surrounded by 
strangers eager to fuck him. So gentle touches it was, reassuring motions of steady hands that 
offered nothing but pleasant reassurances on slowly relaxing flesh. Peter continued to rub the boy’s 
hip with one hand, drawing the other slowly down the length of the teen. Hip to thigh, thigh to 
knee, and then down to his calf where he rubbed in slow motions before carefully urging the leg to 
splay open, to loosen Stiles hold in hiding himself. At first, it appeared that Stiles would continue 
to fight, he resisted, only to surprise Peter when he shifted on the bed beneath Derek and allowed 
Peter to move his leg easily. Smirking at how invested the succubus was in what he and Derek 
were doing, Peter allowed his other hand to follow a similar trail, hip to thigh, thigh to knee, and 
then to the calf. Once there he massaged it and then carefully beckoned it to open further. 


Stile had foolishly thought that all Derek would be doing was kissing the hell out of him, Derek did 
plenty of that but there was so much more the wolf could apparently do just from the chest up. 
Example? Stiles currently was shifting on the bed beneath the heavy Alpha who had him pinned in 
place all the while leaving teasing kisses that sparked something in Stiles's body. They were 
nothing like the heated motions they’d just shared, this was gentle, teasing, caressing. Derek didn’t 
seem to leave an inch of his skin unattended as he sought about kissing every part of Stiles. The 
teen flinched, tensing a bit when he felt Peter doing things...There. But his reaction must have 
caught Derek’s attention as those gentle caresses suddenly turned a bit sharper, namely because of 
the introduction to the wolf's teeth. Stiles groaned as Derek gave small nips between kisses, 
sporadic, spontaneous, and altogether arousing. It was when Derek moved to his neck and began to 
make the hickey to beat all hickeys that Stiles forgot what Peter was doing. 


Stiles moaned and Peter froze careful not to set them back only to roll his eyes when he saw that 
Derek had moved on a bit from just sucking the boy's tongue out of his mouth. Given how Derek 
was growling and Stiles's hands were wrapped around the hunched-over Alpha, Derek was giving 
the boy some impressive hickies. Leaving that work to Derek, Peter carefully opened the boy’s 
legs not far as he didn’t want Stiles to feel like he’d been splayed apart for whatever bed partner 
he’d chosen. No, Peter wasn’t there to fuck Stiles, he was there to make Stiles feel all the good 
things he could from the new form the succubus had taken on. Peter was pleased with how he’d 
gotten Stiles to bear himself for the wolf's appraisal, sure Peter had seen the boy’s new form a few 
times now. Mostly after the sordid affairs, his feeding entailed, nothing so pure as just a bare body 
that hadn’t been accosted. 


Stiles looked for all the world like any sensual female would, the curve of his hips narrowed into a 
V, the folds of the boy’s lips were bare. Peter knew that had to be species-based as he didn’t think 
Stiles was the type to care for self-maintenance with this new body. Whatever the reason, the skin 


was flawless and quite inviting. Peter let a hand come forward to gently follow the swoop of the 
boy’s hips, trailing downward into the sloping V he felt Stiles stiffen but didn’t stop what he was 
doing. Gently allowing his fingers to trail across the outer folds of the man’s sex in a gentle but 
continuous movement. Peter ignored Derek’s own shifting or how he had to catch Stiles’ knee to 
prevent him from shutting his legs as the wolf pushed himself forward enough to prevent the 
succubus from clamping his legs shut now that he was in between them. Peter carefully allowed 
his thumb to trail between the moist folds, stroking over the hidden jewel that lay tucked tightly 
within them. With a firm but mindful strokes, Peter cradled the boy’s sex with his fingers and 
allowed only his thumb to stroke down the length of the boy's folds, teasing the jewel as Stiles’ sex 
began to flush with blood. 


Stiles jerked beneath Derek, feeling something altogether new and strange. It was pleasurable but 
more in an electric shock type of pleasure. It was different and his brain wasn’t quite sure what to 
do with it so it gave small bursts of pleasure amidst sparks of something Stiles could only assume 
was his body’s way of being aroused...Down there. Stiles made an anxious noise as he tried to shift 
at the wolf's invasive touch, it felt wrong, very wrong, and not just because he knew Peter was 
seeing all of him. That definitely didn’t help things, but knowing it was Peter who was down there 
doing this stuff to him suddenly crashed another wave of uncertainty. Derek didn’t allow him up, 
the wolf smiled down at him a moment clearly aware of how confusing this all was for him. Stiles 
was prepared to call a halt to things, it wasn’t really working, other than to make him feel anxious 
but the second he opened his mouth he had a tongue in it. Stiles groaned into Derek as the wolf 
flared his eyes and systematically went about relearning every crevice in his mouth. Stiles slumped 
into the motions, his hands tightening on the wolf but only for the sake of keeping Derek near. 


Peter heard Stiles make an unsure noise that Derek hushed right away, best to move things along 
then. Half a dozen more strokes to make sure that Stiles’ body was responding favorably and Peter 
was laying himself between the boy’s thighs. He blew out a warm breath, smirking when Stiles 
jerked from the sudden change where he’d started to get used to his thumb but was now faced with 
something altogether new. Peter licked his lips before trailing his nose across the mound of flesh, 
laying a gentle kiss there that saw Stiles shifting restlessly, Peter continued to trail kisses down the 
slope into the boy's inner thighs, trailing down until he was able to surprise the succubus with that 
first touch as his tongue peeked out to trail over the flushed sex. Stiles jerked as if he’d been 
shocked, but Peter didn’t relent idly hearing Derek reassure him and then distract the boy further. 
Given the small moan, Derek managed to produce it would appear that they were doing a good job 
of showing the boy some new pleasures. 


Derek growled into Stiles's mouth but pulled back when the teen suddenly jerked beneath him and 
made a startling noise. One that spoke plainly to the fact that Peter was moving onto more heated 
acts. That was fine, the purpose really, it just meant that Derek had to keep pace to keep Stiles 
relaxed enough to not put a stop to things. So, the Alpha went back to sucking impressive hickies, 
nipping at the boy's flesh as he growled into the teen’s supple form. Smirking, Derek took one of 
the succubus’ rosy nipples into his mouth and sucked, trailing his tongue around it a few times as 
Stiles twisted and moaned beneath him. Derek nipped lightly earning shocked little noises before 
he traded to the other side of the boy’s chest. Stiles was definitely responding now given how the 
teen was moaning and clutching tightly to him as if he wasn’t sure if he wanted to push Derek 
away or keep him close. Until the succubus found that out, Derek was intent on driving him up a 
wall. 


Peter trailed his tongue around the moist folds, trailing it gently over the jewel and lapping at the 
budding fluids as the boy’s body began to respond to his gentle but thorough introduction to the 
wolf's attention. Peter’s tongue sloped lower in the next motion, he grinned as he managed to dip 
his tongue just a tiny bit into the boy’s cunt before pulling back up to slide all the way to the 
succubus’ mound. Stiles was shuddering, his legs were trying to close around him but Peter didn’t 


have to do anything but focus on the succubus’ body as his own was enough to keep his place 
between the boy's thighs. Peter lathed at the boy’s jewel, sliding his tongue along its peeked form 
and sucking on it every so often earning sharp keens from the teen who was grasping tightly to 
Derek. Peter trailed downward once more, allowing the tip of his tongue to crest around the boy’s 
cunt, teasing the succubus’ entrance before pulling out to tease the tissue around it before dipping 
back in further. Stiles’ hips shifted but Peter put out a steadying hand to hold the boy safely in 
place. He pulled his tongue back and trailed it back to the boy’s jewel and suckled on it earning a 
sharp noise that had the wolf grinning. He could hear the harsh pants that Stiles was giving, how 
he was groaning to whatever Derek was doing and the constant shifting he tried to do with Peter 
spoke of how flushed he was becoming from all the new sensations with his body. 


Peter quickly resumed his progress on the boy’s sex, his hand wrapping around the boy’s thigh to 
shift Stiles’ legs further apart as he buried himself into the boys slickening sex. Sucking and lathing 
at the flushed folds, teasing the jewel to the boy’s sex before sliding down to dip his tongue inside 
the moist channel. Peter growled as he did so, being so close with Stiles after so long. His body 
might not receive the same pleasures as Stiles was at that moment but it was all the more 
pleasurable for Peter to know that he was getting to show this to Stiles, getting to be a part of the 
boy’s new life. Taking pleasure in pleasuring the sex demon. His tongue pushed further and further 
teasing the undulating channel that had grown moist from his liberal attentions. Peter pulled his 
tongue back sighing on the boy's outer folds his breath ghosting the blood-filled tissues and 
causing Stiles to shudder. Grinning as his chin dampened with the boy’s own juices came closer 
once more, Peter kissed the boy’s fluttering sex before nuzzling his nose against the boy's jewel 
paying it more attention while Stiles shuddered. Trailing his tongue around the boy’s jewel, 
inciting little sparks of pleasure before he sealed his lips around the area and drank the boy down 
the wolf growled feeding vibrations of pleasure into the succubus who was making a lot more 
noises than he had before. Grinning as he slid back to thrust his tongue back inside the boy's hot 
sex, Peter growled and promptly feasted on all the succubus had to offer. Driving his tongue deep 
before teasingly pulling back to lathe at the outer folds and the cusp of his entrance before sliding 
back inside to tease the deepest parts his flexible appendage could reach. 


Stiles was giving off sharp noises, keens, and whimpers as he twitched on the bed to what Peter 
was doing. All the things that Derek was adding on top of the already heated affair were just 
making the whole thing unbearable. Stiles wanted more and yet he didn’t, his body was cold but 
raging hot. He was panting, that much he knew was true at least. Then again, Stiles knew a few 
other things that were ‘true’. Namely that Derek was really good at using his teeth as a distraction 
device, that whatever Peter was doing at the moment both felt amazing and kinda grossed him out, 
pleasure won out in that affair which was nice. Stiles groaned, tilting his head back only to whine 
when Derek took that as a ‘come hither look to suddenly latch onto his neck again. God, things 
were sensitive and the ball growing in his gut was tightening, with every movement, the wolves 
made to drive his body to the end Stiles’ body tried to double itself over into accepting. Stiles 
couldn’t help but twist and turn beneath Derek, the Alpha applying more of his weight to keep him 
pinned for Peter, but god was that hard to listen to. Stiles felt like he should be moving, should be 
doing something more than just being subjected to all of these heady sensations, neither wolf 
agreed and Stiles was pinned in place to feel how things turned out. 


Stiles would have been twisting out of his reach if it weren’t for his and Derek’s ability to hold in 
him place, Stiles fear of not feeling anything good had clearly gone out the window and that made 
everything all the better for the two wolves. Peter could hear the boy's frantic heartbeat, his 

panting breaths, and deep lust filled noises as he enjoyed himself with Derek while receiving all 
Peter’s attentions below. Stiles was well prepared if he were to have sex now, his body was pulsing 
with a need that rivaled their own but it wasn’t for the wolves to share. No, Peter was driving the 
teen higher and higher feeling every twitch, every throb of blood-engorged flesh, the twisting 


clamping pressure of the boy’s channel teasing his tongue for all its pleasant motions. Stiles was 
tensing, his body singing of the pleasure that was being supplied with, higher and higher as the 
Succubus’ whines and whimpers grew more constant, heavier with need. Peter felt the tremors that 
rocked the boy's sex, felt the fluttering of the muscles that strained for more as Peter’s attentions 
caused the teen’s body to seek its own completion. He growled arching forward to plunge himself 
deeper letting the vibrations of his own vocalization tease the throbbing cunt he was devouring. 
Peter didn’t stop, he kept going, harder and harder, soft teasing strokes, then hard plunges of need, 
trailing kisses, and wanderings of his tongue. He went round and round as the boy’s body grew 
hotter and hotter, went higher and higher. Peter didn’t stop, not even when the boy’s channel 
spasmed sharply, twisting and clamping on his tongue at the same time that Stiles made a loud cry 
and tensed. 


Stiles was sure that his body was going to combust, it felt that hot. That hot and tight and 
everything was right and bad all at the same time. Stiles truly wasn’t sure which round of 
sensations he should be listening too though damn if the pleasure wasn’t a first-place winner. Stiles 
knew he was moaning like a common whore, making noises he never knew he could make before. 
It only seemed to exasperate what the wolves were doing. Stiles felt how his body responded to 
every slick sensation of Peter probing his cunt with his tongue, the sensation of that warm 
appendage piercing into him made his stomach queasy but the heat and toe-curling sensation from 
that very same act counteracted, things balanced out pretty evenly, alright pleasure won out nearly 
the whole time. The clenching of his stomach, the ball of tense energy that was coiling higher and 
higher with everything Peter and Derek did to him was reaching its peak. Stiles felt for sure that 
he’d just break, that his body couldn’t do anything more spectacular than what it was doing right 
that second. He was wrong, Stiles gasped as his muscles locked up, the boiling sensation in his gut 
broke open and spilled that torrent of pleasure throughout his veins. His cunt quivering, spilling 
itself onto the bed and the wolf who was still egging on the teen’s orgasm. Stiles whined, tilting his 
head back and groaning as his body was rocked with harsh tremors as his brain flew high on the 
sensations of his body finally getting something good out of everything. Stiles sluggishly began to 
crest the top of his orgasm, the endorphins that rushed to his head as his body quaked in relief had 
Stiles moaning. 


Peter grinned but didn’t let up his attentions on the boy’s tremoring body, no, Stiles was coming 
but that didn’t mean he was done. He could still have plenty more pleasure and Peter was 
determined to wring every last drop of it out for the succubus. Peter only stopped when every tense 
ounce of flesh began to sag, slowly gently pulling himself away from the teen's hot core. Lifting 
himself up and wiping at his chin as he sat back on his heels between the boy’s sprawled legs 
which even now gave the odd jerk. Clearing his throat, Peter smirked when Derek pulled back, 
letting up on Stiles. The succubus was panting, harsh staccato breaths as his chest rose and fell fast. 
It was clear what Derek had been up to given the wide range of hickies that covered every square 
inch on the teen’s neck and chest. The plush lips that had been attacked time and again. The 
succubus looked back at him with lidded eyes, Peter smiled. “How was that darling?” 


Stiles groaned, tilting his head aside and covering his face with an arm even as he realized that he 
couldn’t close his legs because Peter was kneeling between them. Stiles knew he could pull his 
legs up and then curl over, but frankly, he was tired and his body sang of a release that he hadn’t 
had since before his little fuck up with the ritual. 


“Stiles?” 
Hearing Derek’s concern and realizing he’d drifted in a pleasure laced fog, Stiles hummed tiredly. 


“Are you alright sweetheart?” 


Stiles sighed, Peter and Angelica were right he could feel pleasure which although relieving in 
some context also left an alarming amount of wiggle room when it came to more daunting aspects 
of sex. When the wolves called his name again, Stiles sighed he was tired and his body, this 
horrible body felt good. Really good and Stiles wanted to just soak it all in. Stiles twisted, pulling 
his legs from around Peter to curl up, his arm falling away from his face as he burrowed his face 
into the man’s pillows. 


“Stiles sweetheart, we need to know if you’re alright.” Peter gently rubbed the boy’s hip from 
where Stiles had pulled away to curl up on the bedspread. 


“M tired.” 


Peter smirked, sharing a look with Derek. “Yes, well, sex can do that to you.” Peter gave a small 
chuckle as he had to inform a sex demon of all things about that little tidbit of information. “But 
other than that, how do you feel?” 


Stiles smiled into the pillow, well away from the wolves prying eyes. He took a deep breath, 
scenting only them, just them in the apartment, in Peter’s bed and just safety. Safety even though 
he’d just used this body in something that only a few hours ago had seemed like an impossible 
thing. Peter and Derek had proved that it was very possible, and the resulting high made him shiver 
a bit. One of them must have assumed that was from being cold or perhaps shock, either way, 
Stiles hummed pleased when he was covered with a blanket. The blanket was warm, nice, but 
Stiles’ foggy mind knew something better. He threw out a hand without looking and a grabby hand 
motion. 


“What?” 


Stiles made a displeased noise as he was forced out of his lovely little haze of pleasure and safety, 
he arched up just enough to yank Peter forward by his shirt. The Beta crashing half on top of him 
and the rest beside him. Stiles hummed burrowing in the blankets even as Peter chuckled, Stiles 
ignored that in favor of muttering. “Sourwolf don’t make me get up again or Pll use claws.” 


Derek chuckled as he laid down on the other side of the succubus who was feeling needy after his 
prolonged bout into newfound pleasures. The wolves laid on either side of the curled-up form. 
Derek wrapped his arm around the figure at the top of the bed gently stroking the crown of Stiles's 
head and earning a small sigh. “Are you okay?” Despite all the positive reactions thus far, Derek 
really wanted to know that this wasn’t going to come back to bite them in the ass. Stiles had 
definitely reacted appropriately to what he and Peter had done to mark up the succubus’ body, 
claiming it for themselves. Derek growled a bit before leaning forward to snuffle into the boy's 
hair. Stiles made a pleased noise and curled tightly into him. 


“Let the poor boy sleep Derek, he clearly enjoyed himself.” It would be hard not to say as much 
given how wrecked Stiles had looked when they were done. 


Derek grunted, he’d wait but the second that Stiles was more aware he wanted to know how the 
succubus was. Derek hadn’t anticipated laying down on his uncle's bed curled up around a naked 
Stiles while his uncle did the same from the other side of the teen. He found he didn’t mind in the 
least, it was warm, Stiles was there and he just smelled safe. Stiles smelled like home, and he was 
sated, giving off this little sizzle to his scent from the pleasant fatigue his body was experiencing 
after the two wolves had played their part in pleasuring the teen. Derek sighed, relaxing and 
closing his eyes. If he was to stay and lay there beside Stiles he might as well take a nap too. 


Peter smirked as he watched his nephew get comfortable on the other side of the exhausted 
succubus. Peter couldn’t help but feel prideful for what he’d accomplished, he truly hoped that 


when the boy woke they’d be able to verify that Stiles truly had felt the pleasure of the wolves' 
hard work. Not that it was hard per se to make Stiles feel pleasure, no to Peter it was obvious that 
the teen's body craved such things. Whether that was because he was a succubus or simply the 
touch starved attributes shining through Peter figured that either way, he and Derek would be there 
to see the teen through it all. If Peter was lucky, many more times like today. 


Things can be better than before 


Chapter Summary 


Stiles has a conversation with Peter about the wolves' pleasuring him, the succubus 
teaches the Alpha and Beta a lesson when they start arguing in front of him. 


Chapter Notes 


Sorry for the super later chapter folks, but my mom fell and we think broke her wrist 
so... Yeah been a bit distracted. Hope you all enjoy the chapter regardless of its 
lateness. 


Stiles’ brow furrowed a moment, his nose twitched as he scented the room. It smelled like him and 
the wolves, no surprise since he could hear their heartbeats right next to him. He was warm, again, 
surrounded by werewolves so not a shocker. He was also covered in a blanket that felt awfully soft 
against his bare skin, Stiles’ eyes snapped open he forcefully bit off the shocked noise he was 
about to utter as he stared back at Derek’s sleeping face. They’d...They’d made him come, Peter 
had literally...Eaten him out, like a girl. Stiles scrunched up his nose at that thought and quickly 
amended. He gave him oral sex, that at least didn’t feel as dirty, though even Stiles realized it was 
the same thing. Whatever. The point was that Stiles had just had some sort of sex with two 
werewolves and it had been good. Like, really good, the type of good that Stiles was sure didn’t 
exist for him anymore. The succubus smiled, it grew bigger as he realized just how amazing that 
had been and not just for the sex though that had been good. It was just that, with Derek and Peter 
it had felt, different. Remarkably different than with the many strangers he’d been forced to fuck 
and yeah oral wasn’t the same thing since he wasn’t the one giving but rather receiving, but the 
whole thing just felt...Good. Safe. All of that was because of them. 


Stiles gently twisted over, doing his best not to wake Derek. Stiles was surprised when Peter 
opened his eyes, the succubus pursed his lips. “Were you watching us sleep?” 


Peter smirked. “If I was?” 


“Creeper.” Stiles’ voice had no heat to it, losing even more when he smirked back. The succubus 
sighed when Peter reached out a hand and gently stroked his cheek, a soothing gesture that he 
leaned into. Stiles hummed at the gentle touch. 


“Do you believe now?” 
“Believe?” Stiles opened his eyes despite Peter having never stopped touching him. 


“That you can feel things other than pain with this body, there is a great bit of pleasure to be had 
too.” 


Stiles blushed a bit, he was always surprised when Peter didn’t come out of the gate as his cocky 
condescending self, he had moments like this where he was just all gentle and loving. “It's hard to 


see that.” 


“Cause it is different than what you adapted to.” Peter nodded along with Stiles. “But it doesn’t 
have to be that way anymore darling.” 


Stiles sighed, he’d be lying if he said that didn’t sound great, even if he was still on the fence about 
doing this again. Not because it hadn’t been awesome, it truly had been, but because there was still 
a tinge of wrong to the notion of doing this with them. Stiles really wanted this to be right, with 
them...Even if it was wrong to have both of them. Stiles smiled as Peter stroked his cheek one last 
time before curling his arm around his waist to pull him closer. Stiles snorted at the gesture, 
untucking his arm to put it on the wolf's chest, gently toying with the man’s shirt. “I don’t think I 
can do it.” 


“Do what?” Peter frowned at once to the shy revelation Stiles was sharing with him. 


Stiles bit his lip a moment, staring at the wolf's shirt rather than the piercing eyes that he knew 
were staring at him critically. “Have sex.” 


Peter chuckled. “Darling I think it's a little late for that.” 


Stiles huffed when Peter misinterpreted what he meant. “No...Like, everything...The whole thing, I 
don’t think it’ Il be the same.” 


“Ah.” Peter nodded his head, the boys’ reservations making a lot more sense even as he was forced 
to remind him. “You’ll have to feed soon, even you know that sweetheart but it doesn’t have to be a 
bad thing.” 


“Its always a bad thing.” 


Ignoring the self-loathing tone the boy used, Peter shifted his hand to cup the boy’s chin and lift 
his eyes to meet his own. “But it doesn’t have to be. Neither I or Derek assume you’ll want to have 
sex tonight or tomorrow or even next week Stiles...No one has those ambitions, we go about things 
slowly, safely for you, and eventually, we might work our way up to that.” 


“And when I have to feed?” Stiles cut the wolf off with a newly soured tone, they shouldn’t have 
talked about him feeding, not after this. It had been good and now once again what he was-was 
tainting things. 


Peter smiled sadly, his hand leaving the teen’s chin to trail down the bobbing throat to the boy's 
chest, pushing under the blankets to gently trail his fingers down the boy's ridged chest. The ribs 
sticking out were a horrible reminder of the timetable they were up against. Peter held Stiles's gaze 
even when it was clear that the teen was liable to cry or turn away. “I have ideas on how to buy us 
time for such things...And it might help you get more comfortable with your body as well.” 


Stiles frowned. “How?” 


Peter smiled at least the self-loathing was gone, the boys ever-present curiosity shining through. 
“Well, it will undeniably entail either myself or Derek doing wonderfully sinful things with you.” 


Stiles snorted in amusement at how debauched a vague statement Peter could throw together was. 
“Uh-huh, how about a real answer.” 


Peter pulled Stiles closer, leaned into where they were a hair's breadth away before giving a gentle 
kiss a hardly brushing of flesh before the wolf whispered. “Things could get messy.” 


Stiles rolled his eyes. “Seriously I’m beginning to think you have a kink with coming on 
people...Like is that a marking your territory kinda thing?” 


Peter chuckled as Stiles managed to use a dog joke against him when talking about sex. “Not to my 
knowledge but you do smell like the person you’ ve been with.” 


Stiles grimaced, yeah he knew that well enough. “Right...So, then Pd just smell like you or 
Derek.” 


“Correct, and you’d be able to take some energy from us...Not to mention become a tad bit more 
comfortable in things.” 


Stiles rolled his eyes shooting the wolf down hard. “Having someone come on you isn’t really 
something you should be geared up for Peter.” 


“For the right partner, it is,” Peter smirked when the boy gave him an odd look. “It isn’t something 
to be concerned with, you’ ve already had your bout of self-discovery for the day.” Peter let his 
hand come to gently stroke one of the very impressive hickies his nephew had caused on the boy’s 
pale skin. They were rather fetching against the creamy canvas. 


Stiles looked down, blushing a bit at how marked up he looked. There were a lot of hickies, Derek 
had gotten carried away but they were also pretty big, the wolf knew how to mark up a place when 
he wanted to. “Wow...That’s a lot.” 


Peter chuckled at the simplistic answer to what his nephew had managed to accomplish in such a 
relatively short period of time. “Wolves are thorough.” 


Stiles just hummed, watching as Peter traced some and getting that small spark of pain from the 
sore skin being touched. For whatever reason, Stiles looked back at Peter and asked. “What about 
you two?” 


“Hm?” 


Swallowing tightly now that he realized he had to voice aloud what he really meant, Stiles shyly 
said. “I just...Didn’t that affect you two?” 


Peter arched a brow at the teen, a sly grin coming to his face at Stiles’ insecurity on whether or not 
pleasuring him had done anything to them. Whether or not it was enough to arouse the wolves who 
had played a very BIG part in pleasuring the succubus. “Darling, if I were a weaker man you 
would have gotten a snack.” 


“Okay, first off ew...And also kinda really ew cause isn’t that like somnophilia?” 


Peter chuckled at the strange turn Stiles’ thoughts had led them down. “Perhaps, but as I said if I 
was weaker and that’s something we both know I am not.” He ignored the roll of the boy’s eyes. 
“Uncomfortable yes, but bearable.” 


Stiles nodded his head, he wasn’t exactly sure why he had needed to know that or why he felt so 
relieved to know that the men had gotten aroused...Well, Peter had. Glancing over his shoulder 
proved Derek was still asleep, almost as if he knew what was on his mind, Peter whispered into his 
ear. 


“He’s very lucky I warned him to wear comfortable pants.” 


Stiles flushed brightly, whipping his head back around to glare at the smirking wolf. “Not funny.” 


“Ah, but true.” Peter leaned forward to give a gentle peck on the succubus’ lips. “Now tell me, 
darling, just what part got you going the most?” 


Heaven help him, Stiles took a deep breath and sourly stated. “I am not answering that question.” 
He couldn’t, one because then he’d have to admit how he’d liked every damn second, once he’d 
gotten over the terror of having someone touching him down there. And two, because if he did that 
then Peter would take that as an incentive to do it better and Stiles was pretty sure that if they ever 
did that again that there was no better. 


Sighing Peter discarded the boy’s little line in the sand. “Alright darling, but just remember that 
next time around P11 work harder to make sure I know exactly what it was that got you screaming 
into Derek’s mouth.” The lavish grin the wolf sported was nothing in comparison to the high blush 
and shocked look on Stiles’ face. 


KOKK KKK K K 


Eventually, they’d gotten up, no one said a word when Stiles went to take a shower, it was all well 
understood that Peter’s attentions left a bit of a mess, and the less of a remembrance of his new 
anatomy the better. Once he was cleaned up, Stiles found the wolves in the living room, Peter was 
drinking coffee by the smell of it while Derek was reading from his book. Stiles gave a faint smile 
at the domestic look of his new life with the wolves, it certainly hadn’t been what he expected 
when he’d been kidnapped. Then again, he hadn’t planned on being kidnapped so there went 
expectations. Shaking his head and the crazy thoughts he’d been entertaining Stiles made his way 
over to the two men climbing up onto the couch with Derek. Grabbing the blanket off the back to 
tuck around himself before laying against the Alpha who after adjusting wrapped an arm around 
the succubus. Stiles smiled as he closed his eyes, he could get used to this. He really really could. 


KOK KK K K KK K ok 


“Should we just flip a coin?” Given the glares that sparked from both wolves, that was a no. “Come 
on guys we gotta figure this out.” Stiles sent pleading looks to both men and then to the map 

they’d been pouring over for the last hour. Apparently, a new land plot came up for sale and Peter 
was interested but it was on the farther side of civilization. Normally this wouldn’t be a big deal 
but given the position of the land, they’d have to formally ask another pack if it was alright for 
them to purchase that land. Something Derek was firmly against, he didn’t want land that had ties 
to other packs, it was just borrowing trouble he said. Stiles could see that, see how the pack could 
just waltz in three months from now and take over or cause a pack war that would end bloody for 
both sides. 


Likewise, he could see the appeal to Peter, it looked like a lush forest. It was dense, old, and had a 
natural water source coming up from the ground, really a paradise for wolves. So, here they were at 
a standstill, Derek and Peter glaring at each other. The only thing they had going for them was that 
Derek hadn’t been an asshole yet in playing the ‘Alpha’ card. Stiles truly hoped that didn’t come 
into play cause the catastrophe that would be the result of that argument would see Stiles going to 
sleep at the warehouse just to get some space from the quarreling wolves. Blowing out a long 
stream of air, Stiles muttered. “Alright its’ been over an hour now so you either change the topic or 


I’m going for a walk so you two can growl it out.” Stiles glanced from one wolf to the other before 
nodding his head. Yep, that’s how that was going to go. Stiles rolled his eyes and got up from the 
table, even going so far as to take Derek’s wallet, grab a twenty while staring back at the wolf who 
was ignoring him. Huffing, Stiles twisted about and walked out of the apartment, the succubus 
smirked when he thought about how that fight would end. In about ten minutes they’d snap out of 
their little pissing match and realize he was gone, then they’d inevitably freak out because Stiles 
didn’t have a phone so they had to either way for him to come back or go back to playing hide and 
seek with him. Stiles snickered, as he came out into the small lobby of the apartment complex, he 
nodded to the doorman before with easy strides made his way down the sidewalk. 


It might take nearly half an hour to get there on foot but he was getting a damn coffee if that meant 
the wolves had to wait over an hour to see him again and find out just how much of assholes they’d 
been...Well, fairs fair. Stiles grinned as he enjoyed the sunshine rocking his glamour in a new 
configuration for the day. Rather than just a sweatshirt, pants, and sneakers he’d gone a little more 
sophisticated. He was still in jeans but they were a tad tighter, his sneakers had changed from the 
broken-in ones he remembered from home to a more modern scuffed-up version. Why shoes were 
sold already scuffed up was beyond him, but whatever it didn’t look half bad...Then of course you 
had the top. Stiles had gone for a simple black tank top, but he’d adorned himself with a sleek 
black jacket to go on top, not leather like Dereks as Stiles knew he wasn’t really the type to pull 
that off. Feeling a bit better about everything, Stiles made his way towards his destination, the best 
coffee in existence. 


KOKK K KK KK ok 


“He has to come home eventually,” Peter growled at the door as if him saying that would suddenly 
make the boy appear. 


“We should have known that when he said he was leaving he was actually going to leave...The 
apartment.” Derek chastised the pair of them. “I thought he went to his room.” Shaking his head 
the Alpha growled, they should have still been able to hear Stiles’ heartbeat no matter where he 
was in the apartment which meant he and Peter truly hadn’t cared to listen at all. 


“He can’t have gone far.” 
Derek glared at his disillusioned uncle. “He has wings and the entire city to get lost in.” 


Peter waved his hand errantly as he combatted. “They only use those for their nests, he’s not about 
to go soaring above town Derek.” 


“Fine. He can still run Peter, it's something he’s gotten good at.” 


The older wolf huffed in amusement. “A life skill from living in Beacon Hills.” Peter joked earning 
himself an eye roll from his nephew. “You know as well as I do, that the boy's ability to keep up or 
keep ahead of things is why he’s still alive.” 


“And the fact that he was surrounded by wolves.” Derek monotonously replied. 


“Yes, that too.” Peter glanced once more to the door, sighing. It had already been forty-five 
minutes and they had no clue where Stiles might have gone when he might come back or how to 
contact him. “We need to get him a phone.” 


Derek hummed, yeah it was a bit stupid that they hadn’t done that already though the Alpha 
figured that was because they hadn’t anticipated Stiles going anywhere without them. A bit sad 
now that Derek thought about it, Stiles should be able to go where ever he wanted whether or not 
the wolves were with him. So long as he came home, there was no reason for Stiles to be trapped in 
the apartment. “And a key.” 


“Key?” 


Derek met Peter’s eyes. “For the apartment, he’s been cooped up in here reliant on when we come 
and go.” 


“Ah, and you’re not afraid of him running off?” 


Derek snorted at what he hoped was Peter teasing him before pointing out. “He won’t need the key 
to run off Peter, it's more of an incentive to come back...Though I don’t think he’s considering 
leaving since he’s got such a strong opinion on the backwater property.” 


Peter rolled his eyes. “That boy and his strange fondness for water, you would almost think he was 
some kind of water creature if it weren’t for his wings and tail.” 


Derek smirked at his uncle's assumptions that Stiles’ affinity for wanting water nearby was 
something supernatural. Their amusement at Stiles’ random opinions on what the land they were 
going to buy need to have was disrupted by Peter’s phone going off. 


Humming, the Beta walked to the kitchen island and picked up his phone, he chuckled before 
answering it. “Hello Keith, you can let him up. Thanks.” Peter shook his head as he put his phone 
aside, grinning at Derek. “I don’t think he thought it through much when he left, the doorman 
wasn’t about to let him in even if he had seen Stiles come in with me before.” 


Derek gave a wry grin upon hearing that. “Bet Stiles loved that.” 


“We'll see.” The wolves waited, smirking to themselves as they heard footsteps drawing nearer, 
nearer. 


“When I walk through that damn door you better not be giving me a shit-eating grin for being 
stopped at the fucking door to the building like some kind of rabid fangirl.” 


The wolves snorted as Stiles opened the apartment door and glared at them skeptically before 
turning to shut it and lock it. Twisting back around the teen waved a hand between the two men. 
“So you two done arguing?” 


“We’re done.” 


Nodding the teen lifted his hand and took a drink of his coffee, arching a brow when both wolves 
groaned. Swallowing he asked. “What?” 


“You went for coffee?!” 


Stiles smirked at how exasperated Derek sounded upon hearing where his little venture took him. 
“Uh, yeah? Where else was I gonna go?” 


The Alpha sighed, alright Stiles had a point there but still, the teen could have just asked for the 
car keys. Then again, he and Peter had been going at it pretty good so there was a chance they 
wouldn’t have been cognizant to do that. “Just...Don’t do that again.” 


“Say what now?” Stiles took a drink before asking in a cool but sharp voice. “Cause it sounds like 
your saying don’t go without telling me...Or worse, without me.” 


Derek sighed, yeah he should have phrased that better. “You can go wherever you want Stiles, 
whenever...But it’d be nice to know when you’re leaving and coming back. Peter’s going to get a 
key made for you.” 


“Oh.” Stiles’ eyes widened he glanced to the Beta to find Peter smiling. “Cool...Wait, what about 
the doorman?” 


Peter chuckled as the teen scowled at the simple notion of his human doorman. “Tl inform him 
that you’re to be let in.” 


“Thanks...Also, he’s Bi.” 
Peter blinked a few times before uttering. “Alright, thanks for sharing?” 


Stiles chuckled at how confused the wolf was by that. “Just saying, you learn stuff when you have 
to deal with people staring at you.” The teen waved at himself, his normal attire on show before 
his glamour changed within a blink of an eye to that of what he wore to the coffee store. Peter and 
Derek groaned, Stiles laughed. “What’s wrong? I thought it looked pretty good.” 


Peter sighed, walking over to carefully take the boys coffee from him ignoring the complaints as he 
set it safely aside before grabbing the teen by his hips and wholeheartedly lifting him as he spun 
around and set Stiles onto the countertop before allowing himself to taste the coffee still lingering 
in the man’s mouth. Stiles groaned into him clearly not as bothered by the sudden change as he’d 
been a moment ago. 


Derek rolled his eyes at Peter’s sudden decision to show Stiles just how good he looked with that 
particular glamour in place. The teen’s earlier comment made sense now, it wasn’t hard to tell 
which way someone swung if you attracted attention to yourself, staring back at the teen Derek bit 
his tongue to stave off growling. He didn’t wish to intrude upon Peter’s current task of ridding the 
boy of any possible molecule of coffee left in his mouth, no, he’d let Peter finish that and allow 
himself some time to settle from the erotic sight of Stiles’ imagination conjuring together the 
present clothing he was in. 


Stiles gasped when Peter finally backed off just a hair, allowing the succubus to breathe on his 
own. Smiling, a little cocky Stiles asked. “Like the duds huh?” 


Peter chuckled at the saucy reply to him throwing the boy on the kitchen counter to divest him of 
his tonsils. “I can see why Keith had his eye on you.” 


“Who’s Keith?” 
Peter laughed at the utter confusion on Stiles’ face. “The doorman Stiles.” 


“Oh.” Stiles gave an impish grin, it wasn’t his fault that he hadn’t known the man’s name. All that 
had mattered at the time was that he was refusing to let Stiles inside the building and 
simultaneously checking him out. “Well, at least he’s got good taste.” Stiles grinned cockily saying 
how good he looked. 


“Yes, he has very good taste.” Peter licked his lip. “The coffee wasn’t a bad touch either.” 


Snorting, Stiles pushed gently on Peter’s chest and the wolf obliged him, backing off to let the teen 
hop down from the counter to retrieve his coffee that had safely been set on the island. Stiles took a 


leisurely pull of the beverage before mentioning. “This is like the third one I’ve had... don’t think 
Caffeine can do anything to me anymore but we’ ll find out today one way or the other.” Stiles 
chuckled when he saw how Derek and Peter shook their head at the succubus’ admission to how 
much coffee he’d already consumed while the wolves had still been at each other's throats. “Also, 
me being the productive one, I called the pack Alpha while you two were still here bitching at each 
other.” Stiles took a small sip of his coffee hoping that it would hide his smile as he watched both 
Peter and Derek have a meltdown. 


“You did what?!” 
“How?!” 
Stiles shrugged nonchalantly letting it slip. “I know people.” 


Peter groaned, stroking a hand down his face, of course, Stiles knew people. He’d been ‘working’ 
at club Nightshade for months. He had to have met quite a few supernaturals around the area. 
Giving the boy a firm look as he let his hand fall to his side, Peter dreaded but forced himself to 
ask. “Do you know the Alpha...Personally?” 


Stiles arched a brow unsure if he should be amused or insulted by that, given how Derek was still 
freaking out about the first bit he figured it was best to entertain whatever Peter had on his mind. 
“No, but it wouldn’t matter if I did or not. I still got a hold of him...Asked about the land and all the 
whole territory business.” 


“And?” Peter held up a hand to his nephew who was clearly seconds from blowing up at the 
succubus after working himself through the ordeal of knowing just what the boy had done behind 
their backs. 


Stiles shrugged as he glanced from Peter who was holding his hand up at Derek, to the Alpha who 
looked like he was barely holding back something that Stiles would find mean. Sighing, the 
succubus informed the pair. “They said if we move there they’ ll slit our throats...So I don’t think 
it's on the market.” 


Peter smirked, even though he’d liked the property, and was a little sad to know it was ‘off the 
market’ the way that Stiles just said as much so flippantly had the wolf chuckling. “I see...Well, 
then the search continues.” 


Stiles shrugged, that was pretty much their only option if they didn’t want to fight off another pack, 
and given the size of the other pack, it wouldn’t be pretty even if they did somehow manage to 
win. Stiles frowned when Derek stalked forward grabbed his coffee from his hands and set it aside 
island much like Peter had done earlier. Sighing Stiles muttered. “Counter or-” 


Derek didn’t bother lifting Stiles onto the counter as Peter had, he pushed the boy against it, 
knowing that it was probably digging into Stiles’ back. That didn’t matter at the moment, what 
mattered was asserting his dominance over the succubus so he didn’t do stupid reckless things like 
he’d just admitted to. “Don’t do that again.” He growled. 


Stiles blinked. “Don’t get coffee?” The snarl had Stiles tensing, okay he could see how sarcasm 
wouldn’t go over that well right now. “My bad...What am I not supposed to do?” 


“Do not contact other Alpha’s Stiles, other packs. Are you nuts?! They could have hurt you and the 
last thing we need is any packs knowing we exist.” 


Stiles huffed. “I called from a coffee shop Derek, they can’t trace me to here...And I’m pretty sure 


word has gotten around by now.” When both wolves looked strangely at him, the teen muttered. 
“That Beta I fucked probably told half the city by now that he’d gotten to fuck a succubus.” The 
growls that his comment sparked from the wolves had Stiles snorting. “It's a little late to be 
bothered by that, but my point stands. There wasn’t any danger and even if there was.” Stiles 
poked Derek in the chest, glaring back at the scowling wolf. “I can take care of myself, I’ve done 
alright thus far, haven’t died yet.” 


Derek snorted. “Real good benchmark Stiles.” 


The succubus shrugged. “Eh, I was pretty sure I’d be dead a week out from home, yet here I am.” 
Another round of growls, sighing Stiles pouted. “So can I have my coffee now that the posturing is 
al-” Stiles grinned as Derek lunged forward snapping up his lips and pressing him hard into the 
counter as Peter laughed. Alright, so taunting an Alpha might not be the smartest of things to do, 
but having this kind of reaction wasn’t all that conducive to Stiles not doing it again. Stiles 
wrapped his arms around Derek’s neck and kissed back enjoying the growl and harder press of 
their bodies into the counter. It bordered on pain, the countertop biting sharply into his back, but 
Derek was so warm and his mouth was so inviting. Stiles hummed pleased when they parted, Stiles 
laid his head on Derek’s chest, idly commenting. “If that’s what I get for talking to other Alpha’s 
I’m gonna get into a shit ton more trouble.” Stiles grinned when he heard Peter laugh louder 
behind Derek as the Alpha himself growled from deep in his chest. Stiles felt it, the vibrations and 
force of it, smiling the succubus pulled back to lean upward to give the wolf a peck on the lips. 
“Chill sourwolf, I don’t have any plans on going out to find other wolves to taunt.” 


“Good, keep it that way.” Derek scowled at the playful teen, sighing when Stiles asked for his 
coffee back. Derek procured it took a sip amidst horrible complaints and then handed it over with a 
smirk. 


“Mean.” 
“Don’t taunt Alpha’s.” Derek pointed at him before leaving the teen to his coffee. 


Peter was shaking his head in unadulterated amusement at the pair, seeing Stiles pout about his 
coffee even as Derek looked like the cat who had gotten the cream. Stepping forward the Beta 
snorted when Stiles twisted shielding his coffee. “I got all the taste of that with you darling.” That 
seemed to appease the succubus as Stiles relaxed, Peter smiled. “I'll get you a key tomorrow.” 


“Sure.” Stiles wasn’t overly worried about it, this had been the first time he’d left the apartment 
without one of the wolves. After all, it wasn’t like he had anywhere in particular to go. Stiles 
waltzed out of the kitchen, following in Derek’s footsteps to take a seat at the table. Setting his 
coffee aside the succubus reveled in being able to reach out take the listing for the other pack's 
territory and rip it in two in front of both wolves. He grinned as they glared at him, outing 
successful. 


Where do you stand? 


Chapter Summary 


Stiles talks to the wolves about their trouble in finding a new place for them all to live, 
the makeshift pack discuss how they experience attraction, and Stiles makes a bold 
move to spare the wolves from dealing with his issues 


Chapter Notes 


I hope you all enjoy this chapter, it's leading to some BIG developments in the story. 


Stiles groaned as he hung over the center console leaning his head on Derek’s shoulder while Peter 
drove them away from the property they’d just toured. “There has to be something in the water, 
why are there so many crazy land owners?!” 


Peter chuckled as he listened to the succubus rant about their latest endeavor to find some property, 
though he found the boy’s dramatics amusing on any given day Peter had to hand it to him that he 
wasn’t that far off. “It's probably why the properties haven’t sold...Well, that and there aren’t many 
people with our kind of money wanting to buy land to build, it's ttme-consuming...Cash can’t build 
you a house overnight.” 


Stiles gave a small hum, tilting his head to the side towards Derek. “So...What’s your guys’ plan 
for that?” Derek gave him a strange look. “I just meant, if you...When you buy land it'll take a 
while to clear out an area and then build a house. Are we just staying in the apartment until then?” 


“That would be the plan darling unless we find suitable lodgings elsewhere.” 


Stiles rolled his eyes at how Peter spoke of their situation. “Yeah well, suitable lodgings shouldn’t 
be needed if we can stay at your place. I just wasn’t sure about your lease.” 


“Ah, yes I can see how that might be a cause for concern. Breaking a lease can be expensive.” 
Peter nodded his head a few times, a smirk forming. “Derek.” 


Sighing Derek told the succubus in a flat tone of voice. “Peter would buy the whole complex just 
to piss the landlord off Stiles, breaking a lease isn’t an issue.” 


Stiles blinked, stared back at Derek in shock only to get a sideways look from the Alpha who was 
in the process of crossing the property off of their list. His head whipped back around to Peter. 
“Really?” 


“Sure.” Peter shrugged. “I have other investment properties.” 
“When you say investment...Other landlords, you pissed off and then bought out?” 


Peter smirked at the cunning remark, shaking his head Peter answered. “No.” 


Silence. 


“What do you own?” Stiles flinched with how loud Peter laughed, glaring, hissing, and then 
turning to Derek with a somewhat hurt expression managed to get him an answer. 


Sighing as his uncle was proving to be an asshole, Derek answered the curious teen. “He doesn’t 
own any apartment complexes, Stiles, he’s got a hotel up in Canada though.” 


“Mmhmm, great place.” Peter glanced at the teen. “We should go some time.” 
“O-Okay...Wait, so you just woke up one day and decided you wanted to own a hotel?” 


Peter chuckled at the confusion lacing the poor succubus’ voice. “No, I did not wake up someday 
and decided to own a hotel...It was day two.” 


“Day two?” 


The wolf hummed. “Lovely scenery, good staff in general, but the building could use some work 
and the food was atrocious. If those things were fixed it could become something of a highlight in 
that area.” 


Stiles blinked, frowned, then glared. “You bought a hotel because the food was crappy and you 
wanted to fix it?” 


Derek snorted. “Why are you surprised to hear that?” 


Stiles whipped around to say why only to stop himself, he blew out a long breath. “I honestly don’t 
know what I was expecting, you’re right... That about sums up any expectations I could have for 
that.” Derek smiled back at him, but Stiles was quick to ask the wolf. “What else?” 


Peter was rather curious to know why Stiles wanted to know about the things he owned. “Why is 
this so amusing for you?” 


Stiles shrugged. “It just is. I mean if you have the money to go anywhere and do anything then 
why don’t you?” 


Peter chuckled at the easy and simple question. “What if I already have?” 
Stiles didn’t buy that, not for a moment. “Uh-huh...So you’ ve been to Brazil?” 
“Yes.” 

Stiles frowned unprepared for Peter to just say yes. “Turkey.” 

“Yes.” 

Stiles scowled. “Germany, China, New Zealand, and Australia?” 


“Yes, Yes, Yes, and Yes,” Peter smirked even as he continued to drive them back into town, he 
could hear the small bitten-off noises Derek was making as Stiles continued to question him about 
things. The other wolf similarly of a mind that world experiences were great and all, should be 
encouraged but that they weren’t truly what made one happy. “Stiles I’ ve traveled the world round 
darling, I’ve been to places you probably don’t know exist and those experiences always brought 
me back home.” 


“Cause they sucked or were you kicked out? Oh! Is that it, like you’re literally not allowed back in 


foreign countries anymore?” 


Derek chuckled, coughing a bit and looking out the window when Peter growled and quickly cut 
the teen off on his random philosophy of what his uncle might have done to warrant being 
forbidden entrance into another country. 


“Stiles, I didn’t do anything!” 


The succubus slyly muttered. “That’s what they all say.” He grinned when the wolf took his eyes 
off the road to glare at him. “What? It’s true.” 


Peter returned his attention to the road rolling his eyes as Stiles continued to speculate well within 
his hearing range inside the car, to his credit Derek wasn’t corroborating anything just making 
amused noises to the boy’s speculations. After a good twenty minutes of this conversation, Peter 
informed the teen. “If you find my owning a hotel odd you should ask Derek how many cars he 
has.” 


Stiles frowned. “He’s got the Camaro.” Peter chuckled, a type of chuckle that clearly said he was a 
fool. Twisting his head back around to the Alpha, Stiles raised a brow. “Well?” 


Derek didn’t play into Peter’s attempts to get the conversation off of himself in such a means as 
throwing Derek under the bus. “I drive the Camaro every day, you visit that hotel once a year if 
that.” 


Stiles snickered at Derek’s quick shut down to him owning a lavish car, but that didn’t distract 
Stiles away from the real issue. “That wasn’t the question though...How many?” 


“Ah, easier question,” Peter interjected with a sly grin over to his nephew who was glaring back at 
him, prepared for whatever he might say. Not prepared enough. “How old are you now?” 


Stiles blinked back at the wolf as if he was senile. “Um...What’s his age got to do with cars?” 


“Patience darling...Derek?” The Alpha twisted to glare out the window, Peter chuckled at the not 
so graceful bowing out. “Exactly.” 


“Exactly?” Stiles glanced between the two wolves struggling to find some correlation between 
Derek’s age and cars, let alone why Peter chose to bring up the man’s age, to begin with rather 
than just talking about said cars. 


Peter hummed as he pulled into the parking garage to his apartment complex, he stayed silent until 
he put the car in park and shut it off. Unbuckling himself he twisted in his seat and smiled sweetly 
at the succubus. “Do you know how old Derek is?” 


“Uh-Yeah?” 


“That’s how many cars he has...Had, he might have gotten more between our last visits with each 
other.” Peter smiled when Derek twisted to glare at him. 


“Wait...Wait, you seriously have that many cars?” Stiles pressed forward leaning against Derek’ s 
shoulder. “Why?” 


Blowing out a breath the wolf muttered. “It was a hobby.” 


“A hobby.” It sounded dumb to repeat, which meant it was probably dumb to say in the first place. 
Stiles just shook his head. “I don’t get it.” 


“He likes working on them from time to time sweetheart, though now I’d wager their collecting 
dust.” Peter pouted for the cars breaking into a bright laugh when Derek quipped. 


“For the amount that car archive is getting they better not.” 


“Wow.” Stiles nodded his head he watched the two men go back and forth on things related to their 
family's wealth and the strange things they did with it. Peter, he got. The man was eccentric to a T, 
Derek was more reserved so the whole car thing actually fit him pretty well. “So...Is the Camaro 
your favorite or-” 


“Favorite but also the easiest to maintain...And replace.” 


Stiles smiled at the man’s open honesty. “And do I want to know how many of those cars are 
similarly priced to that Camaro or worse?” 


Derek smirked at the succubus, unbuckling himself Derek shook his head. “You can do the math 
all you want, it's higher. The Camaro was on the cheaper end of things.” Then because he had to, 
Derek gave a pointed look to his uncle. “At least I use the things I buy.” Before getting out of the 
car steadfastly ignoring Peter’s laughter. The Alpha made it all of ten steps away from the car and 
towards the building before Stiles was crashing into his side. Derek wrapped an arm around the 
younger man, smirking when Stiles whispered as if that would prevent Peter or anyone else from 
hearing since the boy’s ‘whisper’ voice wasn’t a whisper. 


“If you can afford two cobra’s, then you can afford to let me drive the Camaro.” 


Derek sighed as Peter laughed from where he was lagging behind clearly having something to do 
with this new development, giving the succubus a longing look the Alpha shrugged. “Fine.” 


“YES!” 


Derek smiled as they walked towards the main entrance, Stiles already trailing off on how after his 
jeep and the sticky transmission the Camaro would be a piece of cake. Derek didn’t say otherwise, 
mostly because Stiles was right. Derek had driven his jeep once and it was an ever-loving 
nightmare, so Derek didn’t have much fear in the teen ruining the Camaro’s transmission. He was 
more worried about the whole speeding or crashing aspect of things. Derek’s smile dampened a bit 
when Peter got them into the building, Keith was there nodding to Peter before he smiled back at 
himself and Stiles. The man’s eyes lingering just a bit too long for the Alpha’s comfort. Derek bit 
his tongue, sharply, he couldn’t just growl and scare the bastard off like that. The man worked at 
the building and the last thing they needed was to draw attention to themselves. That said, there 
wasn’t anything against him showing who was boss with less predatory means. 


Namely, Derek tightened his grasp on Stiles’ waist and twisted to suddenly kiss the teen, cutting 
off his random tangent over why Derek picked black instead of something cooler like yellow. 
Derek would get into that argument later, for now, he had a doorman to put in place. Stiles made a 
startled noise clearly having been unprepared for such things, but thankfully the succubus was 
quick to respond. Derek forced himself to bite off the growl that wanted to form in his throat, 
settling with a small hum before he pulled back with a smirk. 


Stiles rolled his lips. “Alright then...All you had to say was yellow sucks.” 
“Yellow sucks.” 


Stiles grinned. “And if I continue to argue the points of how awesome it is? Will I meet a similar 
fate?” 


“It's possible.” 


Stiles nodded his head, yeah, that’s what he’d ‘feared’. “Well, if you’re going to do yellow you 
gotta go all in and not the hockey stripes those are dead-” 


Derek arched a brow to a now blushing doorman before ushering Stiles inside, a grin forming as he 
listened to Stiles find new and very inventive ways to try and trigger him into kissing him all the 
while ignorant of what had really set him off. Derek sent a critical look to his uncle when Peter 
caught up with a knowing smirk. “Problem.” There was a tinge of a growl in his voice. 


“None...A bit of advice.” 
Derek snorted, he was sure this would be good. “What is it?” 


“If you’re going to accost Stiles in a futile effort to show your superiority or lay claim to him, you 
might want to pay closer attention to your surroundings.” 


Stiles frowned, looking to Derek when he figured out why the wolf had chosen to suddenly kiss 
him. He glanced back behind them but he could only see the back of the doorman’s head. Huh, 
Derek was jealous of the guy thinking he’s hot? That was kinda cute, in a Derek’s a doofus and 
clearly more of an eyeful let alone masculine Adonis than the doorman. Stiles’ hearing picked up 
at the end of Peter’s analysis. 


“Oh, and he’s married.” Peter grinned before nodding to Stiles. “And apparently still unsure about 
just how much he likes the other sex.” 


Stiles laughed, that’s right he’d checked him out the other day. “Feel sorry for his wife.” 


“As do we all.” Peter monotoned. “There’s nothing crueler than being tied down only to find out 
they were jumping into another bed...With the same parts.” 


Stiles frowned. “And you would know this-” 


“He was the person in the other bed with the person who shouldn’t have been there.” Derek glared 
at his uncle even as Stiles sputtered, he drew the teen along to the elevator. “Come on, we have 
another listing to throw away.” 


Stiles just hummed giving Peter a calculating look, he hadn’t known that Peter slept around with 
married wo-people? Did it count as being bisexual if Peter was with him? Stiles was male, his 
body was female...So maybe? 


“What with the look darling?” Peter smiled when Stiles had managed to make a screwed-up 
expression that clearly showed he was trying to work through something. 


“Are you bisexual?” 
Peter blinked. “What?” 


“Are you bisexual? Cause based off of what Derek said it could go either way, depends on what 
you classify me as... mean I’m a guy but-” He waved at himself. “So technically.-” 


Peter smiled at how unsettled the succubus was at being considered a woman. “I am bisexual, most 
wolves are.” 


“Oh.” Stiles frowned. “Is that like a species trait or-” 


“Species,” Derek replied evenly. “The Alpha of the pack might not be male, and there might not be 
other males in the pack who were strong enough to be her second let alone mate. So nature 
adapted.” 


“Right...So are you?” Stiles smiled up at Derek, the wolf glared. “What? Just because it’s a species 
trait doesn’t mean you are...And, all we’ve done is kiss and given that I only knew about the 
woma-” 


“T m bisexual,” Derek stated flatly just to get the conversation over with. 


“But that does leave me and Derek at a severe disadvantage.” Both men looked at Peter confused, 
the wolf pointed to the succubus. “What are you darling?” 


Stiles shrugged. “Gay.” 


Derek whipped his head down a deep scowl forming. “Wait...What about Lydia?” Derek blew out 
a tight breath when Stiles started laughing, loudly. 


Peter smiled at the boy's apparent glee even if he was in a similar boat as Derek, curious as to how 
their suspicions were wrong. “Sweetheart, care to share with the rest of the class?” 


Stiles shook his head as his laughter gave way to smaller chuckles of amusement, when the 
elevator came to a halt on the last floor Stiles strolled out with the promise. “T 1l tell you in the 
apartment.” The wolves acquiesced to his terms and the rest of the trip to Peter’s apartment was 
done in silence, the wolves trying to work out how they could have been wrong all the while Stiles 
was snickering. 


Stiles smiled as he allowed himself to fall backward onto the couch, he could hear Peter locking 
the front door even as he caught sight of Derek as the Alpha prowled around the couch to stand 
near his feet. Stiles arched a brow, waiting to see what the wolf would do. He snorted when Derek 
lifted his feet and sat down leaving it up to him on whether or not Stiles would put his feet in the 
wolf's lap or just curl himself up. Stiles chose to curl himself up a bit, it didn’t take long for Peter 
to join them and once both wolves were present, Stiles told them. “Me and Lyd’s had a deal.” 


“Do tell.” 


“Back when she first got clued in on the whole supernatural shit storm that is Beacon Hills...She 
realized that things could be difficult.” 


“Difficult?” 


“Case in point Jackson.” Given the disgruntled look Derek pulled off, he clearly was on the right 
track. “After they split up she had a round of horrible dating that made her bereft of having to deal 
with men. About the same time that I figured out that although a woman can be pretty, they weren’t 
my thing.” 


“So you two made some sort of backward relationship pact?” Peter drawled with a bored fashion. 


“Wrong.” Stiles sent the wolf a wry grin. “Did you ever hear we were dating? No, no you did not. 
You heard that I was mindlessly pining away at her which is precisely what she helped me with, in 
exchange, she could give me a look and Pd miraculously appear to piss off whatever macho 
scumbag was trying to flirt with her. I think we all know how good I am at pissing people off.” The 
hums that got him should have been insulting, but oddly weren’t. “So she helped me pull off the 
whole pining boy, even going so far as to play the part well in front of my dad for my sake...It was 
a win-win really. Anytime dad or someone else started to give me weird looks Lyd’s would just 


knock them off their seats by suddenly paying attention to me while I looked on like a lovesick 
puppy.” Stiles waved his hand in the air. “And thus, my love was doomed.” 


Derek snorted. “Sure...Why not just come clean?” 
“Who’s my dad?” 
“Noah.” 


Stiles glared at how thick the wolf could be and changed his question. “What is my dad? To the 
town.” 


“The sheriff.” 


Stiles raised his brows in a clear ‘get it’ vibe. Derek sighed in return. “Look Beacon Hills might not 
be entirely closed-minded, but there’s still a fair share in the whole civil servant aspect who would 
look down on him if his son liked other guys. I didn’t want to put him through the whole ordeal of 
him having to deal with what people thought or the horrible task of asking me to not go around 
flaunting what I was. He would have hated himself for even thinking such a thing, even though we 
would both know its true.” Stiles shrugged dispassionately at the entire situation. “So I took it off 
his mind, let the town think what they wanted.” 


“Did you date?” Peter frowned at the prospects of the boy’s lie affecting him, as it stood it seemed 
the only ones who got anything were the banshee and the town’s general opinion of the boy’s 
father. “I have to admit I never caught sight of you with another man.” 


Stiles rolled his eyes, it was really simple, pathetic really but sometimes that’s just how things 
worked out. “I’m not stupid Peter, town’s small anyone would catch wind even if I kept things to 
Jungle. ’'d go a town or two over.” 


“Ah, smart.” The wolf smiled proud of the boy’s simple yet effective way of avoiding suspicions. 
“But that does leave the question on whether or not you had a boyfriend.” 


Stiles shook his head. “Nah, just flings. I didn’t really want to get too attached...That would just 
mean outing myself.” 


Peter nodded, saddened to hear that the boy hadn’t even considered really dating others simply for 
the inconvenience of others. The boy was and always would be self-sacrificing, after all, that’s how 
they came to find the boy being turned into a succubus. 


“Did anyone other than Lydia know?” Derek stared back at the teen both curious and a little 
unsettled at the prospect of no one other than the banshee knowing about Stiles’ true self. That 
he’d chosen to hide that from everyone before the teen could answer he asked. “Scott?” Derek 
knew how painful it might be to bring up the Alpha, but Derek wanted to know. 


“T m pretty sure Danny knew, we crossed paths quite a lot in Jungle and although I didn’t pick 
anyone up there I think he’d probably seen a few guys hitting on me...And my less that brutal 
rebuttal to said advances.” 


Peter chuckled. “Yes, I’m sure seeing a straight man wrap his arms around a gay one would bring 
up a few questions.” 


Stiles grinned. “Danny’s sharp as a tack, no way he wouldn’t put it together even if I was careful 
not to be seen.” Looking over to Derek, the teen shallowly admitted. “Scott knew...I mean, he does 
know. It’s probably how I got away with everything for as long as I did, I mean I didn’t tell him 


about-” He waved at himself. “So the strange waking up with dead guys in bed with you really took 
a different spin on things for him and it made sense that there was no woman around.” 


Derek gave a brief nod, at least the other Alpha hadn’t seen fit to use that as a weapon against 
Stiles. Though it wasn’t surprising to hear as much, Scott had plenty of ammo to use in his self- 
righteous decision to cast out Stiles, his sexuality would have been a cherry on top but thankfully 
the wolf had already known before it came to such things. Lord knew Derek and Peter didn’t need 
another reason to hate the teen, his actions towards Stiles and his new form were enough. 


KOKK K K KKK K ok 


Stiles was feeling the gnawing hunger in his belly, more so than he had last week and the teen 
knew he was running out of time before he’d have to do something. Some small sliver of him still 
wanted to tell the wolves about being hungry. It was just that he knew where their heads would go, 
they were against him sleeping with anyone else but Stiles clearly wasn’t on board with screwing 
either man simply because he needed to eat. No, Stiles would not cross that line, the two wolves 
weren’t food, they were...Well, family. The only family that Stiles had now that he was away from 
Beacon Hills, and he didn’t want to screw that up just because his body was some kind of sex- 
crazed demon. Just because Derek and Peter hated seeing the aftermath didn’t mean that Stiles 
couldn’t just go out, fuck someone and come back...It wasn’t like they could make it not happen if 
it had already happened. The succubus was prepared for all hell to break loose the moment he got 
back, that was a given, but in Stiles’ mind that was worth the ability to shield them from some of 
the horrors of what he was forced to endure. 


Stiles grabbed his wallet, making sure the apartment key was safely tucked inside before 
glamouring himself into some casual street clothes, nothing that might tip off the wolves. Going 
out the door in sexy pants was a sure-fire way to get stopped, as he stood now, just a casual 
teenager going out for some coffee. Stiles gave a withering tainted smile, cleared his throat a bit, 
and then turned away. He headed out into the living room where he found Derek asleep on the 
couch covered in various documents from their search for land and stuff to do with the wolves' 
families accounts. Peter was typing away at the laptop but did hum to show he knew Stiles was 
there. Believe the lie, something that Stiles had coached himself in ever since Scott began to pick 
up on the little blip a person's heart did when lying. Simple really, at least in this instance since he 
wasn’t lying when he said. “I’m gonna go grab some coffee...Should I bring him one? He looks 
like he needs it.” 


Peter chuckled softly, shaking his head as he looked up over the laptop. “Stress, he’ Il be fine once 
he’s rested a bit.” 


Stiles frowned down at the Alpha, he felt bad for what he was about to do, the last thing Derek 
needed was more stress. Stiles going out to fuck some random dude was definitely going to go 
under the stressful category. 


“Stiles?” 
Stiles hummed, looking he shook his head. “Sorry, just weird seeing him passed out like this.” 


Peter glanced to his nephew and then back to Stiles, he tipped his chin a moment before asking. “I 
know it's hard to relate us as humans, but we do need sleep from time to time.” 


Stiles snorted. “I know that, it's just weird that he crashed on the sofa instead of going to his 
room...All domestic and crap.” 


Peter smirked. “Yes, domestic. So coffee?” 
“Yep.” 


Peter nodded his head, not giving Stiles a second chance to think things through. “So you’re only 
going out for coffee? Bored and in need of caffeine.” 


“Yeah.” Stiles shrugged only to frown when Peter grinned. “What?” He watched as Peter tapped 
his chest a Cheshire-like grin on his face. “Son of a bitch!” 


Derek jerked upright to laughter and a cursing succubus, frowning he glanced about. “What the 
hell's going on?” His eyes landed on his uncle as he saw Peter put aside the laptop with a grand 
chuckle. 


“Stiles is lying to me.” 


“Screw you!” Stiles threw his arms over his chest, well aware of how he sounded. He didn’t care if 
it was childish it was fucking annoying to get caught up in the moment when he’d been nearly free. 
“Stupid ass questions...’ m going for coffee.” 


“Ah, but that’s not all you’re planning on doing now is it?” Peter smiled when Stiles flashed his 
eyes and hissed at him. “Darling, if you want to go elsewhere it's no issue, I find it rather cute that 
you think it's needed to lie to us.” 


Derek sighed, twisting about to look over the back of the sofa and steadfastly ignoring the piles of 
papers that had scattered due to his rude awakening. “You lied about coffee?” 


“No,” Stiles growled. “I am going for coffee.” 
“But.” 


Stiles glared at Derek when the younger wolf didn’t let it go. “Go back to sleep.” Stiles looked past 
him to hiss at Peter. “And you mind your own damn business.” Stiles huffed twisting about to 
leave while he might somehow have a shred of hope of leaving without raising their suspicions. 


“Stiles.” 
Groaning the teen twisted about and glared. “What?” 


“Where are you going?... Besides coffee I mean.” Peter smiled when the distinction seemed to 
save him from the succubus hissing at him again. 


“None of your business.” Stiles twisted about and shouted. “Don’t wait up!” 
“It's two pm,” Derek called back. “Where the hell are you going that would make us wait up?” 


Stiles grinned back at the confused wolf pulling the door with him as he said. “Coffee, they might 
have to import some beans you never know.” Stiles kept his head held high as he walked even 
steps towards the stairwell. If he gave any indication of being out of sorts the wolves would follow, 
nope, nice easy steps, nice calm breaths. Stiles swallowed, pressing the call button on the elevator. 
Stiles didn’t feel safe until he was outside the building and giving a passing nod to Keith. Sighing 
once he was out on the sidewalk, Stiles muttered. “Stupid wolves.” 
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Peter hummed when his phone went off, reaching over to the coffee table sending a wayward glare 
to Derek as he was forced to move some papers to find it. The growl his disturbance to the papers 
earned him had Peter rolling his eyes. The lack of ID on the call had the Beta giving a bored sigh. 
“Aw, wonderful, a spam call.” Peter still answered it, just because he could get some enjoyment 
out of torturing the poor soul that had been forced to call him. “Hello?” 


Derek glared after Peter as he fixed the papers the man’s search for his phone had caused, his hand 
stilled when he heard Peter growl. Not a little growl, but a very wolf growl. Looking to the man 
with a darkening scowl of his own, Derek asked. “What’s wrong?” 


“No, thank you...P’1l be there shortly, yes. Please do.” Peter put his phone down and glared back at 
Derek. “I just found out what the other thing was.” 


“Other thing?” 


“Coffee and...” Peter held up his phone as an indicator of the other half of Stiles’ mysterious 
choice to leave the apartment. “Sex.” 


“Sex?!” Derek shook his head. “What are you talking about?” 


Peter rose tucking his phone into his pants, all the while aware that as he walked to collect his 
wallet and keys Derek was following. “Club Nightshades Alpha.” The growl that sparked in Derek 
had Peter twisting about, he twirled his keys by the key ring. “So...Shall we go and fetch the little 
wanderer?” 


“Ts he okay?” 


Peter hummed. “Pissed off most likely, their Alpha was alerted when he came back, one of the 
pack saw him chatting with one of the showgirls. They put two and two together and after getting 
their Alpha sequestered the little brat.” 


“Sequestered?” 


Peter smirked. “He’s currently locked inside the woman’s changing lounge, so I think it prudent of 
us to get there before he causes more damage we have to pay to fix.” 


Sighing, Derek grabbed his wallet and followed after Peter. “You know what this means.” 


“Oh, I do,” Peter assured his nephew as they began the slow trek down the flight of stairs to the 
next floor down, their access to the elevator. “I know he snuck out because he’s hungry and under 
some pretense of not being near us when that happened...Embarrassment perhaps, he wasn’t too 
keen on us being around the last time.” 


“That was...Forget it.” Derek growled, shaking his head. “Did they say if he...Fed?” 

Peter shook his head. “No, but given the conversation going on in the background I think not.” 
“Why do you say that?” 

“Well, from the screeching that I heard from Stiles, there was no lack of promises to fuck them.” 
Derek snorted. “Bet the Alpha loved that.” 


Peter smiled as they boarded the elevator. “He’s fond of Stiles, but given the abrupt tone and the 
order to come and get the little demon, I think his patience is wearing thin.” 


“Great...So much for not pissing off Alpha’s rule.” 


“You actually thought he was capable of such a thing?” He gave an incredulous look to his 
nephew. “Honestly Derek, that boy could piss off a light bulb if given half a chance.” 


“Light bulb?” 


“The first non-hostile thing that came to mind.” Peter waved his hand as they stepped out of the 
elevator and made the short trek outside. Peter gave a small nod to Keith before leading Derek 
towards his car. “The point being, he managed to get himself in trouble again and we’ re fortunate 
that the club saw fit to call me rather than just going along with whatever hair-brained idea the boy 
had...Or worse, let him go.” 


“He’s not...A prisoner Peter.” Derek clenched his teeth even as he forced himself to say what he 
hoped was the obvious. 


“Of course not, but we’re not about to let him wander into stranger's beds only to come back home 
reeking of them and wallowing in a misery I think we both are aware is far too similar to the 
aftermath of the fire.” He saw Derek tense, but Peter continued. “I think if we could save him that 
suffering all of this will be worth it.” 


“He’s suffered plenty without us there Peter, what Scott did,” Derek growled as he climbed into the 
car buckling himself in as Peter climbed into the driver's seat to start the car. “Everything that lead 
up till now, how he managed to live...To get through all of that.” 


“He’s stronger than he appears, he’s always been that way.” Peter idly replied. “But he’s still just 
as foolish and too eager to throw himself down upon a sword for others despite the suffering it 
would cause him.” Peter rolled his shoulders a bit, they felt tense, but then again that just might be 
his whole body at this point. All the wolf wanted was to get Stiles safely home, read him the riot 
act for being so careless...So selfishly selfless, and then find a way to feed the damn succubus. 


Derek sighed looking out the window of Peter's car as they drove across town, he’d never been to 
the club that both Stiles and Peter knew but he’d met the Alpha. He didn’t look forward to having 
to talk to the man again, let alone about Stiles. Derek had a feeling that they’d be judged, him and 
Peter, on how they had thus far been unable to keep the teen both fed and happy. Derek knew he 


was happy for the most part, the fed thing was a long shot but given how Stiles had stumbled back 
into that pack's life that night...It would be easy for them to assume that Derek and Peter might not 
be trustworthy in looking out for him. Derek was prepared to fight the Alpha on that, Stiles wasn’t 
property, but when it came to possessing another entity, protecting them...Guardianship battles 
could be just as deadly as trying to take over a pack’s territory. 


“Try not to worry.” Peter rolled his eyes when Derek snorted. “Fine, worry, but I don’t think 
whatever dark hole you’ve thrust yourself into is going to be what happens.” 


“What do you think will happen?” Derek challenged. “You think we’ll go in there say sorry for 
Stiles bursting into your business again, we lost track of him but thanks for calling?” Derek 
growled. “He’s not a lost cat Peter!” 


“He hisses like one.” Peter grinned at the common trait, only to grimace when Derek let out an 
inhumane snarl that radiated such unease up his spine that the older wolf relented his teasing and 
did his best to soothe the Alpha. “He will be fine, the pack won’t take offense. If they did they 
wouldn’t have called us Derek, they would have tossed him out on his ear and given him a warning 
to tell us. They called because their Alpha likes Stiles and knows that we laid claim to him, that’s 
it.” Peter glanced away from the road to assure Derek. “He might not be a lost cat Derek, but even 
among our kind, a wandering pack member is returned safely home.” 


Derek nodded his head, Peter was right. He was overanalyzing things, but the fear was there and it 
was far too hard for Derek to shrug it off. Derek didn’t know this pack that well, the Alpha, 
Marcus he had spent hardly ten minutes talking the last time. Whatever conversation was bound to 
take place upon their arrival wasn’t going to be pleasantries, that was for sure. “You know he’s 
going to put up a fight once we leave the club.” 


Peter smirked, yes, he was well prepared for that. “We’ll manage...Worse comes to worse one of us 
gets in the back of the car and does sinful things to him to keep him happy until we get home.” 


Derek snorted at how Peter was miscalculating their reunion. “Good luck with that, let me know 
how his claws feel when he rips into you below the belt.” 


Peter gave his nephew a sour expression for insinuating that Stiles would maim his cock or balls. “T 
would think he wouldn’t be that cruel, nor so reckless.” 


Derek twisted to give his uncle a bland look, then after Peter had returned to driving assuming he’d 
won that little argument Derek added. “You mean like how you were sure that he wouldn’t decide 
to light a pool of gasoline that he was perched above by only a brick just to help with the whole 
sewer infestation?” 


Peter’s jaw clenched a moment before he nodded. “Your point is made.” 
“Yeah, thought so.” 


“But that still doesn’t mean he’d use his little talons on me...That just proves that he’s a reckless 
individual prone to heart attack-inducing behaviors.” 


Derek smirked at that, he had to agree with Peter there. He could still remember the horror of 
seeing what Stiles was about to do. The fear that the idiot was about to set himself on fire, that all 
it would take was one slip up, and then Derek and the others would be forced to watch the teen 
burn alive. Taking an even breath and reminding himself that it hadn’t happened, that the match 
had hit where Stiles wanted it to, and although precariously perched above a sea of flames the 
worst that had happened to Stiles was his shoes melting a little. 


“And here we are.” 


Derek blinked, coming out of his wanderings to see a brick building, black coverings over the 
windows. A single bouncer stood before a metal door under an awning, there was a small line. “I 
thought this wasn’t a dancing club... You said there was a lounge-.” 


“It's not,” Peter replied while shutting off the car. “There are two parts, a bar where many come to 
socialize and the black section...That is a separate room meant for the most sinful of things 
imaginable.” The glare that spurned in Derek had Peter smiling. “And conveniently also where we 
need to go to collect our little demon.” 


Sighing, Derek got out of the car muttering to Peter. “This was not how I planned on spending the 
night.” 


“Same, but still entertaining to a certain degree.” Peter smiled at the bouncer, a wolf he’d met quite 
a few times. They both ignored the complaints of the humans as the wolf glared and let him and 
Derek in, growling out. “Go on back, they’re waiting.” 


“Thank you.” Peter smiled as he walked through the bar as if he’d never seen anything more boring 
in his life. He did tilt his head a bit upon seeing something unique in one of the booths, that poor 
woman had no idea what she was in for if she was going to go home with that chap. Smirking the 
wolf cleared his throat to the doorway, one of the two bouncers turned, he glared at Peter. “Hello 
gentlemen, we’ve co-.” 


“Move it.” The wolf growled as he lead the pair forward without another look to his partner or the 
show on center stage. 


Peter gave an appreciative glance to the stage, looking over his shoulder to see Derek wrinkling his 
nose. Rolling his eyes, the Beta didn’t say anything but only because nearly everyone in the room 
would hear him if he did utter the fact that the girl's breasts weren’t cause enough to stare like that. 
Coming into the back the wolf paused then chuckled as the sounds of muffled cursing and a few 
bangs echoed from deeper in the building, a familiar voice beckoning out those curse words. “I see 
he’s been good company.” 


The bouncer snorted. “He bit Marcus.” 


Peter laughed, shutting his mouth in a sharp clack when the wolf twisted to growl at him. Peter had 
a hard time hiding his smirk when Derek growled back, his was a bit more impressive and the Beta 
backed down quickly. “I’m sorry to hear that.” The Beta glared, giving a withering look to both 
wolves before turning and heading down the hallway. Peter shrugged his shoulders to Derek when 
his nephew sent him an annoyed look, it wasn’t his fault if no one found the idea of Stiles biting an 
Alpha funny. Cause to Peter that was hilarious and he planned to thoroughly ask Stiles how that 
came about, later. 


Derek clenched his jaw when they came into a small area that preceded a door that was being hit 
from the other side. Whatever the door was made of was strong enough to hold back the rage Stiles 
was issuing against it. Runes or magical properties in the structure itself Derek figured. He gave a 
small nod when the Alpha came through a neighboring door. “I’m sorry for this.” Derek 
apologized off the bat, doing his best to keep them on even footing. Derek didn’t want to appear 
weak before another Alpha, especially not one with a larger pack but he also didn’t want to piss the 
man off for that very same reason. 


“For?” The Alpha challenged. 


“For having to call us, call Peter. We didn’t know he was planning on coming here, I would have 
stopped him fro-” 


“From what?” Marcus growled taking a step forward. “Feeding himself?” 


“It's not like that.” Derek bit out as he stood his ground. “Stiles knows he doesn’t have to do this 
anymore, I don’t know why he chose to come back here.” 


“Familiar hunting ground.” A Beta chimed in. 


Derek frowned at the wolf before sighing, sadly that didn’t sound wrong. “Whatever the reason he 
knows he doesn’t have to do things this way.” Derek met Marcus’ steely gaze. “But I’m grateful he 
was safe with you...Even if he’s caused nothing but trouble.” 


“Tt is a skill set of his.” Peter chimed in coolly even as he smiled at the door as it vibrated again. 
Stiles was definitely working through some stuff. 


“I know.” The Alpha growled in return. “Take him with you, he comes back again he’s not leaving 
with you.” Marcus held Derek’s gaze a not-so-subtle threat lacing his words. “It's clear that he’s 
not entirely comfortable with his new living situation which isn’t altogether surprising to hear, a 
succubus isn’t meant to dwell on the ground.” 


Derek growled at the barb. “It's not the living situation that’s upsetting him.” 


“If it weren’t, he wouldn’t be here.” Marcus carelessly threw out. “If he was comfortable then his 
feeding wouldn’t be something that he would hide from you.” 


Peter sighed, well this was going about as well as one could hope but the clear posturing that was 
slowly taking over their ‘peaceful’ talks was leaving much to be desired in Peter’s mind. “I believe 
all of this stemmed from the fact that he saw how it hurt us to see him suffer. Nothing more, he’s 
not particularly ashamed of talking about it, though he is utterly repulsed at the act and how it 
makes him feel. Stiles has been seeing a therapist and living with us rather than wandering the 
town. He’s far safer than he was before when his safety was only a few nights he spent here. We’ re 
grateful Alpha Marcus that you contacted us, that you kept him safe even against his own 
stupidity.” That at least got him a small wry snort, yes, many people knew just how stupid Stiles 
could be. “Our pack will take care of him, I'll make sure he talks to his therapist about 
this...Choice he made tonight.” 


The Alpha glared at Peter a moment before looking back to Derek. “I don’t repeat myself boy, he’s 
protected by my pack and that includes anyone else. He comes back to us he’s not leaving with the 
likes of you.” 


Derek’s teeth ground down tightly before he gave a stern glare and a silent nod. 


“Good, get him out of here and try not to cause a show.” The Alpha, Marcus waved a hand to his 
Betas and after one last stern look left Derek and Peter to deal with the succubus. 


Derek glared after the other Alpha, only twisting back around when he heard a woman speak. She 
was beautiful and clearly one of the ‘performers’ in the club given her scantily clad body. 


“He’s been rather restless...But I think that’s partly cause Makenzie full-on body hauled him into 
there.” She smirked a bit. 


“T see...Not so willing to corporate?” Peter mused with a smirk to the door. 


“No...He cut Makenzie up good and when Marcus got involved-” 
“He bit him.” Peter grinned ferally. “I’m sure that was quite a sight.” 


The girl looked a bit uncomfortable at the wolf's glee, nodding slowly. “Anyway, the doors warded 
so he couldn’t get out...We reversed the charm on it.” 


“Ah, normally it's the other way round I take it? All those ravenous spectators that chase after 
you.” Peter winked. 


The woman smirked. “Yeah, until the wolves descend.” 
“A harsh cruel reminder that they deserve.” Peter waved a hand to the door. “May I?” 


The girl nodded, glancing towards Derek a moment before settling her gaze on Peter. “I'll give you 
a few minutes...Then I'll come open the door up again if you want privacy.” 


“Darling I’m sure many people will hear this conversation.” 


“It's muffled.” She pointed. “It's why we can only hear the loudest things he’s screaming. If you 
talk at a normal volume it’ll be silent out here.” 


Peter smirked. “I see. Then, yes a moment if you please. Derek.” 


The Alpha sighed but gave a passing nod to the woman before entering the dressing room with his 
uncle already fully aware that this conversation wasn’t going to stay at a normal volume. 


KOK KK KK KK 


Stiles twisted about prepared to give Marcus or whoever else it was coming into the dressing room 
a BIG piece of his mind, namely with his claws. He hissed eyes flaring black only for the noise to 
die in his throat and his eyes to go sliding back into their more human counterpart. “P-Peter.” 


The wolf smirked as he entered to the sight of a very startled succubus. “Hello Darling, fancy 
seeing you here.” 


Stiles glared at the wolf’s taunting voice. “What are you-Derek?!” Stiles looked from the Alpha to 
Peter. “What the hell?! Why’d you bring him here?” 


Peter rolled his eyes at the asinine question. “I’m sure this will come to a great surprise to you that 
he’s invested in your well-being just as I am. Marcus called me and so we came...Interesting choice 
for activities after coffee, not my personal choi-.” 


“Fuck you,” Stiles growled when Peter continued to make fun of him. 


“Stiles.” Derek cut in before his uncle could make things worse with his cutting remarks, Derek 
knew they were only said out of concern for the succubus but now wasn’t the time. “Why’d you 
come here?” 


“Honestly Derek really? You have to ask that?” Peter rolled his eyes before crossing his arms over 
his chest and giving the scowling sex demon a solid look. “So... Have you fed yet or not?” 


Stiles was really tempted to tell the man to go fuck himself, but he figured that wouldn’t get him 
anywhere. He knew it would be easy for Peter or Derek to get the truth from Marcus and that was 
even if they chose not to invade his personal space to scent him. He shook his head, forcing 
himself not to growl at the wolf when he smirked. 


“Good.” 


“Good?” That threw him for a loop, Stiles frowned, glanced from Peter to Derek only to see that 
Derek was giving his uncle a disgruntled look. Okay, so he wasn’t the only one confused by that. 
“What do you mean by good?” 


“Well, unless I’m wrong and your sentiments about sleeping with strangers have changed you 
wouldn’t have enjoyed this evening.” 


“And now I will?” Stiles scoffed. 


“You can.” Peter waved a hand between him and Derek. “I think we’ ve both established that we’ re 
capable of making things pleasurable for you.” 


“No.” 


Peter’s mouth clicked shut a moment surprised by the utter venom lacing the succubus’ words. He 
hadn’t expected that, frowning the wolf did his best not to show how the boy’s stark refusal 
bruised. “No? Are we suddenly not capable of satiating your hunger? Because the last time we had 
a talk like this you were proven wrong.” 


“Peter’s right,” Derek stated firmly. “We want to help Stiles w-” 


“I don’t want you to do that, I don’t want you to help me.” Stiles hissed at the pair of them when 
they pressed. This wasn’t about them not being ‘man’ enough or whatever macho bullshit Peter 
was trying to pull. It wasn’t about how they wanted to help him, it...It wasn’t that simple for Stiles. 


“We can’t not help you, darling.” 


“Peter’s right.” Derek shook his head. “You’re starving Stiles and we did things your way last time, 
we hated it but we did it because that’s what you wanted.” Derek couldn’t help but let a growl feed 
into his words frustrated by the succubus’ choice to seek shelter in the other pack rather than 
trusting him and Peter to take care of him. “But now you came back here to feed off of strangers? 
Human’s wont be enough you know that. Peter and I-” 


“You can’t help me!” Stiles hissed, his shift falling into place as his glamour flickered in the 
succubus’ unsettled emotions rose. 


“Why?” Derek growled back. “Why can’t we?” 


Stiles lost it, he lost control over himself. Frustrated with his circumstances, ashamed that he’d 
been caught going behind their backs, horrified with the truth of it all. Stiles couldn’t hold back. 
“Because I think I love you! And none of this makes fucking sense anymore, this body, how it 
feels physically and mentally. Everything’s so messed up and you’ re the only things that are 
normal and I don’t want to screw this up! You’re not food to me, you can’t be... don’t want you to 
be, it-It just makes me feel like more of a monster than I already am.” Stiles was out of breath by 
the time he’d finished shouting at the wolves, Stiles looked away sharply his shoulders bunching 
up as his jaws clenched when it sank home what he’d done. The teen waited for the other shoe to 
drop, but utter silence reigned inside the dressing room and Stiles couldn’t help but wonder why 
that was almost worse than either of the wolves yelling at him. Stiles reached up to wipe angrily at 


his cheek, prepared to offer a small plea to just go back to the apartment. He just wanted to sleep 
now and never talk about any of this again. Swallowing tightly the teen looked back at the wolves 
who were staring at him with conflicted expressions, he ignored that. “Can we just go?” 


“No.” Derek cut the succubus off from saying anything else, prowling forward and sending Stiles 
skittering back into a dresser by his imposing strides. When the succubus was pressed firmly back 
into the dresser with no more room to evade him the Alpha shot out a hand to grab the back of the 
teen's neck the paltry hiss he got was ignored. Derek knew Stiles was probably waiting for some 
kind of violence for his little rebellion or what he’d just admitted to him and Peter. None was 
coming though as Derek yanked Stiles forward into a heated kiss that saw the hiss dying off 
instantly. Derek flared his eyes back at the wide-eyed succubus, telling him to yield, to trust him. 
Stiles held his gaze for a moment searching before he closed his eyes and Derek growled in 
approval when the succubus’ hand gently came to his chest as they were pressed flush against each 
other. 


Derek slotted their lips together like puzzle pieces, nipping and sucking on the boy’s lips before 
slotting his tongue into the barest of gaps that saw Stiles moaning into the kiss. Derek hungrily 
devoured the succubus, pressing hard into him as their kiss grew heated and sloppy as Derek strove 
to get that much deeper into Stiles’ mouth. Being so bold as to surprise the teen in lifting him up 
Stiles made a surprised noise but Derek growled heatedly into the wide eyes even as Stiles 
wrapped his legs around the wolf's hips. Slotted firmly together Derek drove forward into the 
succubus’ warm mouth, tangling their tongues even as he restrained himself from biting too hard 
into the boy’s swollen lips. Derek growled harder when he felt a hand on his back, the threat 
wasn’t dispatched of simply because Derek’s own senses told him who it was. Though his warning 
growl was enough to have the hand removing itself from his person. 


“As arousing as this sight is, we’re about to be kicked out.” 


Derek huffed, slowly pulling back, giving furtive kisses as he slowly released the succubus’ lips 
from his own. Stiles was breathing heavily against him, but Derek ignored that seeing as he was 
breathing heavier as well. He twisted his head towards Peter, the Beta smirked. 


“Shall we save the encore for at home?” 


Derek snorted, glancing towards the door it was hard to hear but there were voices there. Peter was 
right it was only a matter of time before someone came in to kick them out, far better to leave and 
be on better terms than demand more time there. Derek looked back towards Stiles only to see the 
succubus trailing his fingers on his swollen lips. Derek smirked causing the teen to blush. “Peter’s 
right, we’ll have more time at home.” 


“More time?” Stiles hated how weak his voice felt but frankly, if his legs weren’t wrapped around 
Derek at the moment the teen wasn’t sure he’d be able to walk. 


“All the time we need.” Peter leaned forward to give the teen a peck on the cheek. “Now, get to 
your feet, and let’s thank our gracious hosts on our way out.” 


Stiles wrapped his arms around Derek’s neck before the wolf let go, Stiles let his legs slide down 

to catch his footing. He held onto the wolf far longer than he should have, but Stiles was so lost in 
his own thoughts to have noticed it. Derek had kissed him, brutally kissed him even though Stiles 
had said...That. “Dere-” 


“At home sweetheart.” Peter grabbed one of the boy’s hands from Derek’s shoulder and pulled him 
along. Stiles stumbled a bit the wolf catching him with a wry grin, Stiles blushed but Peter wasn’t 
so cruel as to taunt him. No, the older wolf wrapped his arm around the succubus and proudly left 


the room. Eager for their safe return to his apartment so he might get his own chance in defiling the 
little demon. Peter nodded to the wolf waiting outside, doing his best to stay formal and 
appreciative. “Tell Marcus our thanks.” The wolf grunted in return, eyeing Stiles suspiciously. 
Peter held his tongue and quickly called Derek’s name to distract the Alpha from reacting as they 
both wanted to. The small pack made their way down a hallway where another wolf waved them 
towards a door, Derek ever mindful of where they were, namely not their territory asked. “Where 
are you leading us?” 


Before the Beta could hope to answer Stiles did. “Back-alley.” Stiles looked towards Derek. “It's 
the back entrance so no one sees who’s coming and going.” The wolf leading them nodded to back 
up the succubus’ story. 


Derek just hummed, believing Stiles far more than the wolf. Sure enough, as the door was pushed 
open and the cool evening air came to them so did the sight of a narrow alleyway. Derek 
begrudgingly told the wolf. “Give your Alpha our thanks, tell him Stiles is safe.” The wolf tucked 
back inside with the door never saying a word. 


Stiles bit his lip, the sensation of the skin being chewed on was sharper after the kiss Derek had 
given him. The succubus was conflicted on what to say now that they were out of the other pack's 
business, but as Peter lead them back to the parking lot Stiles found himself incapable of saying 
anything. It might just have been that he wasn’t sure what to say, or feared that anything he did say 
would be taken badly. No matter the reason, the succubus didn’t talk until they came to Peter’s car. 
When the back door was opened for him, Stiles ducked in, he wasn’t, however, expecting 
company. Stiles blinked then made an uh, sound. “Peter?” 


The wolf smiled as Derek got into the driver's seat with the keys that Peter had tossed him through 
the center console before turning his attention towards Stiles. “Yes, darling?” 


“What are you doing?” 
“Keeping you company.” 


Stiles frowned, then muttered. “It more sounds like you’re making sure I don’t bail out of a moving 
vehicle.” 


“Well, then I suppose that works too...Though I don’t think you’ ve ever entertained the idea of 
doing that.” Peter raised a brow in a silent question. 


Huffing Stiles shook his head. “No.” 


“Good, I didn’t think so, now come here.” The wolf outstretched an arm, snorting when Stiles 
quipped about seat belts. “If a car accident does us in Stiles, then we deserve it.” The Beta 
snatched up the teen and pulled him into his side laying his head on top of the succubus’ own. 
Peter inhaled sharply, scenting that the succubus although layered with many emotions was 
physically fine. That was a great relief to him, though Peter hadn’t thought that Marcus’ pack was 
capable of hurting the little demon. He’d been right, if the Alpha hadn’t struck out at Stiles after 
being bitten then there was little chance of him coming to harm with them otherwise. 


“You’re just holding me.” 


“Ts there something wrong with that?” Peter smirked as he met Derek’s gaze in the rearview 
mirror, nodding when Stiles gave a muffled ‘no’. “Then relax, we’ll be home soon enough.” 


“Then what?” 


Peter hummed, he knew Stiles was dreading whatever conversation he thought might be coming 
for him, and truth be told Peter wanted to rant and rave at the idiot boy. He couldn’t, however, 
seeing as Stiles had been so bold as to finally explain why he refused to feed off of them, 
something that neither he nor Derek had been prepared to hear. Peter was more than prepared to 
right that misconception that the boy couldn’t feed off of them simply because he loved them. In 
his eyes, that was all the better a reason to do so and Peter would take great pleasure in explaining 
such things once they were safely tucked inside his apartment. “Just wait sweetheart, we’re almost 
home.” Peter felt as well as heard Stiles sigh, but thankfully the succubus didn’t put up any further 
fuss about things. Peter enjoyed the chance to hold the boy all the while silently assuring himself 
that Stiles wouldn’t be returning to club Nightshade again. 


Just a fling 


Chapter Summary 


Peter and Derek show Stiles that he didn't need to run from them, to hide away the fact 
that he was hungry. The wolves come up with an ingenious way to sate the succubi's 
hunger while not crossing his boundaries. 


Chapter Notes 


Sorry for the late posting guys, but frankly you're lucky you got one at all with how 
my day has gone. I hope you all enjoy the smutty goodness. 


Stiles let the wolves lead him back up to Peter’s apartment, sending wary looks to both only to see 
no hint of rage at his confession, actually, there was nothing but the sheer look of determination 
crossing their faces. Stiles wasn’t sure what they were determined about unless that was just proof 
of their desire to get him home. Stiles didn’t bother to ask, he waited patiently as Peter unlocked 
the door to the apartment and was lead in by Derek. Either wolf had kept a hand on him at all times 
but they weren’t restraining him Stiles noted, they were just intent to keep him close almost as if 
they were afraid he’d disappear. The teen was lead not to the couch as he’d expected but down the 
hallway. 


“Where are we going?” The teen frowned further when they passed his room, alright so he wasn’t 
being grounded. As amusing as that thought was, the succubus balked when they came closer to 
Peter’s bedroom. “Guys?” 


“Patience darling.” Peter crooned as he threw open the door and with Derek’s presence at his back 
pushed Stiles forward towards the bed. 


Stiles glared as he was ushered forward, he wasn’t sure what the wolves had planned but he hadn’t 
changed his mind. “I’m not fucking either one of you.” 


Peter chuckled at the clear disdain lacing his voice. “We’re well aware of that sweetheart.” 


“Oh.” Stiles blinked as he was pushed to sit on the bed, Stiles went willingly now that it was clear 
that neither wolf was going to try and instigate sex in order to feed him. Sitting on the bed, tucking 
his legs beneath him the teen watched as the wolves climbed onto the plush surface with him. He 
glanced between both wolves, curious about what they were doing here. Neither man had used 
harsh words or threatened him in any way, not even when it was clear that what Stiles had done 
that night had scared them or possibly hurt them for not choosing them in the first place. Stiles 
didn’t feel like there was room for ego in this topic but they were wolves so you never could tell. 


“You realize that your little venture tonight could have gone differently if you were honest with 
us.” Peter drawled simply, ignoring the sharp look Stiles gave him. “What you said at the club 
does change things doesn’t it darling?” 


Stiles looked down at the bedspread, finding it far more interesting than a moment ago. “No.” 
“No?” 
Stiles grit his teeth. “Just forg-” 


“Don’t,” Derek growled, ignoring how the succubus tensed before meeting his gaze. Derek refused 
to let Stiles shy away from this, to pass it off as unimportant. To ask not to speak of it again despite 
both he and Peter being unable to forget it. “Why do you think I kissed you?” 


Stiles blinked at the stupid question. “To shut me up?” Derek glared, okay so he’d gotten that 
wrong. “Uh...Cause you wanted to?” 


Derek sighed at how confused the succubus seemed at the prospect of something so simple. “Yes 
Stiles because I wanted to, we’ve been trying to help this whole time. We don’t think of ourselves 
as your food, we never have.” 


Peter hummed in agreement. “No, we’ve always considered this just a unique dynamic of our pack 
bonds.” 


“Pack bonds don’t entail sex.” Stiles harped on the pair who were trying to explain away the whole 
thing. “Let alone sex with multiple partners.” 


“Says who?” 


Stiles made to argue only to stop himself, Peter arched a brow at him a silent challenge to come up 
with something valid. Stiles glared. “I’m not a wolf but I know that’s a bunch of bullshit Peter.” 


“Each pack is different, different rules, different hierarchy...So many things that make every pack 
unique, that’s why there are fights between packs. Disagreements on how things should be, 
cultural faux pas if you will.” Peter smiled at the disbelief crossing Stiles’ face. “The Alpha of the 
pack makes the rules Stiles and it's up to the Betas to either follow the rules because they believe 
they're right or leave to find another pack that fits them better.” 


Derek took his lead from Peter. “This isn’t wrong Stiles, there’s nothing wrong with us helping 
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you. 


“It's not helping me.” Stiles hissed. “It's being used by me, out of everyone you should hate this. 
It’s just like Kate.” 


Derek’s eyes flashed before he lunged forward with a snarl startling the teen who was suddenly on 
his back with a strained noise as the Alpha loomed above him fangs on show. “Don’t.” 


“It's true.” Stiles grimaced at how tight Derek was holding him down showing clear anger for his 
having brought Kate into this. “You know it is.” 


Derek growled a deep dark thing of warning before he told the succubus. “You’re nothing like 
her.” 


“Why?” Stiles challenged back with a hiss. “What makes me so different?” 
“Because I want to help you.” 


“And you didn’t want her then? Didn’t do what she said?” Stiles bared his teeth back at the 
growling Alpha, calling out his hypocrisy. “It's the same fucking thing!” 


“Its not!” 
“WHY?!” 


“Because I want to be with you! I’m not disillusioned by what you are Stiles, I know who you are! 
I’m not attracted to you because you say sweet words or lie just too well for me to see the truth of 
it. You don’t lie to me, not to hide things at least. You care too much about others and so little 
about yourself, you don’t want to feed off of me because you love me. Kate wouldn’t have cared, 
Kate used people, used me. You don’t do that!” Derek bared his teeth his eyes an angry red as he 
was forced to spell it out for the angry succubus. “Don’t you dare compare yourself to her.” 


Stiles was still baring his own fangs though his hissing had ended when Derek unleashed his own 
thoughts upon him. His black eyes still scowled, but it was more because he was searching the 
wolf's own expression to see for himself how Derek really felt. He sounded so sincere, but Stiles 
knew that was partly because Derek was always sore when Kate came up in a conversation. It had 
been a rather low blow for Stiles to use her, though his point was pretty obvious. Hearing Derek 
demand that he not compare himself to the likes of Kate Argent, Stiles rasped. “But it's the same.” 


“It's not.” Derek shook his head minutely. “You’re nothing like her. If you were, you’d be taking 
people's lives just for the sick thrill of it all, you’d use your allure to make people have sex with 
you whether they were attracted to you or not. That’s using someone Stiles, you’re doing the exact 
opposite. You starve yourself just so you don’t have to do that, to feel like you’re using someone.” 
Derek’s shift had fallen, his eyes had gone back to normal even if his teeth were a bit more pointed 
than normal. He leaned down to kiss the succubus, softer than the earlier abuse in the dressing 
room. Just the plush sensation of their lips touching, sliding into place against each other for the 
barest of breaths before Derek pulled back staring down at the tense figure. “You’re not using me 
or Peter, we want to do this Stiles. We want to help because we love you.” 


Stiles’ eyes flitted back and forth in the wolf's open and honest eyes, Stiles couldn’t hear lies in a 
person's heartbeat something he’d been a bit upset at but staring back at Derek right that moment 
Stiles was sure that the wolf was telling nothing but the truth. “Derek...I-” He didn’t know what to 
say, he’d tried to use Kate as a means to stop the wolves from pressing or at least Derek. Stiles 
knew that although she was the best trigger for Derek she was a mild annoyance at best to Peter. 
Yet, he hadn’t been able to dissuade Derek and the wolf had simply combated his words with an 
eerie truth that made the succubus’ heartache. “I-I don’t know if I can.” 


“We take it, slow darling,” Peter interjected, having stayed silent while Derek put the boy in his 
place. Now that things were settling he felt safe enough to keep both parties level-headed when it 
came to going forward. “Just like before.” 


Stiles nodded even as his eyes never left Derek who was still pressing him down into the bed, the 
once threatening gesture was far more reassuring than it had been just two minutes ago. “H-How?” 
Stiles let his gaze drift towards the other wolf even as his hand went up to gently wrap around 
Derek’s shoulder silently urging the wolf to stay. Derek didn’t seem to mind as he made no move 
to throw his hand aside or shift away. Safely pinning the succubus beneath him, hardly any gap 
between their forms. The security there gave Stiles leave to pay attention to Peter. 


“Well, we don’t need to have sex...Penetrative sex I should say.” Peter smiled. “And there are two 
of us darling, we can distract you get you out of that head of yours.” 


Stiles snorted. “Sure.” The succubus didn’t buy that for a moment and then Derek had the gall to 
lean down and start sucking on his neck. Stiles shifted giving a small moan as he felt the subtle nip 
of teeth, he hadn’t even realized his eyes had closed before they opened to chuckling. Derek was 
still kissing him, nipping little bites across his flesh but Peter was smirking. 


“Point made?” 


Stiles sighed giving a small nod, yeah, now he could see how that might work again. “This...Uhg.” 
Stiles grit his teeth as Derek got his teeth into his shoulder just right, he panted. “This is nice and 
all...Mmm, but it's not...Not going to feed me.” Stiles arched his back a bit gritting his teeth when 
Derek sucked on the expanse of flesh where his neck and shoulder met. 


Peter smirked as he watched Derek arouse the poor boy past words, he waited, patient to let Derek 
help loosen the boy up. Then he’d suggest the same idea he’d tried to get through the boy’s head 
since the beginning of this whole ordeal. Stiles wasn’t ready to have sex with them, not yet, but 
that didn’t mean they couldn’t do other things. All Stiles needed was the energy that came from 
them when they orgasmed, there were plenty of ways to get that and Peter was a little eager to 
explore them with the boy. Reaching out he patted his nephew's shoulder, “Up.” 


Derek growled from where he was giving the teen an impressive set of hickies, he was quite happy 
to stay where he was but when Peter said that Stiles needed to eat he resigned himself to waiting to 
mark the teen later. Pulling back the Alpha gave a self-pleased smile as Stiles was breathing just a 
tad faster than normal as his neck was marked up with various bites and kisses that had flushed the 
skin with blood. Derek’s attention drifted to Peter as the older wolf came forward and gently 
guided Stiles into sitting up. Derek arched a brow when Peter pushed Stiles forward towards him 
as he situated himself behind the teen. 


“Hold onto Derek.” 


Stiles twisted his head frowning at Peter only to huff when Peter gave him a firm look, rolling his 
eyes Stiles twisted back around and reached out. Wrapping his arms around the wolf only to squeak 
when Peter suddenly grabbed him and pushed him to sit astride Derek’s lap, the younger wolf 
easily wrapped his own hands around the teen to hold him in place, by his ass. Stiles was flushed, 
he knew this as he stared back wide-eyed at a smirking Derek. “Shut up.” 


Chuckling Derek leaned forward to give a small kiss to try and reassure Stiles that everything was 
alright. His attention went to Peter the second that he had separated himself from Stiles’ lips. He 
frowned but kept Stiles' attention when the succubus made to look, by grinding their pelvis’ 
together giving a startled noise as Stiles blushed fiercely at him. Derek smiled. “Pay attention.” 


“Too?” Stiles retorted only to bit his lip when Derek pulled on his ass and thrust him against the 
wolf's hard body. It felt nice, even if it wasn’t as stimulating as it probably would have been if he 
was still in possession of his dick. Stiles tightened his hold on the wolf and buried his face in 
Derek’s neck, whispering. “What’s he doing that you don’t want me to see?” 


‘Tm not getting any whips and chains if that’s what you’re worried about,” Peter muttered with 
sass earning a small chuckle from the teen who had buried his head into his nephew's neck. He 
shared an exasperated look with Derek only for the younger wolf to glare, ah, yes. Peter didn’t say 
anything about the fact that he’d unbuttoned his jeans and pulled the zipper down. No doubt Derek 
had no desire to see him naked and the feeling was mutual, their love of Stiles was what kept them 
in place but there would be no exchange of pleasures between them. Ignoring the sharp look Derek 
was giving him as he crept closer, his knees tucked beneath him so that he and Derek didn’t touch 
Peter laid a gentle hand on Stiles leaning forward to kiss the back of the succubus’ neck before 
whispering. “Darling, you’re a bit overdressed for this, lets take your shirt off.” 


Stiles tensed a moment before nodding, he pulled back enough to allow Derek and Peter to divest 
him of his shirt, the teen reached down for his pants only to have arms wrap around him from 
behind and still his wrists. Stiles frowned, twisting his head towards his shoulder to ask what was 
going on but Peter beat him to it. Hooking his chin on the boy’s shoulder to promise. 


“We’re not there yet darling, sometime soon, but not tonight.” 


Stiles frowned, that hadn’t been what he was anticipating. He didn’t think they’d have sex, Peter 
had said as much earlier but surely whatever the wolf was about to do would require those parts of 
him. “What are you going to do?” 


“Give you what you need and nothing more.” 
“T don’t understand.” 


Peter hummed, pressing forward so the succubus could feel the bulge straining against his open 
pants, Stiles sucked in a sharp breath that Peter took advantage of. Swooping in to kiss him, all 
clashing lips and tongue. The succubus whined the wolf rubbed forward invigorating his own sex 
while allowing the teen to feel just how aroused he’d made him. When they pulled back with wet 
lips the wolf said. “Surely you’ ve had fun with your flings at the bars, the ones you hid the next 
town over.” 


Stiles gave a small nod, that’s what Peter had assumed. “Then consider this a fling.” 
Stiles snorted a wry smirk forming. “A fling? Really Peter?” 


The wolf hummed pulling back he grasped one of the boy’s wrists and pulled it behind the boy’s 
back all the while telling him. “Hold onto Derek, I’m sure he’ll keep you good company.” 


Stiles sighed, giving the younger wolf a put-out expression but Derek didn’t seem to mind Peter’s 
request given how he leaned forward to gently kiss him. Stiles fed his free arm around the wolf 
groaning when Derek thrust against him once more to show his own impressive bulge. Stiles 
whined at the proof of how aroused both wolves were, it was relieving to know that the men were 
aroused by him and not his glamour. No sex magic was in use, just him and the wolves. 


Peter growled as he held the boy’s wrist in place before using his other hand to reach down into his 
open pants to grasp his hardening sex. Pulling his leaking cock out of the tight confines of his 
clothing out into the open air. The wolf groaned appreciatively to no longer being confined, he 
leaned forward, flush against Stiles. Pressed his hardened cock into the boy’s back, Stiles made a 
noise but Peter didn’t let the boy think too hard. Wrapping his hand between the boy’s own fingers 
he brought their hands down to circle around his cock. The wolf growling into the back of the 
boy’s neck as Derek devoured the boy’s lips. “Just like then darling, just a fling.” 


Stiles moaned appreciatively to how skilled Derek was at kissing him, on the right side of gentle 
and the even righter side of bite. Pressed flush against Derek and his grinding, Peter at his back 
pushing forward to let Stiles feel his hard cock against his bare flesh. Stiles nipped back at Derek’s 
mouth when his hand was made to circle around Peter’s sex along with the man’s own hand. The 
reminder that this was just supposed to be a ‘fling’ that it wasn’t sex, just playing around helped. 
Peter guided him, but it didn’t take long for muscle memory to take over. Stiles enjoyed every 
motion Derek made into him, every reminder that the younger wolf was aroused as the wolf 
burrowed deeper into his mouth. Combing for his very breath, Stiles fought back even as he began 
to stroke Peter feeling the man mouthing at his neck. The sensations were familiar if not all 
together heightened as there were two mouths on him, more hands, just more. 


Peter grinned as he kissed Stiles, feeling the boy’s warm hand wrapped around his leaking cock 
was amazing even as he gently guided the teen’s actions. He felt the pleasurable thrill of knowing 
that he wasn’t masturbating himself against the teen where he planned to spill himself. No, Stiles 
was participating and as time went on Peter released the boy’s hand to lay it upon the boy’s hips 
where he went along with the jerking motions of Derek grinding forward into the teen as Peter 


trailed his leaking sex across the boy’s back with every motion Stiles made with his hand. 


Stiles panted against Derek, their breaths combined anytime they did separate for a moment before 
the wolf would snatch his mouth up again, little warning before the succubus was caught groaning 
into Derek’s mouth. The harsh grind was inflaming his own body, eager for more, but unable to 
get it as Stiles was still clothed from the waist down. Never before had Stiles felt so conflicted 
about wanting to be dressed or not, he wanted to be closer to Derek and Peter, but at the same time, 
he didn’t want to be bare, feeling more naked than just the lack of clothing whenever his new form 
was naked before the world. No, for now, Stiles allowed himself to ride the sensations the wolves 
were giving him and those he was giving them. Stiles knew his claws were biting into Derek’s 
shoulder, though he was mindful not to let them appear as he continued to stroke Peter’s hard cock. 
He felt the drizzle of precome that trailed up and down his back as Peter nipped and kissed at the 
back of his neck, it was a heady sensation to feel both of them on him. The proof that he was 
arousing them, making them eager to come. Stiles almost felt bad that he wouldn’t get to feel 
Derek as well as he felt Peter, but his hand was too caught up in burying itself into Derek as he 
clung onto the wolf as he continued to thrust him forward into a dark grinding of hips to think 
about pulling back to seek out the man’s own revealed sex. Stiles moaned when he pulled his hand 
up Peter’s shaft only to feel a small bubbling of the man’s precome trailing down his spine. His 
noise was devoured by Derek leaving the succubus whining needy for more. 


Peter was beginning to pant as Stiles continued to teasingly stroke him, his hands mapping out 
every section of his cock as if he wished to remember it long after he removed his hand. Peter 
hitched himself forward letting the hard organ press further into heated flesh, trailing down the 
succubus’ pale skin as his cock twitched with each stroke of the succubus’ hand. Peter groaned, 
burying his teeth just a bit more in the boy’s pale neck when he felt his knot beginning to form. He 
gasped a second later when Stiles’ fingers trailed down the length of his cock only to find the 
budding knot and trail curious fingertips around it. Peter growled thrusting harder into the boy’s 
back as his cock was teased so gloriously. His knot throbbing as it grew in the boy’s hand, the 
teasing touches receded as Stiles stroked up and down his length faster. It was as if the boy knew 
the presence of his knot meant that he could get Peter there faster, could make him come at his 
own desire. Peter whined as the boy continued to tease his sex, fisting him harder trailing his 
fingers around his crown, and smearing his pre-come while holding his twitching sex against his 
own back so as not to miss any sensation the wolf's body might grant him. 


Derek growled he could smell their arousal, scent the heady tinge of Peter’s precome as the wolf 
rutted against Stiles’ back. Arched harder into the boy’s pelvis as he used his grasp on the boy's ass 
to pull him harder into himself, grinding his own hardness into the gap of the boy’s sex. Letting 
him feel Derek all the while Peter was urging himself further to completion so they might feed 
Stiles something. Derek growled when he heard Peter whine, whatever Stiles had done had caused 
that. It had taken Derek a moment after they’d really started to realize that Peter had gotten the teen 
to stroke himself, including Stiles in the process so it might not feel so intrusive. Hearing the man's 
words reminded Stiles that it was just a fling, something he’d done before, willingly. Derek was 
hoping that this might help Stiles attribute the whole act as something he’d really done before, he 
was gay, after all, if he had been screwing around in bars then this wouldn’t be anything he hadn’t 
done before. Peter’s choice not to let the teen be naked during the whole thing helped, it let Stiles 
keep the illusion that he was a man and simply enjoying the act without focusing on his own 
differences. Derek smirked into the kiss, nipping at the succubus’ lips as it proved Peter’s 
ingenious plot was working. Stiles hadn’t balked at a single thing, just going with it with the same 
fervor as anyone who was enjoying sex. Based on the noises and smells that Stiles was giving off, 
he was enjoying this. 


Stiles growled into Derek’s mouth as the wolf grew bolder, more fierce in their clashing of lips, 
tongue, and teeth. Using his arm wrapped around the wolf’s neck to pull him harder into himself 


all the while groaning. His hand had sped up on Peter's twitching cock, his fingers when going to 
the base wrapping around the sensitive knot, stroking it in reverence. He remembered the sensation 
of this thing pushing inside him, carving its way through his abused sex. It seemed larger in his 
hand and it throbbed with every beat of the man’s heart, his teasing drew more precome. It bubbled 
up between them, sliding along his skin in copious amounts. Stiles moaned into Derek’s mouth as 
tightened his fist on Peter’s cock and pulled upward, trailing his finger over the man’s fluid tip 
before heading back to fondle his knot. The wolf was growling into his neck, clearly enjoying 
himself. Stiles sighed in pleasure at that, knowing that this was just like back then. Locked away in 
some bedroom, some motel, it was all the same. Fondling his lover of the night, only this lover was 
Peter, and Stiles was prepared to do this again he found. More than willing, urging the wolf to 
come so he might feel that sinful delight of the man’s come trailing down his skin even as he 
snapped at Derek’s lips and ground down into the man’s clothed dick. If Stiles could keep his seat 
on the bucking wolf he would have used his free hand to get the other wolf off, but with how they 
were fervently grinding Stiles would lose his seat, and as amusing as that might be, Stiles was 
eager for this to end. Eager to feel them both find pleasure, for him to feel the proof that he’d 
pleased the both of them even as his body throbbed with need. His own sex spilling fluids down his 
thighs making his pants stick to him as the flesh throbbed eagerly for someone to pay attention to 
it. No one would, Stiles refused such a thing but this. This pleasuring of the wolves, this was right, 
this was normal and Stiles did relish it. He growled into Derek’s mouth when the wolf thrust him 
forward, Stiles was sure he was going to bruise, but damn if it wasn’t worth it. 


Peter panted as his knot throbbed, now fully there, eager to tie. Peter grit his teeth as he buried his 
nose against the base of Stiles’ neck, lathing at the flesh a moment later to whisper. “Almost 
sweetheart.” Stiles must have taken that as initiative to kill him because the pleasure that came next 
nearly sent him over right then and there. Peter groaned as the little devil trailed his hands down 
and cupped his knot stroking it in teasing gestures before wrapping around the throbbing tissue to 
squeeze. Peter arched into that hold, that pleasurable sensation of being locked inside something. 
He whined when Stiles let go, trailing his fingers back up as they stroked the rest of his turgid 
length. Smearing the bubbling precome into his palm before stroking down again. Peter canted into 
the boy’s firm gasp, trailing his weeping sex against the boys’ spine while his ears heard every 
moan the succubus gave from his and Derek’s combined efforts to make this pleasurable for the 
teen. The second the boy’s fingers wrapped around his knot again Peter bit into the base of the 
teen's neck and growled. Blood spilled around his fangs, the teen whining even as Peter thrust 
forward into the teen’s hand pushing his hot sex into the boy’s pale flesh as that first great burst of 
seed came. Peter didn’t release Stiles’ neck, not at first, no he rode out the first dozen great pulses 
of come that spattered, sliding down the boy's back. The warm fluid smearing across the teen 
bathing him in Peter’s scent while sliding down the pale skin to dip into the boy’s jeans as the wolf 
growled and whined while hunching his hips over and over again into the teen. Peter released the 
teen’s neck only after coming to his senses, he licked at the blood in apology even as he rutted up 
against the teen spending himself in great torrents of seed as his knot pulsed headily. Stiles’ hand 
hadn’t even released him, rather continuing to stroke the twitching length as if to urge Peter on. The 
wolf groaned with each pleasurable burst of seed that left him, even hauntingly beautiful sensation 
of his come smearing across the boy’s flesh marking him in the heady scent of the Beta. Peter’s 
eyes rolled into his head, sighing when he felt that great pleasure of both coming and the drawing 
sensation of the succubus taking from him the energy that was brought about by his coming. Peter 
growled into the teen’s neck, urging him. “Take more.” He wanted Stiles to take as much as he 
could, working him over with his hand wasn’t the same as if Peter had fucked him if Stiles could 
pull even a bit more then that was good. Peter didn’t feel much more than the glorious high of 
rutting against Stiles, the whispers of the succubus’ magic was faint at best. Disappointed in the 
boy’s lack of self-indulgence, Peter rode out his orgasm with the boy’s stroking hand. 


Derek growled when he heard and smelled Peter come, Stiles, inhaled sharply against his lips 


Derek swallowed the gasp thrusting his tongue in deeper as he heard the succubus whine as Peter 
continued to rut into him. The heady scent of his uncle's come filled the room, growing more and 
more heavier as the wolf worked through his orgasm. The scent of blood had Derek pulling back 
sharply only to growl when he found out why, Peter had bitten the back of Stiles’ neck but the 
Alpha didn’t get the chance to tell the man off for it before Stiles was kissing his neck. Growling 
the wolf ducked down nosing his way back to Stiles lifting his head where he devoured him yet 
again. Stiles wasn’t hurt or at least wasn’t acting hurt despite Peter biting him, Derek would leave 
that for later. Choosing to keep Stiles’ attention on himself while Peter finished. The heady scent of 
his uncle should have been enough to see his own cock deflate at the clear claim over Stiles, but it 
didn’t. It couldn’t what with how Stiles kept grinding into him, moaning into his mouth clearly 
eager for his touch. Derek tasted the succubus, smelled just him, and that was enough to keep the 
wolf eagerly rutting back, pinning Stiles between them as Peter gave the succubus what he needed. 


Stiles hadn’t expected to have teeth in his neck, sharp fangs piercing his skin to spill blood around 
the growl that vibrated deep into his spine. It hurt, undeniably it hurt but it didn’t detract from the 
pleasure of feeling Peter come. The throbbing length he was still fisting twitching with each burst 
of come that Stiles felt spill against his back. The warm seed trailing slowly down his back as more 
and more was spilled. Peter was growling, thrusting against him, and as Stiles' hand wandered to 
the man’s knot which was throbbing Stiles groaned into Derek’s mouth. Dear God, how long could 
Peter come? There was so much, all coating his back to slide down into his jeans and beyond. The 
scent of the wolf was cloying in his nose, heavy, but not revolting as all his other food sources had 
been. Just the overwhelming scent of something, someone he knew, he loved. Stiles moaned when 
that first rush of energy was fed into him as another hot burst of the wolf's seed splattered across 
his coated back. He rode out the man’s high right with him all the while urging it to continue with 
firm strokes of his hand. The energy that came with the man’s orgasm was delicious in a way that 
was hard to describe to those who fed on normal food. Unlike human food that was distinct and 
flavorful, there were only emotions tied to his feeding now. All his previous experiences had been 
lust, on the occasional side violence, or the want to possess him, even sadness in a few. But as 
Peter spent himself against his back, rutting and growling whispering for him to take more than 
Stiles dared to do so, all the succubus felt was an eagerness to please, hope, love. Stiles shuddered 
as Peter’s orgasm continued, his hand slowly falling still along the pulsing length as he leaned 
against Derek after the man pulled back. Stiles kissed the wolf's neck, nipping here or there in a 
leisurely manner that spoke of how relaxed he was. It didn’t last long before Derek was nosing at 
him and then ravaging his lips when Stiles straightened up to make kissing easier. Stiles moaned 
arching forward into the wolf who still sported a heavy bulge in his pants that pressed sinfully 
against the succubus. Everything around him was pleasure, maybe not entirely physical on his end, 
but pleasurable none the less and Stiles savored every second of it. 


Peter licked at the holes in the back of the boy’s neck, the bleeding was slowing, but he still felt 
bad for losing himself to such a degree. The boy’s hand had fallen away from his cock as his 
orgasm trailed off. Now, all that was left was dredges, small bursts of pleasure as a steady stream 
of come was slathered onto the boy’s wet back. Peter enjoyed it but didn’t feel the urge to rut into 
the boy anymore. Letting Stiles have his fun with Derek as he apologized for his harsh treatment, 
he knew Stiles had fed though he didn’t know how far that would go for him. Time would tell he 
supposed, Peter was brought out of his musings by Stiles making a small noise that was followed 
by a growl from Derek that spoke plainly of who was the Alpha in this situation. Interest perked, 
Peter lifted his head from the boy’s neck only to smile when he saw that Stiles although still 
kissing his nephew like no tomorrow was being so bold as to undo Derek’s pants. His nephew 
wasn’t fighting him in the least, clearly eager but he was rebuking him in his growls for being so 
forward. A true hypocrisy if ever there was one, Peter didn’t bother to see how well Stiles was 
going about his task as he had no desire to see his nephew’s naked dick. He went back to lathing at 
the boy’s neck, lazily trailing his spurting cock against the boy and leaving it to Derek to feed the 


boy now that he was done. 


Wanting more 


Chapter Summary 


Stiles surprises the wolve's by asking for more, Peter and Derek have a conversation 
about the succubi's feeding and Stiles comes to a revelation about feeding from the 
two wolves. 


Chapter Notes 


So sorry for the late posting guys, I've been working on Kinktober and fell behind on 
stuff. Enjoy the rest of the smexyness. 


Derek hadn’t anticipated Stiles reaching down to stroke him through his pants, though the startling 
pleasure that brought him was fed into their kiss. He really hadn’t expected the teen to begin 
fumbling to open his pants, he growled instinctually to put the succubus in his place. Stiles paused 
for a moment but when Derek gave a small more docile growl into their heady kiss the teen 
renewed his vigor to undo the wolf's jeans. Derek nipped at the boys’ mouth, sliding his tongue 
along the boy’s lips before delving back inside the hot core of his mouth. Growling sharply when 
the boy’s warm hand fed into his pants and stroked him inside the tight confines of his pants. 
Derek arched up into the teen, their precarious angle made things hard, but Derek was eager to 
come, more so now that there was warm flesh wrapped around him. Stiles didn’t relent on his ploy 
to pull him free and after a small shift, the succubus got what he wanted. Derek growled as his hard 
cock was pulled free and into the open air that was quickly smothered by the succubus’ hand 
stroking him. Derek nipped at the boy’s lips a moment before pulling back to stare at heady eyes as 
Stiles panted. They stared for a moment, all the while Stiles continued to stroke him. Derek 
growled watching as Stiles tilted his head a bit, his hand never stilled, smirking Derek leaned 
forward and rather than kissing the boy again. Nipped at his ear, whispering. “Peter wasn’t 
enough?” He trailed his tongue on the boy’s ear earning a needy whine. 


“T want you...Too.” 


Derek growled arching his head to the side to bite at the teen’s neck as he thrust upward into him. 
Stiles gasped as Derek’s teeth pinched the flesh, never drawing blood as Peter had. He lathed at the 
sore spot before he slowly trailed himself back around to the swollen lips of the teen who was 
panting even as he continued to stroke the wolf's throbbing length. “You’re sure?” Stiles gave a 
small nod, with that Derek kissed the teen squeezing his ass and thrusting him harder against 
himself. Feeling the slick warmth that came from his oozing sex trailing across the succubus’ skin. 
He growled into the kiss at that first touch, knowing that he was trailing his own scent across the 
teen even as Stiles made his member weep more onto him. His fangs brushed the boy’s lips as their 
movements grew more heated, nipping and cutting into them a little to spill just a few drops of 
blood between them. Stiles moaned into him and Derek took the noise into himself as he thrust his 
tongue into the succubus. 


Stiles wasn’t sure what had come over him, how he had somehow come up with the bright idea to 


proposition Derek after he’d just given his uncle a handjob, Peter’s seed was still trailing down his 
back, warm and thick. The scent of the older wolf was bound to be on him for a week or more and 
maybe that had been what had sparked the urge in him to get Derek’s scent on him as well. How 
eager he was to feel what he’d felt with Peter, with Derek. The man’s cock was hard, throbbing in 
his grasp, and seemed closer to coming if the tale-tell sensation of the man’s inflated knot was 
anything to go by. Then again, Derek had been listening and smelling everything that went on 
between him and Peter. That was bound to be arousing even if Derek wasn’t into voyeurism. Stiles 
moaned when his lip was split from the wolf’s fangs, however, he’d come to be here Stiles liked it. 


His warm hand was stroking the wolf fervently, driving him closer and closer to the edge. The 
man’s warm precome was slickening his belly, leaving trails of the tacky fluid as Derek thrust into 
his hand and further into him. Stiles growled when he felt the man’s cock twitch in his hold, the 
mouth spewing more precome as the man’s knot throbbed. Stiles hunched himself higher, letting 
Derek’s cock trail just that much further into him. Letting the wolf feel him as Stiles drove the wolf 
towards his orgasm. Stiles’ fingers stroked, teased, and clamped like a vice around Derek’s knot 
earning growls and snarls at the pleasure that caused the man, it just made Stiles breathe heavier in 
the knowledge that he was pleasuring Derek. That he was making the wolf this aroused, that he 
was the reason Derek was about to come. Stiles stroked harder, faster, up and down, his thumb 
trailing across the moistened slit and then back to the knot for a small trailing of fingertips. Over 
and over, his movements grew hastier as the wolf's growls grew more fervent, more eager as Derek 
shifted beneath him grinding them closer as the man’s sex wept more against his belly. 


Derek growled as he thrust upward, driving his weeping cock into the boy’s naked flesh past the 
tantalizing fingers that were driving him nuts. His knot had fully inflated and was moments, mere 
moments from allowing him to come all over the teen. Every stroke of Stiles’ hand drove him 
higher, those warm fingers teasing his pulsing flesh that yearned to cover Stiles in its essence. 
Derek’s shift was falling into place as his growls turned darker as Stiles’ hand drew harder, faster 
upon him. The wolf couldn’t hold back the howl he gave when Stiles’ hand wrapped around his 
knot clenching down in the perfect manner that saw Derek cresting and spending that first brilliant 
burst of seed onto the boy's belly. 


Derek growled and whined arching into the hand that was continuing to pump him even as he 
spilled larger pulses of seed across Stiles’ naked belly and chest while they ground into each other. 
Stiles was making the most sinful of noises which spurned Derek into thrusting hard into him 
before sinking his mouth back into the boy and cutting off the delicious sounds. Stiles groaned into 
him as the wolf growled thrusting into the hand that was milking him of his seed. The warm pulses 
of come were sliding between them, mixing Derek’s scent into Stiles’ flesh with every beautiful 
spending of his come. Derek’s eyes widened a bit as he kissed Stiles when he felt the shiver of 
something foreign drawing on him, it had to be Stiles. 


The innate sex magic that all succubus used to feed, was arousing, eager to be fulfilled, and made 
the next sharp thrust of his cock as it spilled against the teen all the more powerful. Derek growled 
his eyes closing as he rolled into the motions, enjoying the sharp undertone of Stiles feeding off of 
his orgasm. It was fleeting or so it felt, it only lasted a few moments, and Peter’s earlier comment 
to take more came to mind. He wrenched his lips from Stiles startling the succubus as they ground 
into each other. “I’m fine.” He growled groaning as another sharp pulse of seed was spilled. 
“You’re not hurting me.” Stiles looked conflicted, but Derek dove forward to kiss him once more 
before promising. “It feels good Stiles.” He grunted as the succubus’ hand continued to stroke him 
with every brilliant burst of come the wolf gave. 


Derek groaned when he felt the tell-tale sensation of something drawing on him, he gave the 
scared teen a reassuring smile before bringing their lips back together in a chaste kiss before 
promising. “I’m fine.” Then turned the kiss more vicious as he rode through his orgasm, Stiles took 


a bit more but it quickly faded. As disappointed as Derek was at the boy’s refusal to take as much 
as he could given the paltry act of a hand job Derek didn’t call the teen out on it. Stiles had fed, 
from both him and Peter, that was more than nothing at least. Derek let Stiles continue to pump his 
hand up and down his twitching shaft as his knot began to weaken its hold, the heavy bursts of 
come were trailing off and the pleasure was sinking deep into his gut. Derek hummed as he pulled 
away from Stiles to smile. “See?” 


Stiles blushed a bit but nodded he opened his mouth to say something only to hiss, canting his head 
over his shoulder to glare a chuckling Peter who had just grabbed his ass in a very suggestive way. 
“Rude.” 


The wolf grinned leaning forward to kiss the irritated succubus, pulling back he arched a brow. 
“You should listen to us darling, you weren’t hurting either of us.” 


“Peter’s right.” Derek rolled his hips against the succubus seeking those last few moments of 
pleasure with the teen as he reminded Stiles. “We’re not human Stiles, we can take a lot more and 
we heal.” He smiled when Stiles gave a weary sigh and nodded, the boy's hand leaving his 
softening cock to wrap around his back. The succubus tucking himself into the Alpha. “It’s fine.” 
Derek tried to reassure the teen who was now covered in his and Peter’s scent, a combination of 
their scents twisting and layering upon the sinful sweetness of the succubus’ own. He smelled 
claimed and it made Derek growl in pleasure, when Peter arched a brow at him Derek smirked and 
said. “Scent him.” 


Humming Peter leaned forward a hair kissing a naked shoulder before inhaling, his lungs froze a 
moment before he smiled against the bare flesh. He kissed it once more before pulling back to give 
a nod to his nephew. Yes, he quite liked that as well. Sadly, they couldn’t lounge in the glory of 
what they’d done, if Peter knew Stiles half as well as he thought he did this little love fest was 
going to take a sour turn soon. Namely when the boy realized he was covered in their seed, best to 
shower to reduce whatever self-degrading thoughts the teen could come up with. “Come along 
darling, you’re in need of a shower, we all are.” Peter gave his nephew a curious look. “Me or 
you?” Derek frowned at first until Peter explained. “I have no desire to bathe with you unless 
necessary, so unless he requests it, it's not necessary.” Both wolves smiled when Stiles chuckled 
against Derek’s chest. Peter stroked the boy’s upper back, well away from the proof of his 
spending himself against the boy's back. “So, who shall it be darling?” 


“So if I say both you’ ll come too?” 
Peter sighed. “You’re just going to do that on purpose now.” 


Stiles snickered, he kinda was, but then again he wasn’t serious. He backed off enough to twist his 
head towards the wolf. “I’m joking...[-uh...Think Pd like to shower alone.” He saw how both 
wolves tensed, felt Derek tense, but Stiles wasn’t really having any bad thoughts about tonight. He 
was a bit grossed out on how it might feel once he was truly naked but sitting here like this it was 
just...A fling. Stiles smirked at the worried wolf. “I’m okay, I mean I think I’m okay...I just don’t 
want.” Stiles bit his lip before waving to himself, his lower half. 


“Of course darling.” Peter smiled leaning forward to kiss the teen. “You do what you need, we’ ll 
see you when we’re done.” 


Stiles nodded, twisting to kiss Derek before he slowly climbed off of the wolf's lap. Stiles blushed 
on his way to the bathroom, he was naked save his pants but those didn’t feel like much of a barrier 
seeing as his lack of shirt was because he was covered in them. Stiles made a hasty getaway 
towards the bathroom. 


Derek and Peter waited until they heard the succubus retreat into the bathroom, neither looked 
below the belt as they fixed themselves into their pants. 


“Well, I think that was a success.” Peter grinned ignoring the mess down his front, his jeans, and 
the bed below them. 


KKK KKK K 


He was breathing harder by the time he got into the safety of the bathroom, he shut the door and 
bent himself in half. He could feel the cooling seed on his back and now on his stomach, but like 
he’d said it didn’t bother him. He smiled, it felt just like any other time he’d fucked a man...Well, 
when he’d fucked them while human. Standing up again Stiles walked to the nearby shower stall, 
pulling the curtain aside, and leaned forward to grab the knob. He started the shower and refused to 
look down as he shucked his pants and underwear, he grit his teeth when he felt the wolf's seed trail 
down further without that weak barrier. Taking some even breaths, as even as he could get them 
Stiles stepped into the warm spray of water and sighed. Closing his eyes Stiles let a hand come to 
lay on his stomach, in the trails of Derek’s come that was being washed away. Stiles smiled a bit 
and refused to touch himself below his navel while he washed himself clean. 


He refused to have any negative thoughts about what they’d just done. This was his and this new 
fucked up body could go to hell, it didn’t get to take away something as good as what he and the 
wolves had just done. Stiles let his hand come up his stomach wiping at the come that had reached 
his ribs. He scratched at the skin lazily before something shocked him. Stiles opened his eyes 
under the hot spray blinking away water droplets before he realized what it was that shocked him 
in the first place. Breaking his earlier rule of not looking down at himself, Stiles looked down. 


The succubus trailed his finger over the ridge of his rib, not anything new except the rib below it 
wasn’t sticking out quite so much. There was more flesh there, more muscle or fat, a cushion 
before the harsh ridge of bone. Stiles examined himself thoroughly after seeing that first little 
sliver of evidence that he’d fed. He wasn’t full, not by a long shot but Stiles did feel better and the 
fact that his two lowest ribs weren’t protruding as much proved the wolves had more energy to 
give him than any human could hope to. If Stiles got this far just by letting them come on him, 
both of them...What would actual sex do? Stiles shook his head, not going there he told himself. He 
was not ready for that, not by a long shot, but what they’d done tonight...That he was perfectly 
okay with. Stiles smiled and tilted his head back into the spray of water sighing pleasantly as he 
washed the rest of the wolf's seed from his body. 


KK KK KKK K 


Derek didn’t waste time when he got into the shower, he got clean and got dressed in some lounge 
clothes hoping to beat Stiles to the punch. Thus far his hearing hadn’t been triggered by any crying, 
Stiles was silent or rather he was simply showering. Derek could still hear the fast speed of his 
heartbeat, still elevated from what they’d done or perhaps just the boy’s thoughts. Either way, there 
didn’t appear to be any proof that Stiles was regretting what had happened and Derek was hopeful 
that would remain true. Drying off his hair the Alpha left the bathroom and headed into his 
bedroom only to glare when he saw Peter seated on his bed, he’d been so focused on Stiles that he 


hadn’t bothered to pay attention to what his uncle had been up to. “What?” 


Peter smirked, he knew Derek was taking offense to him coming into the Alpha’s ‘territory. “I 
think tonight went well, don’t you?” 


“He’s not freaking out.” 


“Exactly.” Peter smiled as he followed Derek’s progress around the room, tossing his dirty clothes 
into a nearby hamper before turning to face him. “The only thing left to consider is how often he 
needs to do that, it didn’t feel like he took much energy...I certainly didn’t feel fatigued, did you?” 


Derek shook his head. “No.” 


“He was holding back then.” Peter sighed shrugging his shoulders as there was nothing for it now. 
“I suppose that was to be expected given his past.” 


“How long do you think this will help him?” 


“Depends on how much energy he truly got from us, we’re not succubi Derek, we don’t have any 
way to gauge how effective his feeding from us was. It could last anywhere from a day or two to a 
week, maybe more...Depends on how much energy he’s using and how much energy he took in.” 


Derek blew out a long breath, the lack of answers was annoying. He wanted to know how to help 
Stiles and as pleasurable as tonight was the Alpha didn’t hold out much hope that it would be a real 
meal for the succubus. He tried to content himself in the knowledge that it was better than nothing, 
better than what Stiles had been prepared to do that night, sleeping with strangers. Smelling-Derek 
smirked when that deplorable thought was cut off at the notion that Stiles now smelled like them, 
meeting his uncle's gaze when Peter called his name. “He smells like us.” 


“Ah.” Peter chuckled. “Yes, well that was bound to happen.” 
“Better than how he would have come back if he’d fed at the club.” 


Peter nodded his head, now he saw the true point Derek was trying to make. Stiles smelling like 
them was altogether erotic and more than just that, it was a type of claim that only they could give 
the succubus. Stiles wasn’t a wolf, scent-marking was all they had, but rubbing their cheeks against 
him, kissing him only went so far. Tonight, now that was bound to stick around for a bit and Peter 
had every intention of enjoying that and given Derek’s reaction so did his nephew. 
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Stiles was relieved to be in clean soft clothing his body felt relaxed though he contributed that to 
the fact that he’d fed from the wolves. Even a small bit of energy could go a long way when you 
were starving, not that what he’d taken from Peter and Derek was altogether small. It was 
definitely equal to him having fucked a human, maybe two and all the wolves had done was come 
on him. The exchange rate there was wicked but useful as it did back up what Peter and Derek had 
told him before. Wolves were stronger, they healed, thus they could give him more energy. Stiles 
was 100% sure that if he actually fucked Derek it would be the same as when he’d been taken by 
that stupid Alpha that had made Derek an Alpha again. Huge energy boost, only downside was the 
whole actual fucking bit. 


Shaking his head Stiles did his best to cast such thoughts aside. He had zero plans on fucking either 
wolf, this little pseudo-feeding trick worked. Stiles could just will the knowledge that he was 
different away, that it was just normal sex so long as he wasn’t given the proof otherwise, and 
keeping his pants on was a pretty easy feat so the succubus didn’t foresee any problems there. 
Stiles stretched after he’d tossed his dirty laundry aside, all that melty sensation in his body from 
having been fed made him want to sleep, not in the you just had sex sleep but more in the you had a 
very good meal and sex all at the same time kind of sleep. Stiles smiled at that, he wasn’t sure if 
there was anything like that for humans or wolves, but it was pretty nice. As Stiles made to climb 
into his own bed the succubus paused, he frowned, bit his lip, and then looked over his shoulder to 
the doorway. No one was there, he could hear the distant conversation the two wolves were having 
in Derek’s room. Stiles gnawed on his lip a moment before muttering a tired. “Why the hell not?” 
Shaking his head even as he stupidly did what his stupid brain said was a great idea, a great idea 
his body was all for despite the better part of Stiles knowing this could get messy or worse, more 
complicated than it already was. None of these factors stopped the succubus from doing what he 
was doing. Not a one. 


Stiles came to stand in the doorway of Derek’s room, he idly glanced about a bit smiling at the odd 
nick-nacks that Peter had bought for the room and the random places that Derek had managed to 
shove it all so as to keep it out of his way. When he heard his name the succubus turned back to 
smile softly at Derek. “I’m tired.” 


“Alright, darling, headed to bed then?” 


Stiles shook his head, no, he didn’t want to sleep alone, and wasn’t that just childish? Rather than 
give Peter or Derek a chance to say something, the succubus added. “I want to sleep next to you.” 


“Me?” Derek asked for clarification, the boy shrugged. 
“Both or one...Whoever, I just-” 


“It's fine darling,” Peter assured the anxious succubus, Stiles hadn’t asked for things, not really. 
Occasionally he’d ask for his favorite coffee or to lay against one of them longer, but he never truly 
asked for things. Peter wasn’t about to disappoint. “I’ve already placed new sheets on my bed, if 
you wish you can spend the night with me.” Then seeing the obvious conflict that was going to 
spark in Stiles’ mind Peter twisted and informed Derek. “There’s more than enough room, we’ ve 
proven that already. If you want to join us you can.” 


Derek gave a slow nod, surprised by his uncle's offer though Peter was right. The bed was big 
enough for all of them and it wasn’t as if he’d have to touch Peter or vice versa, Stiles would be 
between them. “That’s fine.” Looking over towards the succubus who now appeared relaxed Derek 
instructed him. “Grab one of your blankets.” The teen nodded and left, Derek hummed when Peter 
clued into his reasoning for that. 


“You do realize that this isn’t a nest.” 


“Close to it as he can get at the moment.” Derek gave his uncle an impassive look. “He smells like 
us and wants to sleep next to us... Those aren’t succubi traits are they?” 


Peter hummed. “No, not particularly. Mated pairs will share a nest, offspring for a time but there’s 
no real data on whether or not they bring lovers into their nests...It is a rather hollowed ground to 
them.” 


Derek gave a nod. “But this isn’t a nest.” 


“But his blanket will help him be at ease as if it was,” Peter smirked at his nephew. “A good 
attempt to put him at ease.” 


Derek snorted. “I want him to be comfortable, especially after tonight.” Derek pushed forward done 
with the present conversation. He heard Peter trailing behind him, but ignored that for the sake of 
finding Stiles already seated on the man’s newly recovered bed. Derek smiled at the sight of the 
blue blanket they’d gotten him the other day. Stiles didn’t go through a lot of his rituals, not since 
living with them, but after coming back from another land tour he’d had the urge and neither wolf 
had seen fit to leave him to his own devices. Thus they ended up with a blue blanket, a small 
purchase hardly noticeable compared to their daily purchases but it meant a lot to the succubus. 
Derek climbed onto the bed gently tugging on it and smirking at the hiss it garnered him. “Not 
going to share?” 


Stiles snorted. “Like you get cold, you’re a breathing furnace.” 


“Ah, but we do get cold,” Peter informed the succubus as he climbed in behind him growling 
appreciatively when he wrapped an arm around the teen and Stiles willingly fell into him rather 
than try to pull back. Nuzzling the nape of the boy’s neck laying a gentle kiss where he’d bitten 
him Peter whispered. “Why do you think we love to be near each other so much?” 


“Cause you’re a pack.” Stiles monotonously stated as a bare fact. “And it has nothing to do with 
cold, it’d have to be like twenty below before you lot would start to be pissy about the cold.” 


Derek chuckled, Stiles was wrong about that, but his point was made. Laying down in front of 
Stiles, the wolf gently moved the succubus’ blanket to cover him better he got a steely look for 
touching it but when Derek proved to not be teasing the look went away. Derek adjusted the 
blankets around himself, sinking his legs under the covers and just that. The wolf smiled as Stiles 
wiggled against Peter laying his hand on the wolf's arm wrapped snuggly around him before 
reaching out to pull Derek closer. The Alpha obliged until they were all curled up tightly together. 
Stiles tucked his head into the wolf's neck, Derek shuddered at the feeling of the boy's breath 
ghosting his flesh. He growled ducking his own down a hair to breathe in the teen's scent through 
his hair. His bright red eyes met Peter’s own, they flared blue in response the Beta smirking before 
he closed his eyes and yawned. Derek closed his eyes adjusting himself just a bit and letting out a 
reassuring rumble when Stiles made a small noise. It didn’t take long for any of them to fall asleep 
that night, least of all the wolves who could scent themselves clearly, draped across the succubus 
in more than one way as their scents wrapped around the teen’s flesh like a second skin. Derek 
smirked upon inhaling, if he had his way Stiles would always smell like this, like them. 
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Peter arched a brow the moment he woke the following morning, this hadn’t been what he 
expected when he went to bed beside Stiles but it was rather amusing. The wolf glanced at the boy 
whose head was facing Derek even as the teen laid on his stomach. The obsidian wing that 
branched out of the boy’s shoulder and was draped across him was fluid like but Peter knew it was 
made up of hard bones and strong muscle. Carefully Peter pulled an arm from beneath the wing 
that was pinning him in place, allowing it to rest on the top of the structure in awe. The wing shook 
a moment as if it was alive and aware of itself despite Stiles clearly being asleep, regardless of 
whether or not that was true Peter gently stroked the leather-like wings. He felt the subtle slickness 
that coated his fingers after just a few passes but disregarded it, now aware that it was just the 
natural coating the succubus’ wings had to protect them from cracking or tearing. The supple 


leather beneath his fingers amazed the wolf, the thought that these wings could carry Stiles up into 
a tree or wherever else he decided to place a nest was astounding. As much of his research had 
shown him, succubi were truly ethereal beings. Peter’s hand stilled instantly when a groggy voice 
called out. 


“Are you petting me?” 


Peter smirked glancing towards Stiles who had shifted his head towards him over his own 
shoulder. “Simply admiring your wings darling.” 


“Wi-.” Stiles tensed and surprised both wolves, waking Derek in the process as he tucked the 
appendages in tight whipping them away from the men only to quiver at his back as the teen’s 
glamour shielded them. Stiles took a hasty breath as he twisted sitting up on his elbows to blush at 
the startled looking Peter. “Sorry...Uh...Just-” 


“Not a good place to touch?” 
Stiles swallowed. “Sensitive.” 


“Good or bad sweetheart?” Peter reached out to stroke the boy's face gently, trying to find out just 
how bad of a faux pas he’d made when touching the delectable appendages. 


“I mean...[t can go either way? Y-You weren’t hurting me or anything I’m just not used to people 
touching them.” 


“Ah.” Peter smiled in return glad to hear that he hadn’t hurt the boy in his curiosity, he smiled past 
the still anxious succubus to see his groggy nephew glaring at the pair of them clearly only half 
awake. “Stiles provided a natural blanket for us all.” 


“It's not a blanket you ass, they’re my wings.” 
“Ah, but they’re warm and did cover us.” 


Stiles sighed at the man’s counterargument, twisting towards Derek, Stiles apologized. “Sorry for 
waking you.” The wolf made a noncommittal noise before moving his arm to wrap around the 
succubus’ waist and pull him closer. Stiles smiled as he laid back down, laughing when Peter 
joined them but not before nipping at his ear and whispering. 


“TIl get to fondle those sooner or later.” 


“Sure.” Stiles grinned back at Derek as Peter continued to snuffle into his hair and trade gentle 
kisses upon his flesh. Derek was blinking back at him clearly not awake just yet, that was fine, 
there was no rush. Stiles reached out and rubbed his thumb across the man’s scruffy beard, smiling 
when Derek’s nose twitched at him as if he was going to sneeze from what Stiles was doing. Stiles 
blushed when the Alpha didn’t do that but rather said something altogether embarrassing. 


“You smell good, like us.” 
“T-Uh-I do?” 


“Yes, very.” Peter kissed the nape of the boy's neck over the healing bite marks he’d left, once 
more apologizing for his harshness. 


“Huh...Well, I mean that makes sense and all I normally smell like whoever's...Done stuff with 
me.” Stiles glared out at Derek despite the look really being for Peter, Derek smirked in return. 


“Done stuff, ha. Yes, we did such horrible things darling, snatched you from your bed and had our 
wicked way with you.” 


Stiles blew out a long breath. “Are you done?” The teen tensed when Peter nipped at his ear. 
“No. Never.” 


Stiles fought the smile that threatened to form, rolling his eyes for Derek’s benefit. “Well, 
whatever... You go on enjoying that with your wolfy senses.” 


“Does it not smell good to you?” Peter rumbled as he rubbed his cheek against the teen’s face. 
“Umm...Well, I mean it's different.” 
“Different good or different bad?” Derek asked with a slight frown. 


Stiles huffed. “It's not what like you guys would smell I mean, my sense of smells is not like yours 
when it comes to this type of stuff. I can smell you.” Stiles poked Derek in the chest. “Scent that 
you’re an Alpha, a wolf...And just you, Derek, whatever makes you-you.” 


Derek smirked as Peter chuckled behind the teen. “That’s what we smell Stiles.” 


“No.” Stiles huffed jerking his elbow back to earn a sharp grunt for having hit Peter, good, let the 
bastard feel that. “You don’t understand, I smell both of you, but when it comes to...To stuff like 
last night, it smells different. It doesn’t really smell like the person's natural scent.” 


“What does it smell like? To us, our semen smells like ourselves.” 


Stiles smirked when Derek wrinkled his nose in distaste for what Peter had said. “Well, I mean I’m 
sure there’s part of your scent there... Your natural one, but it's like my body just makes new scents 
for that part.” 


“Meaning?” 


Stiles bit his lip a tad embarrassed to say as much. “It...Uh, leaves a trace of the emotion that came 
from the feeding, that’s normally what makes it smell good or bad to me.” 


“Emotion?” 
Stiles blew out a long breath before cowardly burying his face into Derek. “Just google this shit.” 


Derek chuckled along with Peter even as his uncle trailed his hand gently down the boy’s spine 

and tried to urge him to tell them himself. Stiles didn’t appear to be sold on such a thing and when 
Derek felt the pinpricks of claws a sure sign of Stiles getting pushed too far Derek called things to a 
halt. “Peter stop, we’ ll look online alright Stiles?” The small nod he got had the Alpha staring his 
frowning uncle down. “Just answer me this, does it smell bad to you? Does it make this harder for 
you?” 


Stiles wanted to laugh but he didn’t. The scents that lingered after he had fucked someone had 
always been horrible, just another trail of debauched things he’d been forced to do, another 
reminder that didn’t fade nearly as fast as he might wish it. So, no it never smelled good to him, it 
was just another violation of his body simply for food. Today was different, however, the scent of 
Derek and Peter on his skin was laced with just the spicey scent of desire, of want, but it wasn’t 
lust. It wasn’t the same as when some horny human fucked him, this was more personal. More 
direct from the wolf's part, it left a lingering sensation of want, of need, but not in the way of him 


being hungry. Just a reminder of how the wolves had hungered, had yearned to satiate his hunger 
for him. Stiles smiled at the sensation, he nuzzled his face into Derek. “It always has...But no, you 
two smell good.” 


Derek and Peter smiled at each other, the latter rubbing the teen’s back. “Good, then we’re all 
getting to enjoy the after-effects of last night.” 


Stiles huffed in amusement, of course, the wolves would enjoy scenting him so intimately. Stiles 
sighed in a pleased manner before muttering. “You don’t get to mark me up like some tree Peter, 
itll fade.” 


The wolf hummed as amusing as Stiles little quip was, it wasn’t truthful. Wrapping his arm under 
the boy’s armpit and across his chest to anchor the boy into himself Peter growled in promise. 
“It'll be there the next time though.” 


Stiles bit his lip as he let Peter pull him back into himself, he met Derek’s gaze the wolf was 
smiling clearly pleased with how this was going. “What makes you think they’ II be a next time?” 
Twin very dark growls had Stiles swallowing, okay, maybe not the best way to tease them. Huffing 
Stiles sourly stated. “Fine...But we’re never doing it in my bed.” 


Peter grinned as he kissed the side of the boy’s head. “Deal.” 
“And one of you owes me coffee.” 
“For?” Derek asked with a grin. 


“Dealing with your bullshit, don’t even lie you two are going to go around here like hormonal 
assholes just because I smell like you and sex.” Stiles held his ground, pitifully trying to cross his 
arms over his chest only to be caught up in the fact that Peter’s arm was still splayed across his 
chest. Stiles huffed. “I mean it.” 


Derek chuckled. “Alright, Pll get you coffee...Or you could come with me to get it.” 


Stiles smiled at the offer to leave the apartment, they rarely left, and going to get his favorite 
coffee would be a nice little outing before they started the day. “Fine, but you have to eat one of 
their scones.” 


“Why?” Derek frowned. 
“Cause they smell good and it's pointless for me to eat one.” 


Peter laughed behind the succubus for his insane logic in having Derek eat a scone simply for the 
enjoyment of him smelling it. His nephew was too smitten to say otherwise and Peter was glad it 
was him in the hot seat cause he feared he might do the same thing. 


“Fine.” Derek reached out drawing Stiles forward for a soft morning kiss before they parted. “Get 
dressed, we’ll go get coffee and a scone.” 


Peter laid back chuckling as he watched Stiles get up and race down the hall suddenly invigored 
now that he was getting his favorite coffee, Peter raised a brow to his nephew. “Scone?” 


Derek shrugged it was harmless and it wasn’t like he or Peter didn’t have a healthy appetite. “You 
want one?” Both wolves chuckled when Stiles shouted a unanimous. “YES” from down the 
hallway. 


“It would seem it's out of my hand's dear nephew.” Peter raised his hands as if to surrender, 
chuckling when Derek rolled his eyes and went to go and get dressed for his and Stiles’ outing. 
Peter stretched, chuckling when he heard a few moments later. 


“Change.” 

“What do you mean change?” 

“You’re not going out in that.” 

“It's just an illusion, Derek.” 

“No.” 

Laughter. “What do you mean no? It's my body, my illusion so-mph.” 


Peter smirked upon hearing Derek taking things into his own hands to get the succubus to change 
whatever his current glamour was. He chuckled when not a minute later he heard Derek say. 


“Better.” 
“You owe me more coffee.” 


The sound of the front door shutting had Peter sighing as he relaxed in his bed for a time. “Now if 
only we could find some land, then we could have this and the privacy the city can’t provide.” 


Time to move forward or backward? 
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Peter waited, he was calculating and patient, so he waited. When forty minutes had elapsed since 
his prey had fallen asleep Peter carefully kept his voice to a minimum while telling Derek. “I 
looked it up.” 


Derek lifted his head from the book he was reading to stare back at his uncle perplexed by the 
sudden breach of the previously silent room. “What?” 


“The scent thing with succubi.” 


Derek glanced down to Stiles who was curled up against him. “Oh. And?” He trailed his hand 
through the teen’s hair while waiting to hear what his uncle had found. 


“Apparently the energy they take is...Well, for lack of a better term flavored.” When his nephew 
looked back at him with a glower, Peter continued. “For instance, if he was scared of whoever was 
fucking him the energy he might garner from that would be flavored with that fear. Likewise, if he 
was enjoying himself for whatever reason then the emotion that was related to the person he was 
bedding would lace that energy.” 


“How?” 


Peter gave a dower look to his nephew. “There are a great many mysteries in our world Derek, I 
can’t even begin to try and understand the how in that situation. The point is, there’s a good reason 
why he always hated feeding. He resented doing it in the first place and if he’s tasting his own 
hesitancy or revulsion to feed with the energy then it's safe to say that it wasn’t very palatable.” 


Derek gave a small nod his gaze softening as he stared down at Stiles. “And the scent?” 


“Similarly inclined, their bed partner's scent is still there, but to the succubus, it smells comparable 
to how powerful the man was.” 


“Powerful?” Derek shook his head. “He was sleeping with strangers in that club I don’t think any 
of them were particularly powerful.” 


“And he hated how they smelled.” Peter gave his nephew a poignant look. “On top of that, it's tied 


into their reproductive system.” 
“What?” 


Peter chuckled at how flat Derek’s tone came about. “You do know he can get pregnant right?” 
Derek glared at him. “Just checking, my point is that his body might be eager to get knocked up by 
the first sap he lays with but his body will also know if they were a good sire if the brood will be 
worth carrying at all. It takes a lot of work for a succubus to carry a brood to term, it's not like a 
human or a wolf Derek. If his body doesn’t think the sire is strong enough he’! miscarry...But 
that’s not something we need to worry about.” 


“Tt's not?” Derek flatly stated. “What about when he’s ready to have sex?” 


Peter snorted. “I would think the abundance he’s had of it would be proof enough that he hasn’t 
gotten knocked up yet but to put your worries at ease dear nephew, he’s too young.” 


“He’s too young?” 


“Succubui age differently.” Peter shrugged his shoulders. “As a human, he might be mature, as a 
succubus, he is not. Angelica didn’t say how long it’ll take for that to happen, but she was pretty 
sure that it won’t be an issue for a while.” 


“Good.” Derek frowned, his eyes going down to the succubus curled up beside him once more. 
There was no way Stiles would accept being pregnant, not after living as a man his whole life. 


“Now, back to what I was trying to explain... That scent he tried to tell us about is basically that. His 
body's way of saying if whoever he bedded was a good catch, it's instinct really. That combined 
with the sensations of his feeding can do a lot of damage on how appetizing feeding can be.” Peter 
waved a hand towards Stiles. “Given who he’s been sleeping with we can both agree that they 
probably weren’t the most appetizing of meals to him.” 


Derek sighed, nothing sounded appetizing about how Stiles fed nowadays but learning that it had 
actually ‘tasted’ bad to him after all he’d put himself through just to live, it hurt. “He said we 
smelled good.” 


“And thus we’re good sires.” Peter grinned when Derek sent him a scowl. “And the emotions tied 
to our sexual act were good, probably because he likes us.” 


Derek snorted. “Likes...Right.” 


“It does make sense that he’d be embarrassed by this Derek, so many new things for him to adapt 
too let alone try to explain to others. Even us, despite us being wolves we’re not succubi.” Peter 
smiled sadly down to the curled-up form of the succubus. ““We’ ve been the first taste of something 
not vile since he became this new being.” 


“No pressure then.” 


Peter chuckled at his nephew's joke. “There isn’t any really, it's up to Stiles to determine whether 
or not the sex was good but we’re highly compatible regardless. We’ll gauge how he responds to 
last night and figure out how often he needs to feed so we might put some meat back on his bones.” 


“They can’t...Get sick from taking too much energy at once can they?” Derek met his uncle's 
curious gaze with his own concerned ones. “He can’t get hurt that way?” 


“No,” Peter smirked. “I don’t actually think his kind can overeat Derek. It's all energy, if he’s full 


he won’t feed.” 


Derek gave a small nod, he was glad that Peter had looked into things. The more they understood 
about Stiles the better, the less likelihood of being caught off guard by the teen’s new form the 
better. “Does Stiles know he can get pregnant?” 


“Angelica told him...Surprisingly he wasn’t a fan.” 


Derek rolled his eyes at that, he couldn’t blame Stiles there. To go from being human, a male, to 
suddenly a sex demon whose sex wasn’t really considered male or female despite the human 
equivalent of female genitalia. Stiles was still male, his body just adapted to its needs, fitting the 
mold it was cast all because Stiles was a virgin at the time he performed the ritual. Stiles was right, 
it was a rather cruel irony that turned him into a succubus rather than an Incubus. Shaking his head 
Derek went back to reading his book, tomorrow if they were lucky they could return to their search 
for land. Find someplace to call home. 
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Peter chuckled when Stiles took one step out of the car to look at the plot land, never glancing to 
the Realtor before saying in a unanimous tone. “Nope.” Before climbing back into the car. 


Derek shook his head telling the succubus. “We’ll be back in a minute.” 
“It's not the one!” 


Neither wolf listened, taking the tour regardless of the teen's feelings on it. When they came back a 
half an hour to the smug look on Stiles’ face and the taunting question of ‘well?’ did the wolves 
grumble and head off to the next listing. Stiles laughed at them for nearly half a mile. 
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Stiles hummed staring at the large plot of land, there was a giant spance of it that was bare, though 
the forest around it was dense and lush. The field of grass was long, unkept but nice as it sat on a 
gentle slope. The teen walked along the border of the trees leaving Peter and Derek to talk about 
the large opening that was technically just a little smaller than they wanted for the house, but easily 
usable once they felled some trees. Stiles smiled as he walked between the trees taking a deep 
breath here and there, enjoying the fresh air as his wings shuddered eager to come out. He couldn’t 
do that since the realtor was standing nearby the wolves and he was still in plain view. Stiles kept a 
tight hold on his glamour and enjoyed the scenery before slowly drifting back to the wolves who 
had this fond look on their faces, they glanced his way and Stiles smiled. “This is it, isn’t it?” They 
nodded in return, Stiles twisted about with a bright grin to the large land that was going to be their 
home. “I like it.” 


“Good.” Derek wrapped his arms around the succubus, whispering in his ear. “We’ll find a nice 
place for your nest nearby.” 


Stiles hummed, he wasn’t worried about it for once, this land just sang, was peaceful and radiant in 
ways the other lands hadn’t been. “It's gonna be great.” 


Derek smiled kissing the side of Stiles’ head as Peter wrapped things up with the realtor, with any 
luck they’d own the land by the end of the week and begin making plans to build a house. Derek 
chuckled before telling a curious succubus. “Now we get to fight about the house plans.” 


Stiles groaned. “No, that’s on you two, I’m staying in the woods.” 


Derek smiled at the threat the teen issued that was clearly a lie, Derek straightened up when Peter 
walked back over a smug grin on his face. “What?” 


Peter hummed as he glanced out at the lush scenery, a bright smile on his face as he looked back to 
Stiles and said in no shortage of amusement. ““There’s fish.” 


“What?” Stiles frowned. 

“There’s fish, in the pond.” Peter pointed towards the woods in the back corner of the field. 
“There’s a pond?” Stiles brightened. “Really?!” 

Peter and Derek chuckled, the older wolf nodding. “Yes.” 


Derek grunted when he got an elbow, a short apology for said elbow, and then the succubus was 
racing off through the woods to find the pond. Derek sighed, looking tiredly to his uncle. “Now 
we’re never going to get him to leave.” Peter laughed. 
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They did manage to get Stiles home, though it took a bit of work as the teen had been quite 
enamored with the pond which really should have been deemed a small lake given its size. Stiles 
hadn’t wanted to leave as he took in the beautiful forest, but the wolves managed to convince him 
too so as they could make preparations to build a house. Stiles was laying sprawled out on the 
couch, his head tucked into Derek as the wolves bickered over floor plans and on whether or not 
they needed a second floor. Stiles tuned them out as he lay snuggled up to Derek, the wolf 
absentmindedly stroking his back while arguing that they didn’t need a marble fireplace. Stiles 
snickered at that but didn’t offer up his own opinions as he truly did anticipate staying outside for 
the majority of the time. 


“Darling your help would be grand now.” 
Stiles snorted, twisting over to stare at Peter. “Why?” 
“It's going to be your house too.” 


Stiles hummed. “Pretty sure IIl be in a nest ninety-nine percent of the time...At least, sleeping 
wise.” 


“Ah, but that leaves a lot of room for daylight hours, and whether or not you want a separate room 
for our activities or would rather use Derek or I’s bedroom.” 


Stiles frowned, alright, Peter had a point there. Stiles hadn’t really considered the aspects of 


needing space inside the house for him to fool around with the wolves. 

“Not to mention winter.” 

Stiles huffed. “My wings shelter me.” 

Peter lifted a brow. “Yes, I’m sure they did wonders. How cold were you during winter?” 


Stiles hissed at the taunting wolf and twisted back around to snuggle back into Derek. “I was 
perfectly warm, I had blankets.” 


“Blankets that are unmovable.” Peter challenged with ease. “Now, do you want a separate room for 
your own bedroom or do you anticipate using ours?” 


Stiles shrugged, he supposed it didn’t matter all that much. “Seems like a waste of a room.” He 
looked up at Derek the wolf smiling down at him. 


“It's your house too Stiles and there’s no reason to not build an additional room for that. Peter and I 
are going to have our own offices, and you needing a room to feel safe to feed is important.” 


Stiles sighed, relenting. “Fine...Make it a separate room.” 


Nodding Derek wrote it down on the pad of paper he was taking notes in. “Is there anything else 
you want in the house Stiles?” 


“An amazing tub.” 


The wolves chuckled even as Derek wrote it down. “Done.” Derek continued to stroke Stiles’ back 
as he and Peter talked about other amenities for the house before arguing over where they planned 
to expand the land plot for the location of the house. Stiles hadn’t said he had a preference for any 
nearby trees so thus far they didn’t have to concern themselves with that. They planned to go back 
out to the land once the paperwork was finalized, take a closer look and see if the succubus could 
find an area for his nest so that the wolves could know for sure where it was safe to build. In the 
meantime, Derek was forced to argue that there wasn’t a single place in a house where carpeting 
survived, least of all with supernatural creatures like themselves. 


Stiles smiled as he listened to the wolves bicker about such domestic things as paint color and what 
kind of flooring. It made every breath he took all the easier as he settled in with the two men, 
preparing to make a new home for themselves. 


KOKK K KKK K ok 


Stiles whined canting his head back as his body spasmed violently, his muscles locking up as he 
orgasmed from the man’s skillful touches. Groaning as he felt the man’s pulsing cock press against 
his belly as the wolf gave furtive strokes while the succubus lingered in pleasure as the wolf's other 
hand continued to assault his spasming sex. Stiles gasped when he felt that first burst of hot seed hit 
his skin right as the man’s fingers were pulled from his throbbing cunt to grab his hip and hold him 
as the wolf rutted with his own orgasm. Stiles sighed closing his eyes as the pleasure of his own 
orgasm began to fade, leaving a pleasant tiredness in his bones as he felt the heat from the wolf's 
spending’s thrust against him. 


The hot seed was drooling down his belly, across his ribs, and even pooling down the crux of his 
thighs, going into the v of his legs to tease the throbbing lips of his cunt as it trailed softly over it. 
Stiles grit his teeth at the heady sensation whining as he rode out the wolf's repeated motions as 
more hot come was splattered across his heaving flesh. 


The sensation of his drawing on the wolf's energy was just the right side of sinful, Stiles moaned as 
every pulse of the man’s cock delivering more come to streak across his pale flesh offered more 
energy. Stiles didn’t allow himself to release his control over feeding, he was careful, scared that 
he’d screw up no matter how much the wolves assured him that they were safe. 


Still, Stiles was getting better at taking more than he used to. More than the first stumbled rounds 
of this makeshift sex, the addition of his own orgasm was new but the teen was finding the 
combination amazing. Stiles hummed tiredly as he stopped feeding the wolf pressing down on him, 
sealing him down into the bed as he growled thrusting his spewing cock between them. Stiles 
smiled when fanged teeth nipped at his neck as harsh kisses trailed him as the wolf finished. 


“You should have taken more.” 


Stiles hummed barely paying attention to the wolf’s chastisement as he languished under the 
pleasant sensation of feeding after an orgasm and that of his partner. Stiles twisted to his side the 
moment the wolf rose from him, whining a bit when Peter grabbed his hip to pull him back. 


“Hush now darling, we need to clean you up a bit,” Peter smirked at the succubus who was flush 
from their romp, Peter licked his lips at the sight of the boy wearing his seed. It pooled over the 
boy’s belly and more tantalizingly down the crux of his hips, narrow down to trail along the flush 
sex that only moments ago he’d coaxed into an inferno of pleasure. Seeing the white pools of his 
seed drooling over the boy's sex had the wolf biting his tongue, it was far too tempting to see 
himself there. See how close he’d come to entering the succubus’ body. 


Peter shook his head smirking when he once again had to grab Stiles’ hip to straighten him out he 
was fortunate that the boy was too tired to pay attention to the state he was in. If Stiles was more 
aware he’d be disgusted to find Peter’s come trailing down himself, more aptly down his quivering 
sex that was clearly eager for a more thorough introduction to Peter. 


The wolf leaned over to grab a towel and the washcloth that was already wet. With thorough 
precision, the wolf cleaned the worst of the seed from the teen's tired body, careful to clean the 
boy's sex of any trace of himself before focusing on the boy’s belly. Peter smiled softly at the sight 
of how it was, no longer concave and hollow, skeletal. It was still far too slim for the boy’s true 
weight but it was a sight better than when they’d first started feeding the teen. The lower half of 
the boy’s ribs no longer protruded though his sternum and upper ribs still showed far too much. 
The sharp points of Stiles’ hips were rounding out now as the succubus fed more often and well 
from the wolves. 


Peter trailed a gentle hand down the boy’s belly relishing the feel of the proof of what good he and 
Derek had done over the last two months. How far they’d come with the wary succubus who now 
hardly batted an eye at their wild rutting in bed. Grinning Peter leaned over and kissed the boy's 
slack lips before pulling back and allowing Stiles to curl over onto his side. Nodding at the sight of 
the resting demon, Peter climbed off the bed and carefully covered Stiles with blankets before 
leaving to tidy up the rest of the proof of their fling all the while wearing a proud grin on his face. 
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Stiles growled back as Derek rutted into him in the shower, the man’s twitching cock was nestled 
between his thighs thrusting along his sex. The man’s crown nudging his clit as the wolf growled 
back and continued to thrust into him from where he held the succubus up against the wall. Stiles 
hissed when Derek pushed hard driving his cock all the further into him, far too close to his 
inviting cunt as he pulled back against him. 


“Derek.” 


“Shh.” Derek lunged forward to kiss him all fangs and promises that were well received as he 
continued to rut into the succubus who was beginning to fight against him as his cock teased the 
boy’s sex. The Alpha knew what the issue was, Stiles always feared that either he or Peter would 
suddenly decide to thrust into him rather than keep to the more placid rutting’s. Neither he nor 
Peter had plans to be so heinous, they were content to wait until the succubus showed he wanted to 
try. Derek continued to rut, thrusting his cock against the boy’s sex as he pulled back earning a 
steely glare that was weak as Derek’s repeated thrusts lit up the boy's body from the repeated 
strokes against the teen’s sensitive clit. 


“Tm not going to,” Derek promised, the succubus held his gaze scared a bit longer before giving in 
and groaning as the next thrust offered the teen pleasure. When Stiles tilted his head back Derek 
dove into mark up the boy's neck, nipping and sucking at the wet flesh as the spray of the shower 
beat upon them. Derek growled as he arched further into the teen as his knot finally fell into place, 
ready for the wolf to seal himself inside his mate. Derek wasn’t going to be sealing himself 
anywhere though, no, he continued to thrust between the boy’s open legs rutting his twitching cock 
into the succubus’ swollen sex. Growling and snarling as he was driven closer and closer to his 
peak as he bit and suckled at the whining succubus’ neck. 


“D-De-Derek.” Stiles moaned his claws biting into the wolf's shoulders as he arched into the man’s 
motions, the niggling fear that Derek could fuck him if he only moved a bit was still there but not 
once had the wolf shifted his aim as if to do so. Derek held to his word, keeping them thrusting 
against each other in a pleasant but clearly subdued manner given how close the wolf was to the 
opening of his core. Stiles grunted as he was slammed back into the wall harder as Derek bit down 
on his neck, the sharp nicks of the man’s fangs were something he’d grown used to from the 
wolves. The little bites of pain were nothing when it came to him seeking pleasure in the wolves' 
bodies and feeding on them during such intimate acts. Stiles gasped, his eyes going wide when the 
man’s crown drove into his sex and pushed him over the edge. Whining shifting in the wolf's hold 
as his sex quivered violently as pleasure took hold, Stiles' eyes rolled as his mouth fell open in a 
heady noise of pleasure. 


Derek growled when he felt Stiles lock up against him, the delicious moan of pleasure that came 
from the succubus coming from his rutting. The Alpha thrust into the succubus twice more in 
quick hurried movements chasing his own end as Stiles shifted anxiously against him during his 
own orgasm. Derek arched his back and howled as he thrust forward against the teen's sex and sent 
the first pulse of come between them. 


Stiles grunted when he felt Derek push hard against him only to whine when the first hot pulse of 
the wolf's seed spattered between them, sending a sharp jolt of pleasure up his body as the hot seed 
covered his sensitive clit while the wolf continued to rut into him. Stiles panted along with Derek 
as the wolf continued to thrust into him, driving more sharp jolts of pleasure as the succubus’ 
quivering body was over-sensitized by the hurried thrusts and hot pulses of seed that coated him up 
to his navel. Stiles moaned folding himself against the wolf to lay his head on Derek’s shoulder as 
he was jerked up against the thrusting as he began to feed off of the pleasurable sensation of Derek 


coming against him. Stiles’ eyes grew heavy as he sighed in rapt pleasure at the continued assault 
on his body and the glorious sensation of the wolf's energy being pulled into him with each pulse 
of hot seed the wolf gave. 


Derek growled as he continued to thrust into the succubus, hitching the boy against himself as 
Stiles relaxed against his shoulder. He felt the shudders that wracked the teen’s frame, no doubt 
Derek’s continued rutting was making it hard for him to relax as the wolf's spewing cock kept 
thrusting against the boy's clit, spending harsh bursts of hot seed against the sensitive sex of the 
succubus. His orgasm continued, his knot clenching over and over again in amazing explosions of 
pleasure as Derek felt the drawing sensation form in his lower gut, he grinned around his fangs as 
Stiles fed from him. As he continued to rut into the boy he growled. “Take more.” He got a lazy 
hum, but thankfully Stiles was getting better at listening, Derek felt the tantalizing sensation 
continue as he rutted. He told the boy once again. “More.” When Stiles stopped feeding, the wolf 
growled when Stiles didn’t do as he ordered but focused shortly after to spending the rest of 
himself against the boy's heated flesh. 


When at long last he’d finished, Derek sighed languishing against the succubus in the heated water. 
Catching his breath before pulling back a bit tilting his head against Stiles who was still laying 
against his shoulder. “Stiles.” The teen gave a soft hum, Derek smirked. “We’re done babe, come 
on.” He gently jostled the succubus only to earn a small hiss, rolling his eyes the wolf moved 
regardless catching Stiles as the teen slid down the wall once Derek’s body wasn’t pinning him up. 
Stiles gave an alarmed screech but settled for hissing at him when Derek proved not to be an 
asshole having caught him. Smiling into the black eyes that were held beneath a furrowed brow 
that spoke of exhaustion, the wolf said. “We’re done, come on, let's get clean then you can curl 


up.” 

Stiles grumbled even as he was forced to do what Derek wanted now that the wolf wasn’t 
supporting him. It took short work to get the wolf's seed off of the both of them since they were 
conveniently in the shower when they’d started. Stiles was eager to get out of the hot water no 
matter how good it felt, he wanted to rest, let his body take in the energy that was filling his belly. 
When they were drying off, Stiles admitted. “I thought you might.” 


“Hm?” 
“Do it.” Stiles met the wolf's gaze carefully. “I-I mean you were...There and-” 


“Tm not going to do that until you want it.” Derek reminded the teen. “No matter how tempting it 
is,” Derek smirked when Stiles blushed at that. “Come on.” He drew the succubus to himself and 
out of the bathroom. Donning some comfortable clothes he guided the teen with him to his bed, 
curling up with Stiles as he knew the succubus would rest after feeding. Derek picked up the book 
he’d been reading and wrapped an arm around Stiles as he snuggled into him. His hand idly 
stroking the boy’s back a wry smile coming to his face when he tucked it beneath the boy's shirt to 
feel the smoothness of the younger man’s back, the ridges of the Stiles’ spine softened with his 
repeated feedings. Derek knew it wouldn’t be much longer before Stiles was once more a healthy 
figure, all supple skin, and sex appeal without the need for a glamour. Derek never had thought it 
matched the boy's natural appearance and as Stiles grew stronger, healthier, Derek was proven 
right. 
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“Tt looks nice,” Stiles commented to the plans that Peter was showing him. “Who’d you get to 
make the plans?” 


Peter smirked over to Derek who was chuckling and quickly looked away when Stiles gave a 
questioning glance towards the Alpha before looking back at Peter. “I did darling, Pm an 
architect.” 


“No way.” 
“What do you think I do in that office of mine?” Peter chuckled. 


“Watch porn.” Stiles shrugged, laughing when Peter grabbed him around his middle and threw him 
onto the couch, discarding the plans to growl down at him. Stiles bit his lip. “What? It's a good 
guess, I mean you do make some interesting noises when you’re working.” 


Peter glowered at the teens teasing remarks before sinking down, pushing his weight onto the 
slighter frame to kiss the boy. Stiles hummed into his mouth and Peter growled, quickly putting the 
succubus in his place with heavy heated motions that saw Stiles whining against him. Peter grinned 
as Stiles moved his leg aside to make them more comfortable, in the process making it possible for 
Peter to sink that much closer to the succubus. He ground his pelvis down, growling heatedly into 
their kiss as he showed how easy it was for the succubus to get him hard. A harder growl had Peter 
stilling, sighing, Peter withdrew from the mewling succubus to glare at Derek. “Yes?” 


Derek smirked at the sheer annoyance lacing Peter’s voice for having interrupted them. “Rule 
number one.” 


Peter glared. “Ha-Ha.” 


“Rule number one,” Derek growled, flaring his eyes to make Peter submit. The Beta huffed giving 
him a glare before leaning down to savagely kiss Stiles and rut forward once more just to piss him 
off before pulling back, grabbing Stiles in the process to pull the dazed teen into his lap all while 
grinning at the Alpha. Derek rolled his eyes at the childish retort for being told not to have sex in 
the living room. 


Stiles hummed sweetly as he straddled Peter’s lap, his head tucked into the wolf's neck as he felt 
the prominent swell of the man’s cock between his legs. He licked his lips tasting the wolf there as 
he tilted his hips, grinding into the wolf earning a small growl that saw the succubus pulling back 
with a grin. “Two can play that game.” 


Peter smirked. “If only our Alpha wasn’t here to complain.” 


Stiles snorted, twisting his head over his shoulder. “How mean of you.” Derek gave him a bored 
expression, the teen smiled in return. Sighing when Peter grabbed his ass and pulled him harder 
against himself clearly in need of attention that wasn’t allowed in the living room. Stiles turned and 
gave the wolf a small peck on the lips before smiling. “You should go take care of that, I’m gonna 
destroy these plans of yours with a sharpie.” 


Peter sighed, inwardly glad that he’d thought ahead when it came to the succubus’ personal idea of 
fun. Though he was disheartened to hear that he’d be attending to himself alone this time. “Alright 
darling, but at least just use a pen I can’t make heads or tails of your alterations if they're in 
sharpie.” 


“Sure.” Stiles climbed off of the wolf's lap, watching as Peter stalked down the hallway. 
Snickering Stiles sent a pleased look to Derek. “He never said please.” 


Derek chuckled even as he heard Peter down the hallway shouting. ‘son of a bitch.’ Shaking his 
head at the cruelty that Stiles had just performed on Peter, the wolf threw the teen a pen. “Get 
started, if you’re lucky you’ll be done before he can come back and steal those from you.” Stiles 
grinned, hunkering down at the coffee table to make alterations to Peter’s plans for the house all 
the while Derek watched on from his seat in the chair a fond look on his face as he listened to Peter 
grumbling about teasing sex demons before the shower started. 
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“T m showing her.” 


Peter smirked as they prepared to go and see Angelica, Stiles had made a few slight alterations to 
the house plans, many of which he and Derek had talked him out of. Still, the teen was excited to 
show the dryad the plans for their new home. They’d already made a trek out to the land to see if 
the succubus could find a tree he particularly liked but hadn’t been that productive as they’d soon 
found themselves rather naked in a field. The only thing they really found out that day was that the 
pond's water was cold as hell and not advisable for clean-up after their trysts. 


“Have fun.” Derek chuckled as Stiles stole the small tube that held the plans for their house from 
Peter much to the Beta’s annoyance. 


Sighing Peter gave a lax wave to his nephew before shutting the door and trailing after the excited 
succubus. A smile formed unwittingly, it was hard not to smile these days. Not with Stiles happy, 
with their plans for a new home, they were truly settling in as a pack. And sure some things could 
be better, Peter and Derek had to find median grounds when it came to Stiles. They had to learn to 
deal with Derek being the Alpha. Stiles had to adjust to his own new instincts around the wolves 
and learn to explain why he reacted to things that the wolves couldn’t comprehend. All in all, 
though, they were doing well. 


Peter smirked when they got into the car and Stiles promptly settled the house plans beside his 
legs before turning to say. “Coffee is a must.” 


“Oh, it is?” 


Stiles grinned. “Face it you know she’s gonna give us both an earful about tearing down trees to 
build this house.” 


Peter grimaced, right, he’d forgotten that part. “Coffee might not be strong enough.” 


Stiles laughed at how alarmed Peter now looked at the prospect of talking to a dryad about killing 
trees. “Don’t worry too much, I doubt she’d kill you since you’re technically my food.” 


Peter glared at the teen's newfound humor in such things. “Ha-Ha.” 


Stiles grinned before leaning forward to kiss the irritated wolf, when they pulled back from the soft 
brushing of their lips Stiles said. “So...Coffee?” 


“Coffee.” Peter smiled back at the succubus as Stiles gave a happy little trill, clearly excited both 
for the fact that he got his favorite coffee and the fact that he got to show off the plans for their 
new home. Peter sighed relaxed as he pulled out of the parking spot and made the short journey to 
the coffee shop, once they got drinks they’d make the trip out to the dryads home to discuss the 


progress they’d made since the last time they’d spoken to her. 
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Stiles didn’t bat an eyelash as he left Peter at the car to enter the dryad’s forest. He knew the way 
now, and just enjoyed the short walk to the mighty tree that they sat at the base of every time he 
was called to speak with her. 


Stiles gave a short wave to Angelica as he came to sit opposite of her. “Hey.” 
“Hello, Stiles. How have you been?” 


That was kinda a loaded question, even though things were better...Alright, monumentally better 
Stiles still struggled greatly with what he’d become. Still, he knew she wanted to know the 
progress of his relationship with Derek and Peter, more importantly, his ability to feed himself. 
“Alright, I guess.” 


Angelica frowned. “You don’t seem so sure.” 


Stiles shook his head he didn’t mean to confuse the woman. “No, everything’s fine really... mean, 
we’re...Us?” 


Angelica gave a soft smile to the succubus. “But you’re not content with this.” 


Stiles shrugged his shoulders. “I am, I mean it’s more than I ever thought I’d have with anyone let 
alone two people. I love them and I know they love me...I’m...Doing better on the whole eating 
thing. It’s still kinda bad, I mean I have bad days about it and all.” Stiles blew out a long breath he 
didn’t feel like he was expressing himself very well, but the whole relationship thing was 
complicated on the best of days. 


“Why do you struggle so? You say that you love them, and they you.” Angelica smiled at the 
succubus who looked upset for having said as much. “It’s clear that you’ re eating better.” The 
succubus’ pale flesh was smoother, more alabaster as his kind was meant to be. The sharp points of 
bones that had jutted out macabrely were masked with a thin layer of fat showing that his repeated 
feedings were doing him good. 


“Yeah, no...’ ve been eating.” Stiles wrinkled his nose, it still felt stupid to call sex eating despite 
knowing it was exactly that. “It’s just...” Stiles bit his lip, lately, things had been getting hotter and 
not in the temperature kind of way. “I don’t know when it started, but the other day when we 
were...Uh, ya know.” Stiles blushed feeling all the more like a kid who couldn’t admit to the 
naughty things he’d done. “It was more intense? I don’t know how to say this.” Stiles groaned 
running a hand down his face. 


“You wanted more.” 
Stiles froze, his hand falling into his lap as he stared at the dryad in utter shock. “What?” 


Angelica smirked at the surprised succubus. “You wanted more, you’ ve established yourself with 
them. You feel at ease, protected, and well cared for. That stability is something that your kind 
doesn’t take for granted Stiles, and as you haven’t been feeding in the traditional sense for your 
kind it makes sense that you’ ve come to feel this.” 


“This?” Stiles dreaded to hear what she might say, the last time she had ‘news’ for him it revolved 
around letting Peter feel pleasure when all he felt was fear, and then there was the whole teen 
pregnancy bullshit. No thank you, he did not need any more surprises. 


“Your body and even yourself is ready for more. To feel a more...solid connection to your food 
source.” 


“I don’t know what you mean by solid, but it’s not like we’re having phone sex here.” Stiles 
snorted at the stupid idea that they might not be physical with each other. 


Angelica laughed softly at the succubus. “That is not what I mean Stiles, your body is healing from 
your starvation and your mind is very well starting to catch up as well.” 


“Er... Thanks?” 


“You want more because they make you feel safe, they protect you and feed you in a manner that 
isn’t abusive to this new form. You have choices, control in ways that you didn’t before.” 


Stiles hummed, she was kinda right there. He did feel safe with the wolves, he always had, but the 
whole having control over things was spot on. Living on the streets he’d had control but it was like 
grasping sand, it was never really there...It was all just an illusion. Now, however, he could say no 
or even instigate the sex in a manner that was far more natural than the harsh shameful actions he’d 
done before. Stiles even admitted to himself internally that he looked forward to those times with 
either Peter or Derek, it brought a closeness to them that he’d craved and missed for so long. 


“Stiles.” 


Head jerking up the succubus blushed a bit having been too caught up in his own head to realize 
that he wasn’t alone. “Sorry.” 


The dryad shook her head taking no offense to her guest thinking hard upon their present topic. “I 
think it’s time that you try to fill that connection that your kind needs.” 


“Connection?” 
Angelica smirked, and with no compunctions uttered. “Feed like a succubus is meant to.” 


Stiles flushed at once. “I-I can’t do that.” He hissed lightly as if he was scared that they’d be 
overheard. 


“Why?” 


“T don’t know?!” Stiles groaned when he realized how stupid that sounded, shaking his head he 
told the dryad. “I’m not ready for that.” 


“But you crave it, and you admitted that they make you feel safe. When do you believe you’ ll be 
ready if not now? There is no reason that I see for you to resist this, it is the natural progression of 
your bond with them.” 


Stiles huffed, alright the way she came off saying all of that made him feel worse than before. “I 
don’t know...I just, it seems too soon and I don’t even know how to go about doing any of that. 
I’ve only had sex with humans...I mean, other than the two wolves but I’m truly hoping things 
might be different with them when I do get around to that.” 


Angel sighed. “Stiles, nothing is holding you back from taking this leap forward, you’re ready, but 


scared.” 
“Yeah!” 


“You trust them with your life, you allow them to touch you in ways that others cannot. Why can’t 
they touch you like that?” 


Stiles tried to find some reason, but he couldn’t lie to himself let alone her. “I don’t know, it just 
seems...Wrong. I mean, it’s not like I can have that with the both of them.” He finally mustered up 
to announce. 


Angelica frowned. “What do you mean?” 
Stiles huffed looking away before he replied. “T d have to choose and I can’t.” 


“You mean between who would feed you and who wouldn’t?” She got a small nod. “Why does 
this trouble you? You have had the both of them to yourself unless you have decided to keep only 
one-” 


“NO!” Stiles rounded shaking his head at once at even the thought of such a thing. “I-I don’t want 
to lose them.” 


Smiling patiently at the distressed demon, the dryad reminded him. “You’re not losing either of 
them Stiles, and you partaking of feeding strongly upon one doesn’t mean you cannot have that 
with the other another time. You felt secure in allowing Peter to show you that you could find 
pleasure with this body, why not allow him to show you that you’re capable of feeding in such a 
manner?” 


“It’s not fair to Derek,” Stiles replied in a clipped tone. 
“You seem so dedicated to keeping them equals.” 


“They are!” The dryad’s tinkling laugh had Stiles glaring, he wanted to hiss at her but at the same 
time, he had no desire to see the woods around them turn threatening. “What?” He sullenly asked. 


“You can have the both of them, Stiles, surely they realize this? There should be no competition on 
who partakes of this new pleasure with you.” 


“Well, there is.” Stiles huffed indignantly. He wasn’t sure if Peter or Derek would feel slighted by 
him having sex with the other first, but he wasn’t willing to chance things like that. They’d come 
too far for him to screw everything up just because his body thought it was ready for more. 


Angelica tilted her head to the side curiously watching the succubus who appeared to have taken 
offense to her appraisal of his present predicament. “Peter told me that Derek was present when he 
proved to you that your body was capable of feeling more than pain.” 


“Well... Yeah.” 
“Then why not allow the same thing to take place now?” 


Stiles blinked a few times before bashfully asking. “Y-You mean have one of them watch?” His 
cheeks flamed even as he said. “I really don’t think Derek would be on board for that...Either way, 
I mean...If he was or if Pete-Just forget it.” He muttered tiredly. 


“They’ll support you in whatever way you allow them to Stiles, they’ve tied themselves closely to 


you and Peter has never mentioned any jealousy over sharing you with Derek.” 


Well, that was a relief. Sometimes Stiles truly wished he could hear lies, like when it came to his 
relationship with the two wolves. “Still, it seems unfair.” 


“Allow them to decide this, Peter would be patient and guided enough to help you transition into 
this change. Derek could provide support, as he did in the beginning. I do not think this will cause 
strife between the two of them or any between you.” 


Stiles took a steadying breath. “So what’s your big plan then?” The grin that crawled across the 
dryad’s face had Stiles shivering, that wasn’t a good look. 
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Peter glanced up from his phone when he heard footsteps, he raised a brow at how flushed Stiles 
appeared to be. “Good talk?” He teased. 


“Shut up and go talk to the nosy dryad,” Stiles muttered snatching up the wolf’ s phone while 
steadfastly avoiding his gaze. 


Chuckling at the demure Succubus who was doing all he could to avoid his attention, Peter kissed 
Stiles’ brow. “Alright darling, I’ll be back in a bit try to settle yourself you’re liable to faint with a 
blush like that.” Chuckling as he walked away Peter rolled his eyes when Stiles shouted. 


“Whatever she tells you is lies...LIES, Peter!” Stiles slumped against the car when the wolf was 
well out of his range of vision, groaning he slid down to the ground his back pressed against the 
driver's side door. “God, this is awful.” Curling over his knees Stiles wondered just how Peter let 
alone Derek would react to the news that it was time yet again for them to push his 
boundaries... Yet, it wasn’t so much them pushing boundaries that bothered Stiles, sure he was 
scared. Afraid that somehow this might ruin what they had if things didn’t go to plan, but mostly 
he worried about how this might change their relationship as a whole. He couldn’t risk losing either 
of them and not because they were his food, he never thought of them as such. Stiles just couldn’t 
bear the thought of losing one of the only family he had, not again. Stiles jumped, panting in fright 
a moment when Peter’s phone went off. Groaning he swiped the lock screen answering it well 
prepared to tell Derek that therapy wasn’t over with yet, sometimes the Alpha got anxious if they 
were gone too long. “Derek, we’re not done here yet, we’ ll be back in a bit.” 


“Stiles.” 


The succubus sucked in a sharp breath, his chest freezing even as his heart pounded inside his 
ribcage as the voice he hadn’t heard in over a year reached him. “S-Scott.” 


“Thank god...Dude I-” 


“Why-” Stiles licked his dry lips, his mouth suddenly so dry. “Why are you calling Peter?” As far 
as he knew no one had heard from Scott. 


“To talk to you!” Scott exclaimed. “It’s your dad, he’s hurt.” 


Stiles’ heart lurched he looked towards the woods where he knew Peter was, closing his eyes 
tightly Stiles begged his lifelong friend for answers, the betrayal that they shared pushed aside for 


the sake of his father. “What happened?” 


KKK OK KKK K 


Peter walked out of the glen a smile on his face for all of two seconds. “Fuck.” The wolf looked 
and sighed when his eyes proved that he wasn’t blind and that he had been ditched. Stiles had 

taken his car stranding him at the dryads glen. “This is a bit extreme for bedroom anxiety darling.” 
Shaking his head the wolf broke into an even jog, he was five miles out from the nearest phone. So 
unless Derek caught wind of what the succubus had done to him, he was going to have a long jog to 
the nearest payphone to inform their Alpha of what the little demon had done. Peter wasn’t entirely 
sure why Stiles would choose to leave him stranded with the dryad over some anxiety for the wolf 
taking him to bed, but then again, Peter wasn’t an abused succubus. He was sure it made sense to 
Stiles, but regardless of the boy's defense, they would be having words about ditching pack 
members in the middle of nowhere. 


KOKK KKK KK K 


Stiles knew he should have waited, should have explained or called Derek at the very least but the 
first thing his stupid brain had said was ‘GO HOME’ so that’s what Stiles had done. He’d taken 
Peter’s phone, and his car and left the wolf to his therapy, left both of them, to be honest. Stiles 
glanced at the coming road sign, he swallowed. He was getting closer and was beginning to freak 
out on numerous levels. The teen was sure a full-blown panic attack was in his future if he saw the 
‘Welcome to Beacon Hills’ sign. 


Shaking his head Stiles stayed focused on the road, he couldn’t freak out. He needed to get home, 
his dad needed him. Stiles was berating himself for not having a way to contact people in Beacon 
Hills, at the very least he could have trusted Lydia...But he’d chosen to cut and run after Scott 
threatened him. He cut off all contact with all of his friends, Melissa, and more importantly his 
dad. Stiles was too afraid he might hurt someone, even if by accident. Too ashamed of what he’d 
become to think of talking to his dad again, Stiles knew he couldn’t have faced his father's reaction 
to finding out he’d murdered five people, that he was sleeping around, feeding off of people. That 
he wasn’t his son anymore. 


Shaking his head as he drove, Stiles muttered. “Fucking get it together, I need to be focused. I gotta 
get to dad...P’ll call Derek when I get there.” He glanced at Peter’s phone before looking straight 
ahead. He couldn’t waste even a minute, he needed to get back to Beacon Hills before something 
happened with his dad. Even if Stiles’ father chose to hate him, Stiles wanted to be there if what 
Scott said was true. His dad was dying. “He can’t be alone,” Stiles whined, shaking his head, he 
couldn’t do that to his father. “I gotta get there, I have to be there.” The succubus blinked tears 
from his eyes, his jaw clenching when he saw the road sign. ‘Beacon Hills 90miles.’ 


“Nearly there.” 


Medical intervention 


Chapter Summary 


Stiles returns to Beacon Hills for the first time since being transformed into a 
Succubus, his wolves in hot pursuit. The succubus races to Deaton's to find what has 
happened to his father. Scott's plan to cure his best friend falls into place. 


Chapter Notes 


Uh, bit old warning for some angsty tortury stuff. So mind yourself folks. 


Peter sighed when he finally made it back to his townhouse, he’d managed to warn Derek to be on 
the lookout for their little escaped succubus while he got a cab to take him all the way back into 
town. Arriving home, Peter made the daunting trek up to the penthouse apartment that he shared 
with his nephew and Stiles. Opening the door only to find Derek pacing back and forth and on the 
phone, frowning Peter asked. “Is it Stiles?” 


Derek shook his head as he continued to pace. “Who then?” Peter clenched his teeth when Derek 
glared at him, a flare of his eyes followed shortly by a growl. Peter nodded, waiting impatiently for 
Derek to wrap up whatever was bothering him. 


“You’re sure? Headed north?” Derek closed his eyes, grinding his teeth a moment. “Thanks.” 
Derek ended the call and looked back at his uncle. “I tracked your phone, Stiles never came back 
here.” 


Peter huffed. “Out for coffee?” 


Derek didn’t smile at the joke, though he wished it were that simple. “He’s headed for Beacon 
Hills.” 


“WHAT?!” 
Derek headed for the door. “Grab your shit, we’re going to get him.” 


Peter snatched up a bit of extra cash from a drawer in the kitchen before following after Derek. 
“Why would he go there?” 


“I don’t know,” Derek growled as they rode the elevator down. “I tried calling him, he never 
answered.” 


He’s driving.” Peter muttered sourly. “He doesn’t want to be interrupted but that still doesn’t 
explain why he’d go to such lengths to leave us behind. If he truly wanted to head back for some 
stupid reason he had to have known we’d go with him.” 


Derek growled, cutting the noise off abruptly when the elevator chimed open on the ground floor. 
The wolves cutting through a waiting group in utter silence before exiting the building, Peter idly 


calling out to the doorman that he was expecting no guests and should receive none. By the time 
his uncle caught up Derek was already in the car and ready to go. Peter didn’t bother with a seat 
belt for the first few blocks as he sent texts to his phone via Dereks. “Still nothing.” 


“Like you said, driving.” 


Peter sighed, he tried to wrack his brain, why would Stiles suddenly decide to go back home? The 
succubus had told them time and again that he didn’t think he could ever go back there, that he 
didn’t particularly want to given Scott- “Scott.” 


“What? What about him?” Derek glanced from the road to Peter. 


Peter stared down at Derek’s phone a moment. “Stiles had my phone while I was talking to 
Angelica if he called.-” Peter looked up to meet the growling face of his nephew. “If he called and 
was convincing enough, Stiles would go back.” 


“How?!” 


“He still has a weakness, Derek.” Peter looked out the window with a dark glare as he 
contemplated how Scott had managed to get Stiles in such a panic as to leave them. “His father and 
Scott knows Stiles would do anything for him.” 


Derek growled fiercely at the implications that Scott would go to such lengths as to draw Stiles 
back for his ‘cure’. “You think he’s...Smart enough for that?” 


Peter snorted when the boy’s intelligence came into play. “No. I don’t.” Peter said in an amused 
tone of voice. “I don’t think that boy could figure out how to use a light switch if it hadn’t been 
ingrained into his skull for the last eighteen years.” 


Derek grinned as he merged them onto the highway and headed towards ‘home’. Eager to either 
catch up to Stiles or be right behind him in getting into Beacon Hills. “So someone else.” 


“Scott always was a pawn, he tried to play like a king.” Peter mused, glancing at Derek referencing 
his Alpha status. “But he’s really just the joker, someone else is pulling the shots and has that idiot 
convinced that Stiles can be cured.” 


Derek tensed his jaw claws tapping on the steering wheel as he lost control of the shifting of his 
hands. “There’s no cure for being a succubus.” 


“No. No there is not, but that idiot would believe anything, and if he foolishly believes that curing 
Stiles would make the world suddenly right again then he’s even more foolish than I’ ve been 
giving him credit for.” Peter snarled, eyes flaring as he glared out the window. “Whatever happens 
you should know tha-” 


“Do what you have to.” 
Peter twisted about surprised to hear such a thing. “Oh?” 


Derek gritted his teeth, swallowed, and admitted. “If I killed him the spark would die, I'd get a 
boost in power for it.” He gave a passing glance to his uncle before looking straight ahead. “It's up 
to you to decide if the opportunity is there, but if you become an Alpha again-” 


“We could fight...Yes, I’m well aware of that.” Peter admitted softly as he appraised the tense form 
of his nephew. “Then again, we have Stiles linking us together and we both know that he wouldn’t 
choose one over the other.” 


“Do we?” Derek asked critically, not believing for a second that Stiles wouldn’t make a choice if it 
came down to it. 


“Angelica told me what she spoke with Stiles about today. She was urging him to follow his 
instincts towards us, that he was ready for more.” Peter nodded when Derek sent him a pensive 
look. “She suggested that he ease into things, but that he should trust himself and us. Angel used 
me as an example, suggested that I show him that feeding like he used to doesn’t have to be 
something to fear or despise.” 


Derek growled. “You’re just proving my point.” 
“Ah-Ah, listen.” Peter snipped. “Stiles refused, said it wasn’t fair to you.” 


Derek frowned, looking to Peter in utter bafflement. Thus far things had been fine, there was give 
and take on both sides but neither had felt left out or cast aside for the other. Hearing that Stiles 
might be ready for more did change things, but upon hearing that Stiles had refused startled him. 
“He said no?” 


“He said no.” Peter grinned. “He has been determined to keep us equals Derek, I don’t think that 
would change if I became an Alpha or not. The only way Angelica was able to convince him to do 
this little test at all was when she convinced Stiles to have you watch or participate in some fashion 
though I doubt they went into details on how.” Peter shrugged. “I already had.” 


Derek snorted, of course, that would be something Peter would plan for. “Right.” 


Coughing to clear his throat and try to pull his mind away from the tantalizing thoughts he’d had in 
his mind about pleasuring Stiles, to begin with, Peter commented. “Anyway, I doubt my becoming 
an Alpha would change his stance on things and we do have a plausible way to circumvent our 
own issues as wolves.” 


“Oh?” Derek replied in a monotone voice, both intrigued and prepared to be bored by the man’s 
response. 


“We co-Alpha our pack.” 

Derek snorted, smirking as he looked over at his uncle. “What?” 

Peter pointed sharply. “Don’t give me that look, Derek, you did it for a time.” 
Rolling his eyes Derek pointed out. “Scott wasn’t a part of my pack.” 


“But you shared the same territory, many of the same Betas.” Peter grinned when he saw how 
Derek’s brow furrowed as he thought about what he’d told him. “We’re family, I’d like to think 
infighting due to territory is beneath us since we’d be sharing the same territory and the same Beta. 
We are still planning to purchase land are we not?” 


Derek nodded his head, that had been their plan though neither of them had anticipated Peter 
becoming an Alpha. At least Derek hadn’t, it was hard to say what Peter’s plans might be on any 
given day. “You think it would work?” 


“T think it's a better alternative than letting the spark die by some mishap allowing it to pass onto 
one of his Betas who might very well want revenge for us slaying their Alpha.” 


Derek didn’t think that any of Scott’s Beta’s would seek revenge, other than possibly Liam. The 
boy’s anger issues were damaging enough, if he ever got the Alpha spark he would be a nightmare. 


And to Derek’s knowledge he was Scott’s only real Beta meaning it would transfer to him. “We 
can’t let it go to his Beta.” 


“Hm?” 


Derek shook his head. “Scott only bit one person Peter, a kid named Liam and he’s got anger 
issues that would make being an Alpha turn him into a monster.” 


“Oh good, another me.” Peter drawled sarcastically. “I think we can both see the problem with that 
happening...So we’re in agreement then?” 


“Me or you, it doesn’t go to anyone else.” 


Peter nodded his head, that shouldn’t be hard. They were going to track down Stiles and after they 
were sure the succubus was safe they’d pay the young Alpha a visit. Looking down to the phone 
once more, Peter pressed call and put it to his ear wondering if they might just be lucky enough to 
have Stiles answer the phone. 


KOKK K KK KK 


Stiles refused to look over to the phone which was ringing yet again, he knew who it was and he 
knew they had to be worried about him. It was just that he was finally pulling into town and talking 
to them wasn’t the priority right now. He drove straight to his dad’s place, parking Peter’s car 
neatly at the curb before running up to the door his hand pausing where he was about to knock. 


He glared at his hand, his dad wasn’t here. Scott had said as much, shaking his head at how stupid 
he’d been, Stiles still chose to snatch up the spare key and go inside. He’d need to get some things 
regardless of where he had to locate his dad at, namely Deaton's. 


It was still strange to know that their first stop anymore for injuries wasn’t necessarily the hospital. 
More often than not if it was supernaturally related it was home treated or if severe enough Deaton 
treated. Stiles snatched up a spare jacket for himself, finding it heartwarming to see his dad hadn’t 
moved any of his stuff even all these months later. 


He checked to make sure everything in the house was in order before turning to leave after 
throwing a hasty bag to stuff drinks and stuff in. If he knew his dad half as well as he thought he 
did the man was going to want something junk food-related by the time this was over. Stiles stilled, 
his hand going into his pocket when Peter’s phone buzzed. He pulled it out to find another 
voicemail and just then another text. He smiled, shoulders slumping when he saw the warning 
there. 


‘Don’t do anything stupid, we’re nearly there.’ 


Chuckling, Stiles unlocked the phone and pulled up the messenger his fingers stilling just before 
the keys. What could he possibly say to them? Sorry for ditching Peter? Stiles grimaced, alright so 
that might be a good thing to say. Apology aside, Stiles figured there was no harm in taking just a 
second more to type out a quick message. He stuffed the phone back in his pocket ignoring the 
response the wolf sent and running out the door. He needed to get to Deaton's, to see how his dad 
was...And face Scott. 


KK KK KKK ok 


Peter felt like he’d been electrocuted when the phone in his lap buzzed, he snatched it up and 
frowned. “He went back because of his dad.” 


“So you were right.” 
Peter frowned. “He said his dad was taken to Deaton, something supernatural hit town.” 
“That’s it?” Derek growled. “He doesn’t know what happened?” 


“It doesn’t seem so.” Peter typed a response, asking for more intel but before he could hit reply 
another message came in. Sighing, the wolf muttered. “He said he’ll be at Deaton's.” 


“At least we know where to find him.” Derek groused all the while preparing for one hell of a 
lecture for running out on them like that. 


Peter hummed, hitting reply and sending his message back to the teen. He waited, waited, and then 
sighed. “He must be driving again, he didn’t reply.” 


“What did you ask?” 
Peter looked out the window, Beacon Hills ten miles. “Whether he’d be alone with Scott or not.” 


“I doubt it,” Derek said his wishes out loud, trying to rationalize it. “If this is real and not some 
trick Deaton’s treating his dad, then he’d be there.” 


“True.” Peter nodded his head, Deaton wasn’t the sort to let people kick him out of his own place. 
Looking back down to Derek’s phone, Peter scrolled through his nephew's contacts, searching. 


“What are you doing now?” 


“Texting Lydia, if anyone has any intelligence to keep things calm until we get there it's that girl. 
She'll also be able to tell us what's going on.” 


Derek smirked, Lydia definitely knew how to throw her weight around. “Good.” 


Peter grinned as he wrote out his message, making sure to stipulate that it was Peter writing it and 
that Derek was with him. Far better to prepare the banshee for his arrival than getting screamed at 
when they surprised her. Peter tapped his fingers on his leg, it only took a moment before Lydia 
replied. Peter growled. 


“What? What’s wrong?” Derek glanced from the road to his uncle who was fighting back his shift. 
“Peter!” 


Peter looked up all blazing blue eyes and fangs as his worst fear was coming true. He hated being 
right all the time. “The sheriff isn’t hurt, there’s been no attack.” 


Derek gnashed his teeth. “Get her to Deaton's, she has to intercept Stiles.” He put his foot harder on 
the accelerator making the car engines purr. Ten miles was too far. 


KKK K KKK K K 


Stiles opened the back of the vet’s office, far too used to doing it now to feel guilty. “Hey, Deaton 
long tim-Deaton?” Stiles frowned, looking about the vet practice was empty, dark. Even the back 
part where all the supernatural business took place. Stiles’ wings quivered but he ignored them. 
“Deaton?! Dad?!” Stiles took a step forward, turning when he caught movement. He sighed upon 
seeing Scott. “Where’s my dad?” 


Scott swallowed. “Hey... You got here fast.” 


Stiles glared. “It's my dad did you think it was going to take me a fucking month to get here 
Scott?” He growled, snorting when Scott growled back. “I’m not a wolf ya know, that doesn’t work 
on me.” 


Scott bit off the noise, he shrugged his shoulders. “Yeah. I know.” 
“Good, now where the hell is Deaton, where’s my dad?” 
“Not here.” 


“No shit.” Stiles rolled his eyes waving a hand at the empty office. “You said he was here man, did 
you guys move him somewhere else?” 


“No.” Scott shook his head to the irritable succubus. “He’s just not here.” 
Stiles frowned. “Alright...If he’s not here where is he? The Hospital?” 
“No.” 


Glaring sharply Stiles took a step forward only to wince and look down, he staggered ripping the 
dart out he looked up to Scott. The wolf looked repentant. “S-Scott?” 


“Your dad’s okay.” The wolf promised the demon as it crashed into the lab table before falling to 
the ground. “He’s okay and you’ ll be okay too.” Scott smiled as he watched Stiles try to fight off 
the drugs that the men who had been hiding had used. “You’ll be okay Stiles, we’re gonna cure 
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you. 

Stiles’ whole world tilted he’d crashed to the ground and everything was getting warped, but his 
eyes stayed trained on Scott. He’d used his dad as a means to get him back in town, he was trying 
to cure him? Stiles used what precious energy he had left to hiss, bleeding his eyes black before 
stammering. “Fu-Fuck you!” He struggled to keep his arms under him before they inevitably failed 
him. Stiles groaned as he slid to the cold concrete, his eyes blinked fast as he struggled, fighting 


desperately to claw his way out of the drugged stupor he was falling into. He failed, darkness 
swallowed him up. 


KOKK K KKK K K 


Derek and Peter were out of the car faster than the vehicle could register the sharp change in gear, 

Lydia stood before the vet practices back door. The woman shook her head. “I’m sorry I didn’t...I 

have no idea what happened, but he’s not here.” She tensed when the wolves tore into the building 
only to find the same thing she had a whole lot of nothing. She turned and held out her hand, the 


wolves came forward only to growl. “I don’t know what’s on it, but it was on the ground inside.” 


Peter carefully took the dart sniffing it only to frown, he looked to Derek and shook his head. “I 
don’t know either.” 


Derek growled. “Whatever it is he used it against Stiles.” Looking to Lydia, Derek demanded. 
“Where would he take Stiles?!” 


“T don’t know!” She glared. “I’ve been trying to figure that out since you texted me about this shit. 
I’ve called everyone Derek, I even not so subtly asked his dad. No one has seen him or Scott.” 


Peter growled staring down at the dart. “Where’s Deaton?” He held up the dart. “He might be able 
to be of some use to us.” 


Lydia sighed sadly informing them. “Not here.” 
“Clearly.” Peter snipped in return. “Where?” 


Lydia shook her head. “He’s been gone the last two days, receptionist said it was a family 
emergency...Apparently, he has a sister.” She shrugged. “He left.” 


“How convenient is that,” Peter murmured, looking to Derek who was growling shift fully formed 

over him and clearly shocking Lydia by his new status, Peter said. “We’ll find him, Derek. Beacon 
Hills isn’t that large when you know all the little cracks and crevices.” Peter eyed Lydia cautiously. 
“Any new haunts darling?” 


Lydia glared sharply at the wolf. “Don’t call me that.” 
“Lydia,” Derek growled. “Answer him.” 


Huffing the blonde muttered. “No...Not to my knowledge but... haven’t really been around the 
pack a lot.” 


“Oh?” 


Lydia ignored Peter’s curiosity to tell Derek and only Derek. “There have been some issues lately 
and I was just done with it all. Taking a break.” 


“Did you ask his Beta’s?” 


“Yeah.” Lydia shook her head a moment, letting them know. “None of them knew anything about 
Stiles, any plans to come back, Scott hasn’t talked about him at all.” 


“Meaning this is all hush-hush.” Peter drawled. “Convenient for if it falls to pieces. No one would 
be the wiser, I wonder if that was his doing or the puppet master.” 


Lydia eyed the wolf cautiously looking at Derek. “What’s he mean by that?” 


Derek snorted. “Scott’s not smart enough to pull this off Lydia, he drew Stiles here for his dad. 
He’s been calling and texting me and Peter about finding some cure, we told him to piss off.” 


“Naturally.” The woman smirked before uttering. “Besides we all know there’s no cure.” The 
wolves gave her a flat look. “Right...” 


Peter gave a fanged smile as the girl clued in to just how stupid their resident Alpha was. “So you 
can see the reason for our concern.” 


Lydia sighed, shaking her head. “Why are men, such idiots?” 


Both wolves glared at that critical statement of their sex, but Lydia ignored it in favor of saying. 
“There has to be a way to track him...Or Scott.” Lydia grinned brightly before telling them. 
“Danny!” 


“Danny?” Peter frowned. 
Derek snorted, right, of course. “You think he can trace Scott’s phone?” 


“Well, he helped Stiles do a lot more with a lot less. A phone should be easy for him, provided that 
it's on.” Lydia whipped out her phone and with a flourish said into the call. “I need a favor and yes 
this will get you a hot date with that Freshy you’re drooling about.” 


Peter and Derek looked at each other, unsure whether or not they should be pleased to hear the 
banshee had the pull to get Danny’s help, amused that she knew exactly who to put him with, or 
scared that she seemed to know way too much about people than socially normal. “Great, we’re on 
our way.” Lydia smiled. “So, who's driving?” 


“Get in.” Derek and Peter hastily made their way to Derek’s car, Lydia sliding into the back and 
giving them directions. 


“Even if Scott’s phone is off, mine shouldn’t be.” Peter chimed in on their way. “Not unless they 
figure out that Stiles has it and are smart enough to ditch it.” Silence. 


Lydia snorted. “It's Scott.” 


Peter and Derek smirked, point made. 


KKK K K KKK K ok 


Stiles groaned, everything felt like he was on a tilt a whirl, and he hadn’t even opened his eyes. He 
could hear voices, a conversation but at the moment his brain was more preoccupied with hurling 
so that’s what Stiles did. He choked, coughing up bile as his body heaved in retribution to what it 
had been subject to. Stiles didn’t know what had been in that dart, but it had definitely done what 
they intended to do. 


It put Stiles on his ass alright but when he managed to squeeze his eyes open enough to see why 
his bile had felt off, the teen panicked. Black goo was never a good sign for a supernatural. Stiles 
craned his head, all the while feeling the trailing of the same black sludge going down his lips and 
across his chin. 


He took in his situation all at once with stunning clarity as his heart rate picked up as his anxiety 
skyrocketed. His hands were bound above him to a metal cross beam that was drilled into the 
concrete of whatever building he was in. There was no way he was yanking that thing out without 
making people see it. The bindings around his wrist were just simple ropes, but sadly the crystals 
that were hanging from the ceiling made it abundantly clear why he felt like shit. 


Stiles glared up at the damned things, letting his gaze fall to see that his feet although firmly 
planted on the ground were within some kind of sigil that had been painted on the floor, the black 
goo he’d thrown up was masking some of it and more crystals lined the whole thing. Stiles was 


trapped, surrounded by things that made him weak and coughing up black goo. None of these were 
good things. 


Stiles' gaze wavered as he sorted out just how bad his situation was but he finally made heads of 
the situation when he saw Scott was staring back at him in horror. Right, he’d been tricked into 
coming back to Beacon Hills by Scott. As he glared all Stiles could think was yeah, fuck you, he 
didn’t let his gaze linger long on the man. 


Looking over to the two men who had apparently been the cause of his ex-best friend's ability to 
drug him, found that the bastards were setting things up on a table. Well, that didn’t remind him of 
a horrible druidic sacrifice in the woods, not one bit. Stiles let his gaze fall back to Scott, he spat 
out some black sludge and grinned all the while knowing just how revolting that would appear to 
the wolf. Given how he shifted back, Stiles had been right. “What? Couldn’t kill me yourself so 
you hired someone?” 


“T-We’re not killing you!” Scott growled at such a horrible suggestion. ““We’re curing you.” 


Stiles gave a cough-laced laugh, spitting again. “Right...Cause we’re just gonna ignore the black 
goo right? I mean that’s never been the sign of bad shit going down for the party exuding it.” Stiles 
glared seeing how Scott shied away from meeting his gaze when he threw that in his face. “What? 
Can’t handle looking at me? At what you played a part in doing?” 


“It's not really you,” Scott muttered, sending a far more passive glare towards the succubus. “My 
best friend doesn’t have black eyes.” 


Oh. Stiles grinned but it was a malicious thing, a truly carnal thing. “You’re right Scotty, your best 
friend didn’t. But your best friend also didn’t think that following his best friend's request to just go 
with the flow of the ritual since it seemed safe enough would be something to consider harder than 
half an hour!” Scott flinched as Stiles shouted back at him what had caused all of this. “So yeah, 
your best friend got black eyes, wings, a tail, and let's not forget the fact that I fuck people for a 
living! Literally!!’’ Stiles hissed baring his fangs at the wolf who flared his own eyes glaring at 
him. “You don’t get to be on that high horse anymore asshole. You did this to me! You did and 
yeah I was there and I helped, I get that but you were the one who threw me away.” Stiles' voice 
warbled even as he refused to cry in front of the likes of his ex-best friend. “You threw me away 
like I meant nothing because it was inconvenient to help me.” 


“That’s not... You killed people. My...Stiles would never do that, I know that’s the evil in you man 
and that’s what we’re gonna take out.” 


Stiles huffed as he hacked up another glob of black sludge. “Yeah, you keep dreaming that fucking 
idiotic dream Scott, meanwhile these bozos are gonna do god knows what to me right? They 
reassured you that everything would be fine in the end, didn’t they? Of course, they did, ‘cause 
you’re a fucking idiot!” Stiles hissed as he pulled against his restraints weakly his hissing pattering 
out as he fought for breath. He coughed a few times spitting the black sludge that was seemingly 
forming from his throat, glaring tiredly as a man came forward with a great smile. 


“We’re going to help you, just like your Alpha-” 


“He’s not my Alpha.” Stiles saw the flinch and not for a second did he feel bad about it. “He’s not 
my Alpha and he has no right to consent to this fucked up charade your playing at.” 


The man sighed, glancing back at the wolf. “It’s alright we’re used to such hostility. It’s to be 
expected, the vile entity inside him is fighting hard to save itself.” Scott nodded in return. 


Stiles glared at the wolf before looking back at the smiling man and with a smile of his own spat 
on him. “Go fuck yourself and I do mean yourself cause I refuse to fuck you.” 


“Stiles!” Scott glared. “That’s gross, Jesus man they’re gonna help you.” 


Stiles snorted, lazily staring back at his friend as the man wiped off the black goo from his shirt. 
“When this is over Scott when it's all said and done I’m not going to blink an eye about what Peter 
or Derek do to you. Hell at this point I might beat them to it.” 


Scott paled upon hearing that. “I’m your best friend man.” 


“No. You were my best friend.” Stiles glared as the teen tried to act scandalized. “But best friends 
don’t tell the one another that they’re demons with no souls, that they’re murderers because they 
obviously chose to do that. Best friends don’t say leave or I’ll end you. We solved so many fucking 
supernatural mysteries that I can’t keep track of them but you couldn’t take the time to try and help 
me when it mattered. And now, almost a year later you’re gonna suddenly find a cure?” Stiles 
laughed and laughed loudly, taunting the wolf. “What? Did you think I’d come crawling back in 
thanks? That I’d forget the months that I spent on the streets fucking every Tom, Dick, and Harry 
just so I didn’t starve to death or worse wind up killing people by accident because I was too 
starved to stop myself? You wanna know how many people I’ve fucked Scott?” He tilted his head 
as Scott looked away. “ Hm? You wanna know that number cause I do, I’ve kept track because 
every fucking time it happens I want it to be the last but it never is. How delusional are you, there’s 
no cure for being a werewolf Scott, what makes you think there’s a cure for this?” 


Scott blinked back at Stiles a moment shocked by the man’s outburst, swallowing tightly the Alpha 
said in a soft tone. “We’re gonna cure you and then we can fix the rest of it alright? I-I mean we 
can talk with your dad and I don’t know figure out what to do about the deaths a-” 


“Leave my dad out of your sick game!” Stiles hissed, lunging forward and startling the wolf. 
“Don’t you say a word to him, Scott!” 


Scott nodded his head. “A-Alright...After, after your better.” 


Stiles snorted, coughing a bit to hack up more black goo. God that was disgusting and the taste was 
awful, he looked to the two men who were conversing idly at the table. Stiles knew better than to 
ask Scott what he’d been dosed with, what was causing this caustic reaction. He glared at the goo 
one last time before snarling out to the two men. “What was in that fucking dart?!” 


One of the men, the taller one turned and regarded the demon critically a moment before 
admitting. “Concentrated Brugmansia.” 


Stiles blinked, looked to Scott to see an equally confused look, and sighed, of course, the idiot 
didn’t know what that was. “Great.” He glared at the man. “What the hell is that?” 


The man smirked. “Proof of your evil intent my friend, it's often referred to as Angel's trumpet.” 
“For fucks sake with the religious rhetoric. I am not-” 


“Evil?” The man questioned, stepping away from his partner to come closer to the succubus. 
“Truly you believe this? You have admitted to killing others, you have admitted to sparing no 
respect to your own body, sleeping with countless men as if you were a woman.” The man 
wrinkled his nose. “You steal the very life from those that you ensnare into your bed, you’re a 
demon. One that must be cleansed, but we are good at this work, you don’t need to worry.” 


“Great, thanks I feel all sorts of better about this jacked-up medical intervention. So what’s the 


plan here? You say some magic hokey pokey words, swear by the name of Jesus and spray me 
with Holy water?” Stiles tilted his head curiously. 


“No.” 


Given the bland, flat way that came about Stiles was pretty sure that he’d both insulted them and 
managed to demonstrate his ability to be a dick. “Also, for your information, I am a woman, well, 
sorta. I mean, I don’t have my dick anymore that’s for sure.” The gasp Scott gave had Stiles rolling 
his eyes. “Yeah, a parting gift of the ritual, thanks again.” He snarked before glaring at the man 
who was there to do his ‘cleansing’. “So the whole sleeping with man thing is a bit backward, I 
mean I got the parts ya know?” He smirked at the look of revulsion that came across the man’s 
face. “Oh, and let's not forget about me loving every moment of taking energy while fucking 
absolute strangers...[ mean when I heard that was a perk of doing a ritual sacrifice I was like gotta 
get me one of those.” Stiles grunted. “So good.” He grinned at how horrified he was making Scott. 
“Loved every minute of waking up to fucking people I’d never met, having to push some dead 
corpse off of me and out of me which I can’t begin to tell you is gross on a whole new level.” 
Stiles shuddered and not in an act, he doubted he’d ever get over that. 


“That is enough.” The shorter man stated firmly, walking over in quick strides the man came to 
stand directly in front of Stiles a dark gleam in his eyes. “You will watch your tongue demon.” 


“Or? You gonna cut it out cause that kinda voids the whole we won’t hurt you bit.” 
The man smirked. “So cunning you are.” 


“I prefer sarcastic but sure.” Stiles managed a small shrug before coughing up another round of 
black goo. When he could breathe again, the succubus smiled. “I gotta hand it to you, for going 
through with all of this you are really just as stupid as Scott.” Stiles didn’t react to the growl that 
sparked from the wolf, given the scowl the man gave him, he didn’t get it. Stiles took a deeper 
breath before relishing the ability to scare the ever-loving shit out of all of them. 


Stiles glamour fell, it had barely been holding in place, and relaxing his energy now was just smart. 
So he let it fall to pieces, flaring out his wings to their full height on either side of him before 
swinging one forward and launching the ‘priest’ or whoever the bastard thought he was into a 
nearby wall. Stiles smiled at how shocked the other priest was even as Scott growled prowling 
forward only to jump back when Stiles raised his wing in a clear ‘I will bitch slap you’ move. 
Stiles glared at the wolf. “Undo this now.” 


“No.” Scott shook his head. “They’re going to help you.” 
“Like you’re helping me right?” 
“I am.” 


Stiles snorted, wrinkling his nose before spitting once more. “Right, cause you currently helped 
drug me, chained me up in a building god knows where. Let them hang crystals that make me feel 
like shit and have somehow decided that it's your right to choose what should happen to me. Yeah, 
screams help all day long Scotty.” Stiles twisted raising his wing when the men had recovered 
themselves, the one who had taken a beating by the succubus’ wing glared as he limped towards 
the table. “Aw, did I give you a booboo?” 


“Stiles!” 


Stiles twisted and hissed, baring his fangs and startling Scott. “Fuck you, Scott! I-Ahk!” Stiles 


choked as dust was blown into his face, he shook his head groaning. Damn crystals. His head 
slowly fell, laying against his chest as he panted. Stiles weakly whined when he felt someone 
touching his wing, he didn’t want anyone touching him. It felt bad, wrong, vile. Stiles tried to shift 
the appendage but the weak hold the person had on it was too strong for the succubus who was 
hanging heavily from his bonds. 


“It’s alright, it's just an anesthetic for him, it’s less potent than the Brugmansia and easier to work 
with.” 


“Oh.” 


Stiles gave a rather pathetic hiss, god he sounded like a fucking kitten. His head bobbed against his 
chest when whoever had his wing began to fold it towards him, jostling his body in the process. He 
whined when it was contorted wrong, the horrible pinching pain as it strained to follow the 
incorrect angle flaring. 


“Is-Is he okay?” 


“The wings are sensitive.” The man counseled before stating. “It would be best for you to wait 
outside, you’re a supernatural being yourself and it wouldn’t do for us to accidentally leach onto 
your own powers. Things like magic are finicky.” 


“You’re sure? I-I mean I’d kinda like to be here for him.” 


“Ah, but you saw yourself, at the moment it's not your friend. I promise this will all be over with 
soon, but for now, go outside and understand that anything you hear is just the demon's trickery at 
foot.” 


Scott swallowed, coming forward to pat the demon’s shoulder. “TIl be right outside man...I'll see 
you soon.” 


Stiles hissed tiredly, barely able to shift his head. 

“How long?” 

“Tt will take as long as it takes, it depends on how strong the demon is.” 
“Right... ll be outside then.” 


Stiles heard the sound of a door shutting, then the weird noise of a gate being pulled down, no two 
gates? Finally one of the assholes said something. 


“Tt's warded.” 
“Good.” 


Stiles grimaced as his head was wrenched back, the sneering priests smile on show. “He can’t hear 
a thing little demon and we’ re well prepared for him when we’ re through with you.” 


Yep. Called it, Scott was an idiot. Stiles hissed only to be laughed at. 


“Do you know how rare you are? How much you’re worth dead? Hell alive it's astounding, but if 
we're to make the most off of this symbiotic relationship then we need to take a few things from 
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you. 


The taller man approached, oddly carrying a hammer and a large metal spike. Stiles did not 


appreciate either of those things. 


‘T m unsure if you’re aware young demon but the oil on your wings is a medicinal trait for others, 
to you, it's simply a means of keeping the delicate membranes of your wings healthy. Sunscreen if 
you will.” The man chuckled with his partner. “But to humans or other supernatural beings, the oil 
can be turned into quite powerful balms and potions. It's worth a lot, the only problem with 
collecting it is that you only secrete a little at a time. It's only triggered by using those wings of 
yours, now obviously we don’t have the time to sit here and manually flex your wings so...We’re 
going to cut down on production time.” 


The other man chuckled, lifting up the hammer and metal spike. “The oil all comes from an oil 
gland in the crux of the wing, between the radius and ulna.” 


Stiles felt one of the men touch his wing, pulling it at an angle to stroke the are they must have 
been talking about. He shivered at the sensation of another man’s fingers trailing down his wing in 
a seductive manner that truly spoke of nothing but coming pain. 


“And to get to it we need to peel back the flesh and get a good hold on the gland, then we can just 
sit here and watch it spill away into a cup for us.” The men laughed maniacally. 


Stiles glared as the men mocked him, lorded over him that they were going to rip his wing open 
and use his body for their own gain. He hissed weakly only to groan as the man released his head 
to slump against his chest. 


“Now to get the best possible position to do all of this we’re gonna anchor your wing to the 
wooden posts behind you... Though I’m sure you have no idea what I’m talking about you can be 
sure that there are some very sturdy beams there and we’re going to use these spikes to pin them in 
place for us.” 


Stiles shifted, trying to tuck his wings back in or better still cover himself in his glamour again. It 
flickered, his energy failing him as he was caged so tightly by crystals and subjected to more drugs 
since waking. 


The taller man chuckled. “You can try and hide them if you’d like, we’ll just do other things until 
you run out of energy. That wolf up there won’t think to come down here and check on you. He’s 
put so much faith in us fixing you.” 


Stiles growled, yeah, he knew first hand how much of an idiot Scott could be. The fact that his 
supposed best friend had suddenly decided that these two bozos knew the cure to being a sex 
demon just proved that there was a sucker for anything. Stiles panted, harsh breaths coming as he 
felt his wing being shifted. Held up by hard hands that bent it at a sharper angle than it wanted to 
go, tilted back, twisted almost. Stiles' heart amped up when he heard the men talk. 


“Hold it just there.” 
“Remember further down, we don’t want to chance knicking it.” 
“Yeah-Yeah, not my first rodeo.” 


Stiles felt the press of cold metal, it dug in giving a pinch of pressure to the delicate flesh of his 
wing. Stiles tried to shake his head though he knew it was futile. Stiles gasped, his eyes shooting 
wide as tears crested at the same time he screamed. His body tensed, jerking in the man’s hold not 
that it deterred them from hitting the metal spike again. 


Stiles screamed thrashing against the brutality as the metal pierced his wing, wedging its way 


between the two bones only to sink into the wood. The heavy sensation of the bones being pinned 
in place as an unrelenting metal spike lay pierced inside it was a type of pain Stiles couldn’t 
describe. It was white-hot but still so icy cold, he shivered, breaking out in sweat as he threw up 
more black goo. 


“Ah, shit that crap gets everywhere.” 


The other man snorted. “Course it does, lord knows we stuck him with enough to keep him 
covered for an hour or two.” 


“Eh, hope we didn’t give him too much...He looks pretty sickly.” 


“Hasn’t been feeding enough I guess, makes this easier for us.” The man commented idly while 
they walked around to the other wing that was shifting anxiously as the succubus tried to protect it. 
The man snatched it up slowly lifting it in place while his partner prepared to use the other metal 
spike. “Still, if we overdosed him he’ll die faster and we won’t get the big paycheck. We gotta get 
at least one use outta him.” 


“Doubt anyone would pay for him like ya said he’s skin and bones not that sexy whore look we 
normally get.” There was snickering before the press of metal came against the succubus’ wing. 


Stiles whined, whimpering in pain as tears flowed freely. His wing felt like it had been ripped in 
two, surely there was no pain worse than this but as he felt the metal pinch on the other wing Stiles 
knew what lay ahead. “P-Please.” He managed to get out of weak lips. 


“Sorry honey, business is business.” 


Stiles screamed, his body locking up as if he’d been tasered as the metal spike was stabbed into the 
wing only for a second strike of the hammer to make it pierce the wing fully. Stiles' head slumped 
down a large gasp of black sludge pouring from his mouth, weak coughs followed as Stiles’ eyes 
rolled into his head. 


No mercy 


Chapter Summary 


Derek and Peter find Stiles at long last, but are horrofied to find the damage done to 
the succubus. The duo deal with the hunters, and Scott. 


Chapter Notes 


So many calls for Scott's demise in the last chapter lol. I hope none of you are 
disappointed by what happens, enjoy! 


“Can you find him?!” Derek leaned over the man’s shoulder until Lydia pulled him back with a 
crisp look. “It's okay Danny.” She patted the sweating man’s shoulder. “Ignore the brutes, just find 
him alright?” 


‘T m trying.” The man huffed as he tried to locate Scott’s cellphone, they’d started with Peter’s but 
it came up blank. Triangulated around Deaton’s clinic. Clearly whoever was with Scott was 
smarter than the wolf himself. With that in mind, they tried to find the wolf by his own cell. 


“Ts it narrowing down the search area?” Peter questioned in haste, he’d go out right that minute to 
search in a certain area if it gave them a better chance of finding Stiles sooner. 


“Down boy.” Lydia glared at the growling wolf. “You go out there and go the wrong direction 
who’s going to help Stiles?” 


Peter growled. “He’s out there right now with Scott!” 
“T don’t think it's Scott we have to worry about.” 


“It's not.” Derek agreed with the banshee, Scott wasn’t the type to do any dirty work. After all, 
he’d banished Stiles rather than kill him. It went against Scott’s moral code to kill things, no, 
whatever was happening was because the idiot thought his new friends could ‘cure’ Stiles. 


“It's narrowing down,” Danny told the eager group. “Definitely on the east side...It Il take a few 
more minutes though.” He twisted to tell the anxious group. “But when I have it, [Il have the 
address, no hunting required.” 


Peter grinned at the boy. “I think I rather like you.” 


Danny frowned, but only because Lydia stepped in front of him and said. “No, you screwed up 
once already...More than once, but I meant Scott.” 


Peter raised his hands in submission before pointing to Derek. “He’s the Alpha, but surely a smart 
Alpha sees promise in those around him.” 


Derek sighed, glaring at his uncle who was smirking at him. “No Peter.” The man shrugged, 


clearly okay with his decision for one reason or another. 


Lydia huffed, twisting to tell Danny. “Don’t go wandering in the woods.” Danny looked confused, 
Peter just laughed. 


A ping, had everyone staring intently at the boy's computer. “Ah, okay...” He twisted about. “Old 
meatpacking plant, east side, address is-” 


“T know it,” Peter muttered, earning everyone’s attention. “It's a well-known spot for...Less than 
savory events.” 


Lydia snorted. “Why am I not surprised?” 
“I don’t know honey, why?” 


Lydia glared even as Derek barked at Peter to hurry up, the man was already on the move. Lydia 
smiled at Danny, thanked him, and promised him the date with the freshman before running after 
the wolves. 


Peter arched a brow when the woman climbed into the car with them. “Oh?” 
“Shut up and drive.” 


Derek smirked as he floored the Camaro and spun around, heading for the meatpacking plant, 
intent on retrieving their succubus and while they were at it, kill Scott McCall. 


KK KK KKK K 


Stiles groaned, pain leached into his every pore. He was bathed in it, head to toe. Still, he struggled 
to wake, wanting to know what the horrible grinding sensation was, the sparks of sharp pain that 
made his body spasm. Lifting his head took far too much effort, but the succubus managed to do 
so. 


He whimpered at the sight of his wing, metal spike hammered in between the two bones, further up 
the joint, a v cut peeled back the flesh to show bone and sinew, the secretions from a pulpy mass 
were trickling into a small beaker. The grinding sensation was the man carving up his other wing 
in the same fashion, Stiles screamed as the blade dug in, slicing his flesh apart before it was ripped 
open like a candy wrapper that had gotten stuck. Stiles gasped, sputtering as he coughed up black 
bile. 


“Man he’s really out of it, normally we’d be hearing ten thousand curses or begging.” 


“Told you, too skinny, too weak.” The man walked forward smiling at the hysterical succubus, he 
held up a blade and informed the demon. “Rick’s almost done with your wings and then it's just 
waiting. So while he’s finishing that I figured I’d get started on the other stuff, sound good?” Stiles 
whimpered, nodding the man smiled. “Good, so here’s what I’m gonna do, I’m gonna slice that 
skin on those ribs of yours, mark you up good, and get as much of that blood of yours as we can. 

I'd use a needle but there are rules to this stuff to make it work for that magic shit. Got a real 
system going hardly waste a drop anymore, so don’t you worry it’ Il be put to good use.” The man 
grinned as he pulled a chair forward and sat, he sharpened the blade a moment before smiling up at 
the whimpering creature. “You go on ahead and scream, we’re used to it.” His partner laughed even 


as he continued to saw into Stiles’ wing. 


Stiles gave a sharp hiss when he felt the blade sink into his flesh, a strange cut, almost like a w, 
another was followed shortly after on the lower rib, then another, and another. The slick sensation 
of his blood rolling from rib to rib slowly narrowing into one point at the lowest rib in his body 
where a cup was pushed into him, steadily filling with the contents of the sliced into his flesh. 


“Now we gotta do this for a while now, you’ll start to heal even if you are a little street rat. So you 
make sure to let us know if you feel yourself healing anywhere, in particular, help us help you. 
After all, when we’re done you get to lay here to die in peace and the wolf up there who ratted you 
out to us gets a bullet in his head. So, in the end, you get revenge, ain’t that nice?” 


Stiles glared weakly at the man, coughing a bit before with black stained teeth spat at him. The 
man recoiled at the black tar the succubus used as a weapon. The clay cup he’d been collecting 
Stiles’ blood in clattering to the ground and spilling its contents everywhere as the man cursed. 
“Oops.” Stiles gave a hollow laugh. The glare that was sent his way, had the succubus all the more 
pleased with himself. 


“Nail him.” 


Stiles frowned, unsure what the man meant by that, but clearly not pleased at the intention between 
those two words. Stiles sluggishly twisted his head to see what the other man was doing. He 
whined when he saw the man pull out a metal spike, it was smaller, much smaller than the ones 
ripping his wings apart or so it felt. This one was hardly wider than highlighter but still so imposing 
as Stiles saw the man line it up against his wing. “Please.” He begged. 


The taller man armed with the hammer and spike once more stared back at him impassively. 
“Weve been nice to you, you just spit in our face. This is what happens to monsters who bite the 
hand that...Well, we ain’t feeding you shit but you get the picture.” The man grinned before lifting 
the hammer. 


Stiles turned away unable to watch even as he knew the pain was coming. A choked-off scream 
sounded into a gurgled whimper as black goo trailed from his lips onto the floor as Stiles body 
twitched from the sudden influx of pain. 


“Not so uppity now are ya?” 


Stiles closed his eyes, letting himself sink into the welcoming darkness where the pain couldn’t 
reach him. 


KK KK KK K K 


“You can’t kill him.” 


Both Derek and Peter snarled at her, Lydia sighed. “Not right away at least...We don’t know who 
is inside or what they’re capable of. OR, if there are more around, more who know about Stiles.” 


The wolves snarling trailed off, Lydia nodded. “Personally I don’t care for death.” 


“That is not a surprise darling, but even you must see how far he’s gone with this, or did you agree 
with his sentiments?” 


“No.” She huffed. “I didn’t agree, I’m the one who helped get Stiles out of here. I gave him all the 
money I could pull from an ATM and got him to the next town over. Begged him to take my cell 
cause I could just get a new one.” She glared out the window. “Damn men being stupid...He 
refused, broke his word about calling me.” 


Derek glared out the windshield. “He was scared.” 
“I know that!” The banshee shrieked making the wolves wince. 


“Then it shouldn’t surprise you that Scott’s little parting gift of telling him what a monster he was 
would stick.” Peter chimed in. “Hell, he still believes it and he’s been with us for months now.” 


Derek growled at the reminder, Stiles had made a lot of progress with them but he still had so 
much to conquer. So much to heal from, if he could. The Alpha growled when he saw a lone figure 
leaning against a building. 


“Don’t run him over.” Lydia snapped clearly well aware of the temptation. 
“Spoilsport, it wouldn’t kill him.” 


She glared at Peter through the center console, but the Beta ignored the look leaving the banshee to 
huff. The car abruptly came to a stop as Derek slammed on the breaks, the pair of wolves out of the 
car never bothering to turn it off. She followed after the enraged wolves, though she was slower- 
moving, and ignored the pained noise that Scott made when Derek got a hold of him first. Wasn’t 
her fault if she was playing referee and had delicate heels to mind. Smirking as she came forward 
she whistled, gaining all parties' attentions. She smiled back at Derek and Peter. “Remember about 
the whole killing him later thing?” 


“L-Lydia?” 


Lydia glared at Scott. “I wasn’t talking to you.” She looked back at Derek. “Not here and not now, 
we don’t know what’s going on in there.” Then she looked to Scott. “Now you can talk.” 


Scott growled only to grunt when Derek slammed him into the building again his own ruby eyes 
flaring. Scott snarled back only to grunt as he was slammed once more in retribution for trying to 
make Derek submit. “Fuck off.” 


Derek grinned around his fangs. “No. Now, who is in there with Stiles?!” 


Scott glared, snapping. “They’re healing him!” The wolf winced when he got a nice punch to the 
head. 


Derek looked to his uncle who had chosen to interject himself into the conversation without words. 
Peter shrugged unrepentantly. “It slipped.” 


Sighing Derek turned his attention back to the wolf who had turned his head to snarl at his uncle, 
Derek slammed him back into the building, the cinder block were breaking from the wolf's body 
slamming into them. “Who is down there?! How many?!” 


Scott bared his teeth, groaning when he got slammed into the building again as he struggled to 
fight off the older wolf. Anytime he was about to earn an inch Derek slammed him harder into the 
building, knocking the air out of him. “I’m helping him!” Scott twisted his head aside when Derek 
roared in his face. 


“NO!” Derek snarled at the wincing Alpha. “No, you’re not! You left him down there with who? 
For how long Scott? Do you even know what they’re doing to him?” Derek was done waiting, done 
hoping for answers. Stiles was there, just inside the building and he wasn’t going to wait longer 
just to beat on Scott. 


Lydia was right, now wasn’t the time. He threw the wolf aside, disregarding how Scott crashed 
into the road with force. Peter and Lydia followed him as they went down a ramp to a small office. 
It was easy to break through the doors there, but just two feet in they saw a problem. Mountain ash. 


“Tdiot,” Lydia muttered, walking forward to aid the wolves all the while criticizing Scott. Once the 
ash’ line was broken the wolves pressed forward, Derek leading them along by the scents of 
strangers and the faded trail of Stiles. They came to a door, spray paint marked the area. Runes. 


“Clever.” Peter glared, walking over to a wall he dragged a claw through a section of the runes, 
they watched as that section flickered then went dark. Peter glanced over his shoulder. “Silencing 
runes.” 


“So Scott couldn’t hear.” Lydia deflated at what that might mean. 


Peter threw the doors open but while expecting screaming or some kind of argument, there was 
only silence. The distant sound of two men, but that was it. No sound from Stiles. 


Derek and Peter shared a look, but both wolves remained steadfastly silent. They couldn’t give 
themselves away and endanger Stiles. Lydia smacked Peter and pointed, more runes and another 
layer of mountain ash. She mimed her lips before carefully moving forward, looking in the open 
doors to make sure she wasn’t revealing herself to whoever was down here. 


The echo threw everything off. She broke the mountain ash line before nodding to Derek, who 
upon hearing Peter say it was a reinforcement rune for the ash could be left intact. Any noise they 
made destroying it would just dampen their ability to surprise the men up ahead. 


The group followed the winding path, forward into the heart of the meatpacking plant. Getting past 
the offices and into the warehouse section that was wide and open, it was where all the echoes 
came from. A large gate was down the metal and bound to make noise. Derek shook his head. 
“There’s no way around this.” 


Lydia sighed and covered her ears. “Do what you gotta do.” 


Peter smirked as his nephew walked forward and grabbed the bottom of the gate, it was rather 
amusing seeing something as tough as a steel door be wrenched out of place with ease by the likes 
of wolves. The horrific grinding, metal squeal that Derek’s rage twisted it into however was bound 
to give their hosts a heads up. 


Walking into the wider area the wolves heard the contemplative argument that took place as they 
located where they were, down in a corner a set of stairs, the wolves jumped down while Lydia had 
to take all of them. It was at the foot of the stairs that Derek and Peter gasped, the cloying scent of 
blood, the bitter tang of pain all fell heavy upon the air. Like an invisible blanket on the air that had 
the hairs on the wolves’ bodies going up. They walked forward only to grimace as they were 
kicked back. Mountain ash. 


Lydia stumbled down the last few stairs only to sigh. “Seriously.” Walking forward she broke the 
barrier with her pump and waved a hand. “Well go get them.” 


Derek and Peter grinned, running forward as Lydia rolled her eyes. “I’m counting to ten...If I don’t 


scream then I don’t want to stick around for what they’re doing to them.” 


KOKK K KKK K ok 


Derek and Peter didn’t pay any attention to anything else in the room, they couldn’t as they came 
in and saw two men both spattered with blood and holding weapons clearly having taken the 
warning of the metal gate as a reason to be prepared but upon seeing the wolves relaxed a hair 


“Who the fuck are you?!” One of the men glared, lowering his weapon just a bit to stare in 
confusion at the interlopers before shaking his head. “We’re busy here pal and hate to say it but 
now you saw too much.” 


Derek smirked, the men didn’t realize that they were wolves, Lydia having broken all the mountain 
ash for them. “I’m his Alpha.” He flared his eyes, the human’s eyes widened right before Derek 
and Peter lunged at the unprepared men. 


The wolves ignored the hallowed screams that echoed the halls of the meat plant. The wolves 
panted above their prey, both men's throats ripped out where they had fallen to gurgle out their last 
breaths. Peter and Derek turned as one to find Stiles only to stare in horror. 


“S-Stiles.” Derek's eyes tracked over the boys’ frame. Standing or rather hanging from his wrapped 
hands above him, wings nailed to wooden beams fully extended behind him with metal spikes 
sticking out, a large section seemingly dissected. The boy's head was down against his chest which 
was riddled in blood, cuts following the lines of his ribs making a macabre picture of the subtleties 
of the torture the men had bestowed upon the succubus. Crystals hung all around, runes backing 
them up, chaining the boy in place far too weak to fight back. 


Peter lunged forward as his heart finally learned to start beating again after that horrific first look 
at what they’d done to the boy. His hands came to the teen’s head cradling his jaw and lifting it to 
stare at the slackened features. “Stiles, darling.” He leaned forward whining as he wished to kiss 
the boy's slack lips but stopped his eyes widening when he saw the black trails of poison. The Beta 
looked hauntingly at the boy's still face. “Please darling, wake up.” 


“Peter.” Derek cleared his throat even as he walked forward, well aware of what the black taint on 
the boy's lips might mean. “W-We gotta get him down.” Derek wanted to vomit as he said that. 
They had to pull the succubus’ wings free, take out the metal spikes holding them to lower them 
down. 


Peter nodded even as he refused to release the boy's slackened face, Stiles looked lifeless, and were 
it not for his hearing he might fear he was. Yet, the boy's heart was still beating, Stiles was still 
with them. 


“Peter.” 


Peter grimaced, gently laying Stiles head back down before looking about. He was sickened by the 
sight of the boy's prostrated body. He sent a fearful look to his nephew who had already taken up 
his post at the boy’s right wing, examining the damage that had befallen their little demon. 


Peter walked steadily to the other, his body shaking with rage at the sight of what had been done. 
The metal spike was clearly driven between the two bones that supported the wing's mass. The 
pearly sheen of the bones visible among the sinew and blood, Peter frowned at the odd dissection 


of the wing further up. A cup had been rigged to take in a murky brown substance, with careful 
hands Peter removed it, pulling the tube that had been punctured into a section of Stiles’ wing. 
Looking into the cup he dared to sniff it only to growl instantly earning Derek’s attention. 


“What?” 
Peter held up the cup. “It's the oil from his wings, they were harvesting it.” 


Derek snarled finding the same sight on his own, carefully he extracted the brutal treatment of the 
teen's body. Flinging it all aside the moment it was done. He glared hatefully at the damage as if 
doing so might make the boy heal faster. 


“O-Oh god. Oh god...Stiles.” 


Both wolves turned to see Lydia shaking her head back and forth, tears springing to her face she 
opened her mouth but Peter ate up the ground and covered her mouth with a hard-handed grasp. 
“You are not allowed to scream.” He snarled. She shook her head beneath his hand, when the wolf 
removed it cautiously Lydia gasped. 


“I-P m not...’ m not.” 


Peter watched her warily, unsure if he could believe her. Reluctantly he turned to return to the 
gruesome task of freeing Stiles. Peter did his best to ignore the girls sobbing, he didn’t have the 
luxury of doing such a thing just yet. He shook his head at the sight of the boy's wings. “They’ re 
too heavy.” He glanced to his nephew. “We can’t just pull these spikes out Derek, his wing will fall 
straight down.” 


Derek knew where Peter was going with that and without any prompting walked over to his uncle 
and took a deep breath. “Pull it, P11 support his wing.” 


Peter reached out to the bloody spike, glanced down to make sure Derek had a good grasp on the 
boy's wing, and then growled as he pulled the heavy metal free of Stiles’ wing with a wet sch-lick 
noise that was nauseating to the wolf. The boy's wing fell like a stone, but Derek supported it easily 
and bit by bit lowered it where it hung lifeless. 


Peter threw the tainted metal aside listening to it clang on the concrete floor before following 
Derek to the other side. The wolves had to take a brief respite, their shifts having fallen over him 
the moment they entered the room were only fostering the rage they felt at everything around 
them. It took a minute or two for them to be able to reign themselves in. Derek swallowed as he 
reached out for the metal spike, nodding to Peter before he pulled it free to a sickening squelch. 
Derek violently threw the spike away as Peter gently laid the boy's wing down. The wolves turned 
towards the body of the teen, Stiles having shown no signs of waking, no sign that he realized he 
was no longer being tortured. 


Derek walked over cradling the boy’s cheek he grimaced in pain as he lifted it up to see the black 
staining the boy's lips and chin, it had trailed down his neck and the amount on the floor was 
alarming. Stiles was rejecting something, but the Alpha didn’t know what let alone if it was fatal to 
the succubus. “We should have waited, gotten them to tell us what they did.” 


Peter growled as he came to stand beside his nephew, but instead of focusing on the boy's 
weakened face, he looked up to the setup that had seen him kept chained. Benitoite crystals. 
Growling the Beta barked. “Hold him, I’m getting these ropes off of him.” 


Derek made a small noise and moved to support Stiles as his uncle freed the teen of the last of the 


confines the butchers had used against him. Stiles would have fallen like a puppet with its strings 
cut if it weren’t for his bracing him. Feeling the succubus’ limp body fall into him, the boy’s 
clammy skin fall against his own had Derek closing his eyes and gritting his teeth, his jaw 
clenched so tightly it barely allowed the pained whine that left his throat. 


Peter wrapped an arm around the teen as gently as he could, cradling the back of his head as he 
placed his free hand on Derek’s shoulder. “We need to leave...We need to find someplace... 
Someplace we can try to treat him.” 


Derek knew Peter was right but the dark thoughts couldn’t leave him and spilled from his lips. 
“Peter he’s rejecting something.” 


“I know,” Peter growled. “I know, but we don’t know what that something is, it might just be-” 
“Flowers.” 


Both wolf's heads turned to see Lydia standing at a table, she looked up and with a tear, mascara 
streaked face said. “Flowers. They drugged him...That’s what was in the dart.” She glanced back at 
the book she had found, holding it up. “It’s called Brugmansia or Angel's trumpet...It's a poisonous 
plant.” Swallowing tightly the banshee looked up to meet the wolves gaze. “I-It can be lethal to 
succubi if...If they’re given too much.” 


Peter buried his face into Stiles’ hair. “Darling.” 


“We don’t know how much they gave him.” Lydia tried to speak reason to the wolves. “It doesn’t 
take much wolfsbane to get you two hurling an-” 


“Stop,” Derek growled, he didn’t want false hopes. Stiles was a mess, even if he wasn’t poisoned. 
He’d been weakened severely by those damn crystals and whatever else they’d pumped into him 
before they began to torture him. “Just...Gather what you can.” Derek looked to his uncle who was 
still hiding away in the side of Stiles’ head. “Peter, help me lay him down...We gotta figure out 
how to bind his wings somehow. He won’t fit in the car like this.” 


Peter pulled back after giving a kiss to the side of the boys head, Derek was right as painful it 
would be for them to constrain the boy's wings after they’d been butchered like they had if they 
were to have any hope of moving him they’d need them tucked away. It took every skill they had 
to gently maneuver Stiles down to the floor all while trying not to cause more damage to the wings. 
Both wolves sighed in relief when Stiles was safely on the ground, though Peter made it a point of 
tilting the boy's head aside giving his nephew a sad look. “Just in case.” 


Derek nodded, there was a chance Stiles might start vomiting again, they didn’t want him choking 
on the vile stuff. 


“T think I got everything,” Lydia muttered sourly from where she held up a bag. “Darts, flowers, 
book...Whole nine yards. W-Whenever you're ready.” 


“Where are we going to take him? No hotel is going to let this pass and it's not as if we can take 
him to the hospital” Peter growled as he stroked the boy's face. ““Deaton’s not here to help with 
this... More meddling if I have a mind to spot it.” 


“We could go back to the loft...[ doubt anyone’s inhabiting it.” Derek uttered softly meeting his 
uncle's gaze for a split second before staring at Stiles’ still from. “I left plenty of things there and 
it's safe.” The two wolves stared at each other and then nodded in unanimous agreement. 


“How are we- 


“Oh my god!” 


Derek and Peter stiffened, the two wolves twisted their shifts falling into place with dark snarls as 
Scott stood at the entrance of the room with a horror-stricken look on his face. Lydia looked 
between the two groups, swallowed, and said in a calm voice. “I was told I couldn’t scream in 
here.” The wolves stared at her, Scott in confusion, Derek and Peter in anger. Lydia looked down 
at Stiles, nodded, and then said with an air of indifference. “I’m going to make sure these get in the 
car safely... Away from here.” She flitted teary eyes to Derek and then pointedly to Peter. Nodding 
she walked past Scott and with balled up fists hissed punched the wolf, Scott grunted but Lydia 
was disappointed she couldn't do more. Shaking her head, her voice seethed with fear and anger. “I 
will never forgive you, no matter how long you live.” She strode out without another word. 


"Wha-Lydia." Scott watched the Banshi storm away, leaving the wolf stunned in her wake. He 
turned, swallowing tightly at the sight before him, stepping forward ignorant of the two protective 
wolves. 


Derek stood, Peter soon after they watched Scott carefully growling when he crossed an invisible 
line of getting too close to Stiles. The Alpha was staring down at the succubus in horror much like 
they had when they’d first arrived the only difference being that Scott hadn’t seen Stiles strung up 
like a dissected bird. 


Scott looked up seeing the threatening visages of the wolves, he looked to the side to see the dead 
men who had clearly laid all the traps to prevent him or any other supernatural entity from entering 
to stop them. “B-But they said they were gonna c-” Scott jerked a bit, gasping his head twisted 
forward again as he gave a sharp inhale staring at the icy blue eyes of Peter Hale whose face was 
twisted into a dark snarl. Scott gave a small huff of air, his lungs compressed as if the wind had 
been knocked from him. He looked down in shock, the Beta’s clawed hand was thrust into his 
chest. He coughed, red spattered own onto Peter’s arm. Scott looked up dazedly a frown, a scared 
look forming. 


Peter snarled and lurched forward driving his claws deeper and sparking a whine from the Alpha. 
Peter cruelly twisted his claws inside the boy's chest, letting them rend delicate tissue that wouldn't 
heal fast enough to save the Alpha. “I warned you, Scott.” 


The Alpha gasped a bit, grunting as Peter pulled his claws free of him. Taking a step back to watch 
impassively as the Alpha stumbled back a bit, hitting a pillar before falling on his ass clutching his 
chest. Peter trailed slowly after the Alpha hawk-like gaze locked onto the teen whose shirt was 
being eaten up by a darker color. Red was sliding between the boy's fingers as he choked, gasping 
as blood spilled inside his mouth. Peter crouched down near the crying Alpha, the dying Alpha. 
Peter reached out a hand, ignoring the whimper that Scott gave. Grasping the boy's chin to force 
him to stare into his eyes. “I’m going to be the last thing you see Scott, I’m taking back what I gave 
you, with interest.” Peter grinned a feral grin. 


Scott choked, sputtering red. “S-St-I-” 


Peter snarled down at the dying Alpha silencing him. “You don’t get to utter his name, you don’t 
get to beg forgiveness or say you're sorry! Look what you did to him?!” He waved his hand to the 
room despite knowing that Scott couldn’t see any of it anymore from where he lay sprawled on the 
floor. Peter growled, dissatisfied with the boy’s death even as he sucked in that first sharp breath as 
heat flared throughout his blood and sang inside him. Peter’s eyes flared red as Scott’s went dark. 
Peter dropped the boy's head, glaring at him a moment before he stood and turned. Derek had 
crouched beside Stiles but he’d watched the whole thing, their eyes met. 


Peter cleared his throat. “So, the loft?” 


Derek managed a small smirk at that, but it left him staring down at Stiles. “Yeah.” 


“Let’s tidy these wings as best we can...If-If we’re lucky he won’t wake until we’re there. I refuse 
to think about the pain he’ll be in.” 


“Don’t,” Derek growled. 


Peter clenched his jaw as his own Alpha instincts flooded forth. He breathed evenly. “I said I don’t 
want to.” He bit out sharply. “Now help me find something that might support his wings without 
biting into those blasted wounds.” 


The two wolves went about searching through the supplies left behind in the butcher's business, 
ignoring the dead bodies of the two humans and stepping over Scott’s with ease. Stiles was their 
only priority, he always had been. 


Chapter 33 


Chapter Summary 


Scott is dead, they've recovered Stiles but now they have to find a way to tend to the 
Succubi's wounds. 


Lydia wiped at her face when she saw Derek and Peter come out of the meat plant, Derek was 
carrying Stiles. The teen was so lifeless tucked into the wolf's powerful form, he looked dead but 
she’d only screamed three times, two for the men and once for...For Scott. She'd somehow known 
that there was no coming back for him, for whatever he'd done to Stiles, but upon seeing the other 
she had reconciled easily with his punishment. She looked to Peter the wolf gave her a withering 
look as she pronounced. “I hate death.” Peter snorted even as he moved to help Derek get settled in 
the back with Stiles. “B-But I didn’t cry at that scream.” 


Peter smirked as he nodded to Derek who had assured him he had Stiles in hand. Twisting about he 
waved at Lydia to get in the front as he walked around all the while commenting. “That is because 
you grasp the subtleties of why one should cry at a death and who is worthy of such emotion.” 
Peter slammed the car door and gave her a sharp look. “You know right from wrong, offering up 
your best friend to be tortured to death is wrong.” 


He started the car without another word and turned it about, heading towards the building that they 
were all comfortable with and that they hoped would serve them well. 


Derek stared down at Stiles, the teen curled up against his chest a dead weight. The boy had 
coughed up more black ooze as they moved him about, something that had frozen the wolves solid 
for a minute straight before they resumed their struggle to move the teen. The boy’s skin was 
stained with it and all Derek wanted to do was wash it from him and never see it again. “I need you 
to look for some kind of counter to those flowers.” 


Lydia twisted about to nod to Derek. “Ill read everything they have on it and if that fails Pll look 
on the internet. There’s got to be a herb or something that’ ll help him flush things out of his 
system.” 


Peter stared straight ahead, daring not to dash Lydia’s hopes or Derek's careful optimism. He tensed 
along with the others when Stiles coughed again. Peter just prayed that whatever amount of that 
blasted plant they’d given him wasn’t the lethal one that would see them losing Stiles after having 
come so far with him. Peter had a feeling that raising a succubus from the dead was a lot harder 
than a wolf, but he’d find a way if it came to it. 


KK KK KK K K 


Seeing his old loft was strange, Derek hadn’t anticipated returning to Beacon Hills again unless it 
was with Stiles. He’d returned, but this time because of Stiles. Peter pulled the Camaro as close as 
he could before shutting the muscle car off and walking around. Lydia was already heading inside, 


well aware that she couldn’t offer any aid to the wolves in getting Stiles inside. 


Peter held the door open as Derek struggled to get himself and Stiles out of the confines of his car, 
they managed but only because Peter swooped in to help stabilize the other Alpha when the man 
teetered trying to distribute the weight of himself and the form of the succubus. Not a word was 
spared between them as they walked stonily through the doors of the building and to the elevator, 
Peter pressed the call button before glancing at the teen who was curled up in his nephew's arms. 
He twisted to glare at the grating that covered the elevator shaft, inwardly cursing the thing for 
taking so long. As if it alone was the reason Stiles was in such a precarious situation. When it 
finally arrived Peter and Derek along with the unconscious succubus boarded it and made their 
way to the wolf's previous den. 


The door was open, Lydia already seated at the table that they’d used countless times to research 
things that plagued Beacon Hills. Now, the research was being done on some way to help the 
succubus heal, to fight off whatever he’d been given while with the two men Scott had foolishly 
believed. 


Derek slowly crouched, falling into a kneeling position with just a small jostle to Stiles before 
laying the boy out on the floor. He’d much rather have laid the boy upon the bed but there wasn’t 
enough space there for the succubus’ injured wings. Derek refused to strain the badly injured 
appendages by making them bend over the side of a bed so the floor would have to do for now. 
Looking across the prone form found his uncle wearing a similar expression of utter dejection at 
Stiles’ present state. “Let’s stretch out his wings.” 


“Yes.” Peter gently lifted Stiles so Derek could undo the makeshift splint they’d created to hold the 
boy's wings together. They fell slumping like a sodden towel when Derek cut the bindings. 
Lifeless. Peter swallowed before giving a nod to his nephew as the man gently took one wing in 
hand and began to slowly, cautiously stretch it out until it was at its full wingspan. 


Derek took over, gently holding Stiles while Peter slowly, painstakingly stretched the wing out to 
its full length before coming to kneel beside the prone form. The two wolves stared, lost in thought 
at the sight of the succubus. Neither knew how best to care for his particular injuries, a succubus 
didn’t heal at the same rate as them. Stiles’ wounds would last days, not hours. 


“TIl grab the first aid kit.” Derek monotonously stated, rising to go and find the kit that he’d left 
behind. It wasn’t your standard kit that you picked up at the drug store, the kit Derek had was the 
culmination of an entire pack's knowledge of what worked best for everyone. It had a little of 
everything and Derek was hoping that between the many rolls of gauze and tape they might be able 
to put Stiles back together again. 


Peter sighed, reaching out to stroke the boy’s clammy cheek, his skin was tacky either from tears 
or sweat. Whatever the cause it left a foreign sensation that rankled the wolf, Stiles’ flesh was 
meant to be warm, smooth. Here laying before him was a broken being that had been tortured 
horrendously all for the sake of being what he was. Peter heard Derek return, he snorted at the 
duffle bag that his nephew had brought back with him. “A bit strange for a carrying case.” 


“It works,” Derek muttered before unzipping it and rifling through the contents, pulling out piles of 
gauze, coband wrapping, and tape. Glancing to his uncle Derek cautioned. “I don’t think either of 
us 1s prepared to give him stitches...We don’t know how it might affect his wings.” 


“Then you’re of a similar mind to my own, I have no desire to cause him further suffering.” Peter 
glanced to the dissected part of Stiles’ wing. “Best to wrap it tightly, let the flesh mend itself.” 
Peter held out his hand, nodding in thanks when Derek handed him a roll of gauze and a few sheets 
of it to help keep the wound encased. 


Taking a deep breath, Peter moved to the affected site, gently maneuvering the flesh back into a 
more normal appearance before applying a sheet of gauze which he gingerly tucked around the 
wound before taping it down. It was the best they could hope for, binding the wound closed and 
keeping it clean. 


Shaking his head at the horrible sight the boy made, his wings bathed in blood, the vile puncture 
that had split into the wing bone leaving stark white bone visible made Peter want to vomit as he 
had carefully covered it all. 


Done, Peter turned to stare at the lax features on the succubus’ face, Stiles hadn’t made any sign 
that he was aware of what was going on and Peter was pretty sure he knew why. Staring across 
from Stiles to Derek who was finishing his own task of binding the boy’s wing, Peter called out. 
“They had crystals.” 


“I know.” Derek gently taped the last of the gauze in place before glancing at his uncle. 


“These injuries, the crystals, and whatever they gave him,” Peter growled upon mentioning that 
last little mystery. ““They’re taking energy from him, he might be too weak to wake up.” 


Derek swallowed, Peter’s argument was valid. Stiles might have been drained of so much energy 
that he simply couldn’t spare any to wake up. If that was the case the succubus needed to feed and 
feed soon. Given the boy’s incapacitated state Derek knew the only way this would work, he 
looked up past Peter to where Lydia was hunched over reading the book she’d found at the meat 
plant. “Did you find anything?” 


Lydia looked up, her eyes drifted to Stiles before snapping back to Derek. “Just a lot of proof that 
people are assholes.” Given the glare that earned her, the information wasn’t what Derek had been 
looking for. Sighing Lydia waved a hand placidly to the book. “It's all trade secrets... They ran a 
business tracking down different creatures and taking the parts that were the best to sell.” 


Peter growled. “The oil from his wings.” 
Lydia gave a small nod. “Yeah...And his blood.” 
“Blood?” 


The banshee muttered. “Apparently a succubi’s blood can be used to make an aphrodisiac.” The 
venom in her clipped tone spoke words of what she thought of that little piece of information. 
Given the guttural growls, it sparked from both Alpha’s it was safe to say no one was happy to 
hear such a thing. “They have a list in here... It's not pretty.” 


“I didn’t think it would be,” Peter remarked coolly, his head canting down to the teen. “Anything 
on the flowers?” 


Lydia hummed. “Well, it's a poisonous plant and like all things somewhere down the line, it affects 
supernatural creatures. The ironic name doesn’t mean that it can’t affect other creatures, it's just 
more commonly used against Succubi.” 


“Fantastic, moving on?” Peter glared back at the banshee who wasn’t giving them concrete 
information to go off of. 


Lydia sent a scathing look back at Peter Hale, she did not take orders from the likes of him. She 
sent an appraising scowl to Derek, the wolf sighed. 


“Please Lydia, just tell us what you know.” 


Huffing, the woman muttered. “Well, I wasn’t totally wrong when I told you that he could get 
better just like you could with wolfsbane. It's all about type and how much.” 


“Right, and this?” Peter waved a hand to Stiles. 


“We don’t know how much they gave him, and it is lethal if they'd given too much but based on 
what’s in this book they didn’t want him to die.” Lydia tapped a page from where she sat at the 
table. “They were gonna take as much as they could from him, anything worth a penny at least, and 
then they were going to sell him off.” The snarls produced from the wolves were cut short by the 
banshee. “Shut up!” Lydia glared, tears bubbling in her eyes. “All of this is wrong, you’re not the 
only one who’s scared or pissed off...I mean, it's Stiles.” She wiped at her cheek, clearing her throat 
as she refused to meet their eyes looking down at the hand-scrawled pages. “It doesn’t say anything 
about reversing stuff, I’m going to check online. If it's a succubi’s version of wolfsbane then there 
has to be a means of stopping its effects.” 


The wolves slouched having hoped that the banshee would have a better answer for them than that 
she didn’t know. The Alpha’s watched as the girl pulled out her phone probably searching from the 
limited screen for answers. 


Derek’s attention went down to Stiles, the boy was bare-chested, his pants were covered in blood, 
and the black tar that his body had ejected in the futile attempts to rid itself of some contaminates. 
Derek got up without a single word to his uncle, quickly striding down the hall to the bathroom 
where he snatched up towels and brought them back into the main room before stalking into the 
kitchen to find bowls to fill with water retrieving some, then returning to the living room. 


Kneeling down Derek met Peter’s gaze for a split second before dipping one of the towels in the 
water. Gently he rang it out before carefully wiping at the boys’ stained flesh. Derek didn’t say a 
word when Peter grabbed one of the spare bowls and a towel of his own, starting on his side of the 
teenager and doing his best to rid the traces of abuse the succubus had been forced to endure under 
the guise of his loving best friend. 


Derek bathed Stiles’ arm, ridding it of the blood and black stains from the boy’s coughing. 
Scrubbing gently to get the beautiful pale flesh he was used to seeing on a daily basis. As he 
worked, Derek couldn’t help but comment. “He didn’t suffer enough.” 


Peter hummed, well aware of who Derek was speaking about. “We had more important things to 
attend too.” 


“T know.” 


The wolves returned to working in silence after their brief discussion about Scott's death, their 
focus settling onto their care of the succubus they loved. Peter gently stroked the cloth down the 
boy’s face cleaning away the proof of Stiles’ tears before carefully wiping at the black trails of 
poison the boy had expelled during his captivity. 


Peter tensed right along with Derek when Stiles coughed, the wolves moving to try and aid Stiles 
in expelling more of the black poison as he coughed it up by tilting his head to the side as Derek 
gently lifted him by the back of his neck to gain some elevation so he might not choke on the stuff. 
The black ooze bubbled between his lips as he gasped between coughing fits. 


“Easy darling.” Peter wiped away the black sludge doing what he could to try and ease Stiles’ 
discomfort as he coughed a few times before falling silent. Derek helped Peter to lay Stiles back 
before the older Alpha resumed cleaning the trails of black poison the boy had hacked up. A dark 
look on his face at the signs of the boys suffering. 


A ringtone had both wolves glancing towards Lydia, the woman who had previously been using 
her phone for research huffed and answered. “I’m busy.” Then hung up on whoever it was that was 
calling her. Not a minute later it rang again, growling the girl answered and said. “If you call me 
again I swear to god that I will personally give your address to the two Alpha’s who just sought 
revenge on Scott for torturing Stiles. You do not want them coming for you, not even you can hide 
from them so back the fuck off!” She hung up again and resumed her search. 


Peter and Derek traded looks before the younger Alpha asked. “Who was that?” 
“No one important.” 


“That was a lie sweetheart.” Peter grinned when his endearment earned him a dark look from the 
banshee. “A packmate...Perhaps one that sensed Scott’ s demise?” 


Lydia huffed at the grin the wolf wore, she knew Peter was the type to boast about such things but 
she couldn’t help but feel that this time it wasn’t ego or pride, but simply knowledge in having 
gotten revenge for what was done to Stiles. So Lydia didn’t comment on it, choosing instead to 
answer. “It wasn’t Liam.” Lydia pointedly said knowing that Derek would know who it was when 
she uttered. “It was Corey.” 


Derek huffed, twisting to tell his uncle. “Chimera.” 
“How lovely.” 


“He can turn invisible,” Lydia commented idly as she continued her search. “Not that it would help 
him if you two went after him.” 


Peter grinned at the shark-like attitude the banshee was giving off, this was why he liked her. “And 
is he a threat?” 


“No.” “No.” 


Peter nodded, more for the sake of Derek saying he wasn’t than Lydia’ s. “Well then, the little 
chameleon can live to hide another day. How goes your search?” 


Lydia shook her head. “I need a computer, doing this on my phone is just taking too long.” She 
shoved the device into her pocket and stood, crossing over to stare down at Stiles in his sprawled 
out form the banshee swallowed painfully. 


“Lydia.” 


The banshee nodded to Derek. “I’m going home, I can grab my laptop and make sure none of the 
rest of the pack go digging...At least as far as finding you. I’m not going anywhere near the sheriff 
or Scott’ s mom.” 


“I wouldn’t expect you to.” Derek frowned. “Just see what you can find on the flowers, we’ll do 
what we can on our end.” 


“T need to borrow your car to get back to town.” She gave a weak smile when Derek threw her the 
keys without any compunctions. Lydia nodded hastily leaving the loft to go in search of a better 
source of technology. 


The wolves watched the banshee leave, listening to her departure. Hearing the Camaro start and 
back away from the loft before driving farther out. When the vehicle was no longer registerable to 
their ears the wolves turned their attention to Stiles. 


“Now would be our best chance.” 
“To do what?” Derek looked to his uncle. 


“He needs to feed after all of this, none of them are going to understand this like us, Derek. Least of 
all if his father is alerted to him being here. If his lack of energy is why he’s not waking now that 
the tortures ended then we need to give him some.” 


Derek nodded as much as he hated the idea of just masturbating onto Stiles the succubus needed 
the energy to heal and given his wounds...It was easy to see the prolonged torture under the 
conditions he was in would take what energy the teen had. “Do you want to do it?” 


“Td rather have him screaming in bed, but seeing as that’s not an option I think we both should.” 


Derek snorted at his uncle's complaint to the scenario they were in, though he did sigh upon 
hearing the truth that the more energy Stiles got the better. “T1 wait down the hall...Clean him up 
and we’ll trade places.” 


Peter nodded, it wasn’t the time or place to tease his nephew about shyness. “If there’s one good 
thing to come of all of this, he’ll get more energy from me now.” 


Derek snorted. “And we got to kill Scott.” 
“Touche, two things.” 


Derek shook his head not amused by their little revelation, he stalked down the hall and went into 
the bathroom to search for any more supplies. It wouldn’t take long for Peter to do what he needed 
to do, it wasn’t about their pleasure. It was about getting to the end so they could feed Stiles. 


KOK KK KKK K 


Peter took a deep breath, stroking the boy's pallor cheek before he reached down and unbuttoned 
his pants, pulling the zipper down he quickly pulled his dick out and grit his teeth while stroking 
himself. He stared down at Stiles while doing so only to close his eyes and shake his head, it was 
impossible to get himself hard with the sight the succubus made now. 


Sprawled out wings butchered and spewing poison from the concoctions those ingrates had forced 
upon him. Peter took a shuddering breath, no, he needed to focus on other things. He needed to 
come so Stiles could feed, but to do that he needed to get aroused. 


Peter focused on the last time he’d had Stiles in bed with him, Derek had gone out to get the 
Camaro serviced leaving them at home. Peter had been reading, he smiled remembering how the 
succubus had come into his bedroom climbed up on the bed with him but rather than lay beside 
him as he was prone to doing the teen had suddenly straddled his lap and said ‘I think I wanna try 
sucking you off.’ Peter groaned as he remembered the shock, the thrill that declaration had brought 
him. His cock twitched in his hand, plumping up with blood as the erotic memory played out in his 
mind. 


“Y-You what?” Peter gave a startled laugh. 


Stiles hummed, bouncing a bit with his thighs. “I think I wanna try sucking you off, I mean I did it 
with other guys...Before.” 


Peter nodded his head. “I see...Are you hungry?” 


Stile shrugged. “You know that’s a stupid question right? But, even if I wasn’t I just thought it 
might be...Normal? I don’t know it just feels like a good step. So do you want me to blow you or 
should I ask Derek when he gets back?” Peter laughed startling the succubus. “What? What’s so 
funny?” 


Peter reached forward after setting his book aside, cradling the teen cheek. “Darling the day I tell 
you to go blow Derek instead of me, you know somethings seriously wrong.” 


Stiles smirked, snickering a bit at that. “Good to know.” Stiles gave a grin when the wolf laid back 
against the headboard and waved a hand at himself a clear ‘go ahead’ motion. Peter watched on in 
rapt fascination as Stiles began to undo his pants, lifting himself a bit to help the teen pull them 
down just a bit to make things easier. The wolf smirked when the teen seemed skeptical as to why 
he was already half-hard. “What? You were sitting in my lap talking about blowing me.” 


Stiles rolled his eyes. “No one gets hard this fast.” 
“I do.” 
“Showoff.” 


Peter chuckled as Stiles hunkered down near his hardening cock, the wolf sighed when the teen's 
hand wrapped around him. The teen gently stroking the velvety flesh, up and down he went as 
Peter watched on. The boy seemed enamored in the precome that bubbled up at his tip, more so 
when Peter produced enough that it began to trail down his cock only to be eaten up with the boy's 
swift movements of his hand on the wolf's cock. It acted as a lubricant for the boy’s motions as 
Stiles continued to stroke him to hardness. 


Stiles hummed idly commenting. “It doesn’t take much to get you guys going does it?” 
“With you, darling, no.” 


Stiles looked up even as he continued to stroke the man. “What do you mean? Is it a succubus 
thing?” 


Peter chuckled at how innocent he was. “No, it's a Stiles’ thing.” 


Stiles blushed quickly giving his attention over to the man’s hard cock and leaving Peter to watch 
on as the teen prepared for the main event. Peter opened his mouth in eager anticipation as Stiles 
leaned over and licked the crown that was budding with new precome. 


Peter snapped his mouth shut and grit his teeth at that first swipe of the teen’s tongue, the hot 
moisture that stroked across him in such a teasing gesture. Before Peter could hope to tell the boy 
not to tease Peter was left gasping as Stiles took half of his dick into his mouth in one go, Peter 
threw his head back with a groan, feeling the little brat's smile around his cock. Peter growled but 
that just seemed to make the teen more eager to do sinful things to him. 


Stiles bobbed his head, slurping at the wolf's hot member as he pulled his mouth off with a wet 
smack. Peter was barely able to open his eyes given the snarl on his shifted face from the 
onslaught of pleasure he’d just been subjected to. The Beta knew his claws had sunken into the 
bedspread, but Peter wasn’t to blame for these things, the giggling teen who had just drank his 


cock down like water was. 
“Wow, I take it you like it?” 
Peter growled at the teasing tone the succubus used. “Don’t you dare stop.” 


Stiles grinned at the growl the man’s voice took. “Wasn’t planning on it.” Stiles returned to his 
task, taking the man’s cock back into his welcoming mouth. This time taking all of him and 
earning a strangled noise from the wolf. Peter was sure the noises that the teen was garnering from 
him would have made the wolf ashamed of himself, Peter normally had great control over himself 
but the hot warmth of the boy's mouth was doing things to him. 


More so when he heard Stiles moan as he began to suckle on the man’s hard sex right before 
bobbing his head up and down. Peter was breathing harder as the teen let up, pulling his lips from 
around the wolf's twitching sex to lick at it. The movements were fluid and clearly influenced by 
his experience in his earlier trysts. 


Peter grit his teeth every time the boy took his cock back into the scalding heat of his mouth, 
torturing him blissfully only to pull back and tease him again. Peter’s cock was throbbing, every 
bead of precome was growing steadily into a trickle now that the wolf was growing more and more 
aroused. 


Peter growled when Stiles took all of him into his throat, driving the wolf's cock down into the 
welcoming warmth of the succubus’ mouth before pulling back to suck on just the tip. Peter 
moaned as the teen began to deep throat him only to wrench himself free and suckle at his drooling 
cock like it was a treat. 


Peter’s body tensed when he felt the first taste of the boy’s fingers trailing across his balls, gently 
teasing the quivering flesh. Urging the wolf into thrusting a bit into the succubus’ mouth, Peter 
tried to resist as he didn’t want to make this first time hard on Stiles but the succubus moaned and 
took him deeper so it was clear he was on board. 


Peter grit his teeth as he thrust up again, Stiles’ hands were fondling him in such a sweet manner, 
just as sinfully wrong as the hot mouth wrapped around his twitching length. Peter snarled when 
the teen hummed around his drooling cock, the vibrations feeding into this sensitive flesh even as 
Stiles bobbed his head up and down while doing so. 


He was truly giving Peter no respite as he sought out the wolf's end. The teasing of his balls 
increased as Peter fell into the glorious sensations of being sucked on by the succubus, the wolf grit 
his teeth when his knot began to form and whined when Stiles took notice and began to gently 
fondle the sensitive flesh as if he was used to it being there. 


Despite this probably being his first time dealing with the unique anatomy of a wolf, Stiles was 
doing remarkably well on how to stimulate it because Peter was biting through his lip and 
struggling not to give in to the temptation of grabbing the boys face to thrust hard into the warmth 
the boy was teasing him with. The sensation of Stiles’ lips coming to tease his knot as it filled with 
blood, the boys saliva drooling down to coat it as Stiles pushed the wolfs cock as deep as he could 
take it. Lipping at the knot that was flushed beautifully in preparation for the wolf coming. 


Peter gave a sharp howl when Stiles wrapped his fingers around the knot that he was mouthing at, 
gently squeezing it in the most beautifully painful of ways all the while sucking harder on the 
twitching sex. The boys’ lips managing to curl around the mass of his knot was what did it, Peter 
arched back a great snarl leaving him as his body tensed before a howl left him upon that first great 
pulse of heavy seed left him. 


Peter groaned panting as he came, his hand quickly stroking him hard and fast, trying to draw out 
anything more he could from himself as he spent himself onto his injured lover. Peter placed a 
hand against the boy's milky flesh as his own spendings slid against them allowing Stiles to 
hopefully anchor himself to the wolf easier than if he had to pull energy just from the wolf's seed. 


Peter growled as he fisted himself, over and over as he tried to wring out every last bit of pleasure 
he could to draw more energy from himself. He’d kept his eyes closed, for the most part, wanting 
to keep that vision of Stiles back then as opposed to the one he was currently coming on. 


His mind still knew the difference and his orgasm wasn’t as fulfilling as it would have been had 
Stiles been awake and eager for it. Still, Peter felt the drawing sensation, had felt it he should say. 
With how cut short his orgasm was it was no wonder that Stiles didn’t get a chance to truly feed. 
Sighing in defeat Peter glared down at the sprawled figure that was now covered in his scent in 
what was supposed to be alluring but instead made him saddened to see. Peter twisted away after 
hastily shoving his soft cock back into his pants, gathering a wet towel Peter began to gently clean 
the teen off. “It’s alright darling, we’ll make sure you get whatever you need.” 


Race against time 


Chapter Summary 


Derek takes his turn in feeding Stiles with the same lackluster results, the pair of 
wolves discover something that might stop Stiles' from succumbing to the poison. 


Chapter Notes 


Hope you all enjoy this week's chapter, we're nearing the end of the story if you can 
believe it. 


Derek had heard everything, it was hard not to given how close they were. Still, the man frowned 
when he disgustingly realized that Peter hadn’t really come that long, not for a wolf that was for 
sure. Sighing at that sickening knowledge and the sad side effects that brought, the Alpha waited to 
hear Peter call his name all the while aware that Peter might not be the only one with 
‘performance’ issues. 


Shaking his head at the stupid idea he heard Peter reassuring Stiles as he cleaned him up, the soft 
utterance of his name propelled him out of the bathroom and down the hallway. Peter was kneeling 
beside the succubus, thankfully clothed as he came to seat himself across his uncle on the other 
side of Stiles. “That didn’t go well.” 


Peter chuckled at the clinical retort Derek had to listening to him come onto Stiles. “No, no it did 
not and I even used memories...I do hope you have a good one in mind for this. It's harder than you 
might think.” 


“It's hard, I never thought it wouldn’t be,” Derek growled back at his uncle, their eyes flickered 
back to each other, both ruby red. Derek sighed angrily looking down at Stiles. “Did he show any 
signs of feeding?” 


“Little, I doubt it was much...Try your hand at it, if we can’t...Do this well we’ll do it often 
whatever it takes to give him what he needs.” 


Derek gave a resigned nod listening to his uncle get up and leave him to his ‘privacy’ with Stiles. 
Once he was sure that Peter wasn’t lurking about and had taken up residence in another room did 
Derek reach out and gently stroke his hand through the boy's hair. 


“Alright Stiles, just rest alright? Take as much as you can.” Derek hoped the succubus might hear 
him, he’d take whatever fatigue the boy might manage to cause him if only it could help the teen 
heal. With a shuddering breath, Derek reached down and undid his pants, pushing them down just 
a hair to free himself. 


He took himself in hand gently stroking, he saw what Peter meant about keeping his eyes closed. 
Giving a saddened look to the succubus Derek closed his eyes and fought to find some kind of 
pleasurable memory to focus on rather than the truth that lay before him. Derek’s mind pulled him 


to the newest memory, the freshest one he had and by far the most arousing, the proof of how far 
they’d come with Stiles. 


Derek growled as Stiles laughed straddling his lap and grinding down into him, the succubus had 
the audacity to come to his room while fresh from a shower, naked, from a shower. Climb upon his 
bed, on top of him, and then sensually grind against him all as punishment for him saying no 
earlier in the day when Stiles had gotten the pair of them a little too hot and bothered in a more 
public setting than Derek approved of. “Really?” 


Stiles smirked as he continued to grind them together catching the grimace the wolf made and 
continuing forward in harder grinds of their pelvis’ drawing the man’s quickly hardening sex into 
the crux of his own. 


Derek growled a futile warning as Stiles continued to grind against him, making the Alpha’s body 
rise in anticipation. “If you’re going to leave, you should do it now.” It was the only warning he 
was going to give the succubus as the little demon's actions had caused the Alpha’s cock to harden 
inside his sleeping pants though Derek was sure Stiles was aware by now. 


“Hmm? Leave, why would I leave?” 


Derek growled. “Because you’re either going to sit there and watch or you’re going to participate 
those are your options if you stay, now pick or leave.” He glared when Stiles canted his hips once 
more into him before the succubus’ hand wandered down to the bulge in the wolfs sleeping pants, 
gently tugging them down, slowly down. Derek hissed when his hard dick sprang free of the 
confines of the pants. 


“No underwear?” Stiles teased with a grin. 
“You sleep naked,” Derek growled. “At least I wear pants.” 


Stiles snorted. “You wear pants cause you’ re afraid of Peter seeing you starkers if one of you has 
me stay the night with you.” 


Derek growled. “I still wear pants, it's normal.” 
“It's boring.” 


The Alpha sighed when the succubus wrapped a warm hand around his straining cock, gently 
stroking it. At least he was getting some relief now that his cock was free of the loose pants that 
had felt akin to a prison, and the gentle hold of the succubus’ hand stroking him. Not hard enough 
to get him anywhere but still nice to start out with, Derek opened his eyes having been ignorant to 
his closing them in the first place. 


He grit his teeth as Stiles came forward, his hand released the Alpha’s cock to settle on the wolf's 
shoulders and grinding their sexes against each other. Derek growled but in a pleased manner, his 
hands going to the boy's hips to help him roll into him. 


The Alpha’s cock rubbed hard against the boy's clit as Stiles began to make pretty wanting noises 
as they fed into each other. Derek’s grasp on the teen grew harder than normal as he thrust the teen 
against himself, eager to reach his end after Stiles’ earlier teasing. 


He’d been horny all day after the little succubus’ actions and this last round of teasing had him at 
his end, he groaned with Stiles when the succubus shifted on his lap drawing the man’s cock down 


between his folds to spear across his sex. Derek growled appreciatively as they began to rock 
together, Derek’s sex sliding between the hot folds of the succubus’ cunt, grinding against his clit 
while the boy's moisture and heat teased the Alpha’s twitching cock. 


“That’s...That’s better.” 


Derek grinned as he ground himself into the succubus who was beginning to get out of breath the 
longer they rutted into each other. The wolf wasn’t having difficulty breathing, his body too eager 
to reach its end to be concerned with exhaustion. No, it wanted Derek to spend himself along the 
succubus’ body and revel in the scent he’d leave behind on the teen for the next few days. 


Growling at the thought Derek pulled Stiles down into a heated kiss the succubus growled back, 
grinding down onto his lap as their lips dueled for dominance. Derek cheated, letting his hand 
come around to trail between them, his thumb stroking over the boy's clit earning a sharp gasp that 
saw the wolf plunging his tongue into his lover's mouth. 


Stiles groaned against him, Derek grinned as his hand went back to the boy's hip as he arched 
himself against the succubus only to still and pull back, both by mouth and by cock. “Sorry.” Derek 
cleared his throat as he tried to adjust Stiles on his lap from where his cock had nestled itself at the 
boy’s entrance. 


Stiles tensed a moment before swallowing. “It's fine.” He stopped Derek from shifting with a 
grimace. “Ca...Can we try something?” 


“Something?” Derek waited for Stiles to direct him even as he fought hard not to focus on how 
tempting it would be to adjust them a hair and enter the teen. 


“Can...Could you like.” Stiles blushed, shaking his head in embarrassment. 


“Stiles, what do you want?” Derek frowned, reaching up to grab the teen’s chin pulling him back to 
stare at him. “Tell me what you want.” 


“I just-I...[ don’t want to have sex.” 

“Then we won’t, I can take car-” 

“No.” Stiles huffed. ““Not...[ mean I don’t want you to fuck me.” 

Derek blinked, that had never been on the cards but he nodded regardless. “Alright.” 
“But I want...Can you like come...Down there but come inside me.” 

Derek raised a brow. “You want me to come inside you without fucking you?” 


Stiles blushed when the wolf surmised what he wanted. “I...Guess? I mean I want to feel you but I 
don’t think I can take it all...So, just an inch or so? I want to see if it feels bad coming from you.” 


Derek nodded his head, he wasn’t all that keen on the prospects of Stiles hating how he felt 
afterward, but if this was what Stiles wanted then he’d do it. “Alright, you let me know what you 
want...Try and relax. I'll get us there and then we can experiment.” Derek drew the teen forward to 
kiss him. “We got time right?” 


Stiles chuckled. “Only cause you’re a fucking werewolf who comes way too much.” 


“You seem to enjoy it,” Derek smirked when Stile blushed, the wolf took that as an incentive to 


continue where they left off. Gently pulling back to realign himself and continue their rutting 
against each other. Derek held Stiles’ gaze the pair’s breath beginning to heat up the longer that 
they rutted against each other. 


Stiles started biting his lip clearly getting closer to his own orgasm than Derek, but Derek’s cock 
had been rubbing against the succubus’ clit the whole time so that made sense. Derek’s cock was 
twitching, eager, as it throbbed in preparation as his knot began to flush with blood. 


Derek waited, he held back from moving them, from doing anything new until Stiles groaned 
slumping into him as he gave a sharp cry and came, the wolf grinned as Stiles shuddered 
throughout his orgasm the man’s sex was quivering, heavy with blood from the pleasure Derek had 
given him. The wolf growled in the boy’s ear as he ground himself into the orgasming succubus, 
chasing his own high while driving Stiles further along with his own. Derek growled as he arched 
his hips upward as if to get closer to Stiles when they were already plastered to each other, the 
Alpha’s heavy cock was driven hard into the man’s flush sex. Derek clenched his teeth before 
biting off a sharp howl as he came. 


Derek heard Stiles gasp at the sensation of his cock spilling between the boy's folds as he rutted, 
but the succubus never made to pull back he just stayed curled up to him and hummed. Derek rode 
out the first glorious bursts of pleasure before asking with gritted teeth. “Y-you’re sure?” 


Stiles sat up tentatively sighing when he felt the splash of heat that came from Derek coming 
between his thighs. “Yeah.” Stiles took in a sharp breath when he and Derek moved the succubus’ 
body tensed when the Alpha’s hard cock notched itself against his entrance, the hot froth of the 
man’s seed spilling there. 


Derek groaned as he held back from pushing inside, just feeling himself resting there spilling his 
seed there was enough to have the Alpha feeling every high he could ever feel. 


“D-Derek.” The Alpha grunted as he carefully rutted against the succubus, never pushing further. 
“Y-You can do it.” 


Derek forced his eyes open even as he growled, searching the scared eyes of the succubus who 
nodded. Taking the teen at his word, Derek slowly, painstakingly slowly pressed inside. Groaning 
as his crown slipped inside just as a burst of come spilled, he tensed right along with Stiles the 
succubus sucking in a sharp breath as if Derek had punched him. Derek pulled back sharply to 
remove himself from the hauntingly beautiful sensation of the boys quivering sex only to have 
sharp claws in his shoulders and a shake of Stiles’ head. 


“Stop...Just...Just stay there.” 


Derek gritted his teeth before harshly explaining. “I’m not going to stop coming cause you ask me 
to.” 


Stiles gave a small huff. “I know, just...Don’t go deeper.” 


Derek nodded in a jerky fashion before groaning as another thick pulse of his come was spilled 
inside the moist core of the succubus. Stiles shifted, Derek’s hands on the boy's hips tightened as 
he swore. “Don’t move Stiles.” 


“It's okay,” Stiles assured the wolf who glared at him from clenched eyes, the succubus smiled 
faintly. “It's okay.” 


Derek felt every minute shift Stiles made as he continued to spill inside the boy's cunt, it was 


exhilarating to know what he, what they were doing, but every part of him wanted to thrust home. 
Derek was biting clean through his cheek to stop himself, he wasn’t going to move an inch without 
Stiles’ approval. 


That was probably why he made a strained noise when Stiles leaned forward against him and in 
the process forced the Alpha’s spasming cock a bit deeper. “Stiles.” He gasped in warning. The 
succubus hummed against him, seemingly content to rest that way even though it meant Derek was 
just a hair deeper inside him. 


They stayed that way for a pulse or two before Stiles shifted again, driving the Alpha up a wall as 
he let the man slide deeper only for him to pull back instantly. Derek rubbed Stiles’ back as he 
tremored clearly upset. “Its okay.” He soothed through clenched teeth. “Its okay.” He felt Stiles 
nod even as Derek groaned through another heady burst of seed entering the teen's hot core. Stiles 
managed to entertain him inside him for a moment longer before he patted his shoulders and tried 
to rise. 


“Careful.” Derek urged the teen when he made to just get up off of him, Derek didn’t want Stiles 
leaving, not after he was clearly affected by their little experiment. So he tilted the teen back a bit 
just enough to pull his still-flexing cock free before pulling him to rest against him as if Derek 
wasn’t still spilling come between their thighs with small growls of pleasure. The wolf rode out the 
rest of his orgasm the succubus having wrapped his arms around him and buried his nose into 
Derek’s neck with a small sigh that Derek was relieved to hear was one out of tiredness and not 
anything else. 


Derek smiled breathing heavily as Stiles gave a small contented noise as he rested against him 
when the wolf moved them a hair on the bed, the wolf growled in pleasure when he felt his own 
seed pooling from the boy's sex as they rested. 


Derek grunted like he’d been punched in the gut as his orgasm took hold, he growled and stroked 
himself through his orgasm watching with heated breaths as his seed spilled across the teen's milky 
flesh, the cuts the hunters had made on the boy made Derek gnash his teeth but he closed his eyes 
and thought hard about how it had felt to come inside the teen. To feel his own seed leaving him as 
Stiles snuggled up to him, maybe not at peace with the whole thing but in a far better place now 
that they’d moved forward. Nothing bad had come from that night, just good things, Stiles 
laughing as he was forced to have another shower, Derek joining him only for the two to take a bit 
longer than necessary. 


Derek growled in pleasure to both his orgasm and the subtle sensation of Stiles feeding off of him. 
“Yes, come on babe.” He growled as thrust harder into his hand, trying to ring out every precious 
moment of his orgasm with the thoughts of how Stiles had reacted that night. How he’d spent the 
night in Derek’s bed and wound up teasing Peter the following morning for ‘missing out’ while he 
was gone to one of his concerts. Peter had been livid until he and Stiles went to his room to do god 
knows what. All Derek knew was that they were happy, all of them. 


Derek hung his head sighing when the last of his body's pleasure sputtered out, he looked sadly 
upon his lover who was covered in the heated spendings of his sex but no closer to waking given 
the sight of him. 


Derek swallowed tightly, reaching out to grab a towel to wipe his cock down before tucking 
himself away. The Alpha slowly went about the process of ridding Stiles of any evidence of what 
had happened, though he figured that was more for any supernatural's sake than Stiles’. The teen 
would understand what he and Peter did, Derek was actually more concerned about him learning 


about Peter killing Scott than the notion of both wolves coming on him. 


Derek sat back when the teen was clean, with no clear proof that such degrading acts had been 
performed while he was unconscious. “I’m done.” He knew Peter knew he’d ‘finished’ but it was 
more to say that the coast was clear to come out. It didn’t take long for his uncle to appear, giving 
him a passing glance as he seated himself. 


“Did he feed?” 
“Some.” 
“Good.” 


Derek nodded laxly as he stared down at Stiles, the boy had fed, but it was hardly anything 
compared to the things they did at home. Derek was afraid to think if that was because the boy was 
too weak to feed, he swallowed against a dry throat and prayed the teen would wake. 
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Lydia didn’t return, but she did text, Derek. The wolf spent a few moments going back and forth 
with the banshee who had yet to find anything that might help Stiles be rid of the contaminants in 
his body. Derek tucked his phone away with a clenched jaw. 


“Nothing then.” 


Derek shook his head. “No, all she’s found are other things that can down him...A few spells to 
help fertility, but nothing on how to heal him.” 


Peter sighed, if only it were as simple as finding a bullet or another sample of wolves bane. This 
could have been all over with if the teen hadn’t been turned into a succubus rather than a wolf. 
Sadly that wasn’t the case and they were left to watch the boy suffer the results of this difference in 
species. 


Both wolves surged forward to try and tilt Stiles and prevent the teen from choking as he coughed 
again more black ooze spilled from his lips. Derek growled as he helped support the teen mindful 
of the strain it put on his wings as Peter mopped up the black poison. 


“Come on sweetheart, enough of that.” Peter crooned wincing when Stiles coughed again, 
expelling more proof of his boy rejecting something, the flowers most likely. A rasping cough, a 
terrible hint the boy couldn’t breathe well had Peter and Derek risking to raise the teen further to 
hopefully clear his airway. 


Stiles coughed as Derek supported the boy with his shoulder, Peter’s arm wrapped around his back. 
A percussive cough expelled another mouthful of black ooze, the wolves sighed in relief when 
Stiles breathed easier afterward. The teen’s head rolled a bit from where it lay down towards his 
chest, Peter was doing what he could to remove the horrendous sight of the black death trailing 
from the boy's mouth and the droplets that fell upon his chest. 


Another cough had Peter gritting his teeth as he mopped up the boy's chest once more before 
reaching out to tilt Stiles’ chin back to get the trails running down the boy's chin to his neck. 
Ignoring the sensation of his fingers delving into the viscous fluid. Peter looked back up sorrowful 


at the teen only to still, his eyes racked over the boy's sallow face. “Stiles.” 


Derek’s head jerked around from where he’d looked away, unable to bear the sight of the boy's 
rejection of the tainted flowers. Stiles’ eyes were open, bare slits, but open. The teen coughed 
again, his shoulders rocking with the force. 


Peter wiped his mouth treading carefully as he was unsure whether or not Stiles was truly awake. 
“Just take it easy darling we’re working on getting this fixed.” 


Stiles blearily stared back, his vision was foggy as he roused but he could feel someone holding 
him up. A shiver of fear had crawled up his spine, his mind instantly locking onto the pain he was 
in the sensation of his butchered wings sprawled out behind him. But as his vision began to clear in 
small spots of reality and the voice of one of his wolves reached him, Stiles relaxed only to cough 
up more black sludge. 


It coated his tongue and teeth, making him want to vomit simply to be rid of the stuff itself. That 
didn’t happen but he did cough more of it up as Peter talked to him, he slowly tilted his head, 
taking in the sights around him. He wasn’t wherever the hunters and Scott had taken him, this was 
the loft, Derek’s loft, and the wolves were here so it was over. 


He was safe and whatever had happened to those hunters was bound to have been horrific, good, 
fuck them the succubus thought through another round of coughing. Dear god this stuff never 
ended, his tired gaze fell upon Derek and the scared look on his face as the wolf supported him. 
Despite the tiredness lacing his bones, the succubus roused further, enough for him to joke in a 
strained voice. 


“T get why you wanted me to cut off your arm now.” Stiles sputtered a dark laugh as black pooled 
out of his mouth. 


“Don’t,” Derek begged the teen who continued to cough as he and Peter braced him as gently as 
they could given the strain it caused the teen’s wings. 


Stiles coughed, grimacing as Peter wiped the black tar from his lips. “W-What happened?” 

“It's over darling,” Peter assured the teen who was seeking answers despite his precarious position. 
“T-Tell me.” Stiles coughed, his ribs shaking with the force as he groaned. 

“They’re dead,” Derek replied in kind. “Me and Peter killed them.” 


Stiles gently bobbed his head taking a shuddering breath as Peter tried in vain to get all the ooze 
that was spilling from his slack mouth. Stiles focused on breathing after his question was 
answered, too tired to give anything else any thought. He closed his eyes only to hum when Peter 
begged him to open them. 


“Please darling, don’t go back to sleep.” 

Stiles breathed heavier mumbling as he opened his eyes. “M’not sleeping.” 
Peter smiled stroking the boy's cheek. “Good, you need to stay awake.” 
“Even if awake sucks balls?” Stiles asked wearily. 


Peter gave a pained chuckle. “Yes, even then.” 


Stiles sighed, he knew Peter was right, that the wolves were scared that if he fell asleep he might 
not wake again. Given how he felt it was a realistic concern, Stiles wasn’t sure if he would. The 
teen shifted uncomfortably despite the warmth the wolves gave off, his wings were spread out 
pulling on his back. Momentarily Stiles was stupid and forgot what had happened, he remembered 
fast when he gasped and coughed after moving the damaged appendages. 


“Stiles! Don’t move.” Derek bellowed as he tried to stop the succubus from shifting his wings 
again. The teen fell limp in their grasp and for a terrifying moment, he feared that Stiles had fallen 
unconscious from the pain of moving them. Stiles managed to make it easier for the Alpha to 
breathe again when he opened his teary eyes once more. 


“Ow.” 


Peter shushed the teen before declaring. “You can’t move them, darling, we’ ve tried to make it as 
comfortable for you as we can but they’re damaged.” 


“Noticed.” Stiles coughed with a bitter laugh. ““N-Never gonna feel the same about a hammer and 
railroad spike again.” 


Peter growled as the teen regaled them with what he’d endured while in the hunter's care, he ran 
his fingers through the boy's hair. “It's never going to happen again.” 


Stiles gave a weak bob of his head, god he hoped not. A cough racked his body, he grimaced as 
Peter wiped his lips clean. “God this stuff is vile.” 


Peter gave a somber look to the teen. “It's poison darling.” 

“Sucks.” 

“It always does,” Derek muttered. “Lydia’s working on finding a way to reverse this.” 
Stiles met the wolf's concerned face. “S’ gonna kill me?” 

Derek grit his teeth. “No.” 

Stiles smiled weakly. “Lie.” 


“Don’t,” Derek growled his eyes flaring as the succubus joked in such a manner. “Their stupid 
book said it’ Il make you sick...That it doesn’t have to be fatal.” 


“Tt all depends on how much they gave you sweetheart, but Lydia will find something to help with 
that.” 


Stiles hummed to the wolf's optimism, finding it a bit ironic that normally he was the one being 
optimistic and now he was suddenly pessimistic when the shoe was on the other foot. Then again, 
normally he wasn’t vomiting black sludge of death. Stiles gave a weak sigh. “M’ tired.” 


“Don’t go to sleep.” Peter cradled the boy's face, shaking his own. “You can’t darling.” 


Stiles sighed once more, he knew that, but god was it tempting. So tempting to just rest his eyes for 
a moment despite knowing the likelihood that he wouldn’t open them again. “I-I wanna lay down.” 


Derek and Peter shared a look, frightened at the concept of such a move. Both for the fact that it 
might tempt Stiles to sleep and make it easier for him to choke. “We can’t let you do that,” Derek 
told the succubus painfully. “You'll choke.” 


Stiles gave a pitiful whine as his desire to take the weight off of his back was denied. “It hurts 
Derek, lay me down.” 


Peter pressed his hand against the boy's pale cheek and grit his teeth at the rush of pain that came 
to him, the succubus wasn’t lying, he was in a lot of pain. Peter grinned and bared it all the while 
cursing himself for not thinking of doing this sooner, sighing along with Stiles when it proved the 
wolf's ability to siphon the succubus’ pain helped. “Better?” He hoped. 


Stiles hummed, it was. He offered a small smile to the wolf before closing his eyes, he groaned 
when his chin was grabbed and his head jostled until he opened his eyes a moment later to 
growling and harsh words to wake up. “What?” He frowned. 


“Don’t go to sleep.” Peter held the boy's gaze fearful that his taking the succubus’ pain had led to 
this, even if it eased Stiles’ suffering the cost of the boy sleeping was too high. 


Stiles nodded shortly in the man’s hold, right. Sleeping was bad, even though it was so goddamn 
tempting, it would probably feel better than fooling around with the wolves, better than feeding. 
Stiles frowned when he realized that he was hungry, not a surprise given how fucked up he was at 
the moment but he had no energy to take energy, and looking back at Peter and Derek, Stiles had 
an eerie suspicion that they wouldn’t be able to get it up regardless. 


“What?” Derek watched as Stiles stared back at him, either lost in his thoughts or thinking 
something that included him. “What’s wrong?” 


Stiles shook his head, he wasn’t going to go there with them. They’d just feel guilty and truthfully 
he was too damn tired to try and feed on them, so he once again asked. “Can I lay down now?” 


“No,” Derek growled, gently shifting his hold in the hopes of making the teen just a bit more 
comfortable given their awkward angle. Stiles gave a small noise of complaint before falling silent. 
Derek glanced at his uncle, finding that Peter was watching the succubus with rapt attention. Derek 
turned his sights once more to Stiles, he too forced to watch as the succubus’ body tried to fight off 
what the hunters had done to him. 


KOKK KKK KK ok 


An hour went by, Peter had to get another towel as Stiles continued to cough, growing paler as time 
went by. The wolves forced to jostle the teen as Stiles tried to sleep, tried to find some measure of 
comfort in his situation when none could be granted. 


Peter winced sadly as Stiles coughed weakly, black ooze spilling from his lips only for the wolf to 
gently wipe it away. Stiles wasn’t looking at either wolf now, he didn’t have the strength, having 
settled for letting his head hang tiredly. The wolves watched keenly to make sure Stiles didn’t 
close his eyes as he rested between coughing fits. 


Stiles heard a new noise, his eyes flitted about only for the succubus to register that Derek was 
moving, oh. Phone. Stiles watched on with half-lidded eyes as Derek answered the call. 


“Did you find anything?!” Derek pleaded into the phone only to frown. “What’s that?” The wolf 
nodded along to what the banshee had to say. “Where do we get some?... Alright, how then?” The 
wolf growled. 


“Derek, what is it we need?” Peter growled, he’d find it one way or another. Derek shook his head 
making the Alpha wait as he continued his conversation with Lydia. Growling the wolf assured 
Stiles as the succubus lifted his head. “We’ll get whatever it is you need.” 


Stiles gave a small nod before blackened lips uttered. “Y-You’re an Alpha.” 


Peter froze, he swallowed tightly and gave a small nod realizing that he’d inadvertently flared his 
eyes when Derek didn’t answer him. “That’s for later darling, focus on yourself.” 


Stiles frowned, his tired mind confused before he was sidetracked by Derek shouting back at the 
banshee. 


“I don’t care!” 
“Don’t be mean.” Stiles rasped, earning a wry chuckle from Peter as the wolf petted his head. 
“Hush now, we’re allowed to be mean right now.” 


Stiles grunted, not agreeing with that sentiment but what he was about to say was cut off by 
another hacking cough. Peter held a towel gently at his lips as Stiles groaned and let the black 
sludge poor between his lips, bubbling in waves as his body was racked with coughs. 


Derek growled at the sight Stiles made. “Lydia, I don’t care how we get it, I don’t care the cost. 
Where can I find some?” Derek’s eyes widened. “You’re sure it would be there? Find another 
source, Pll call you back.” Derek hung up before smiling as he reached out to stroke Stiles neck. 
“Stiles where did the ritual take place in the woods?” 


“What?” Peter growled. “Why do you want to know that?” 


Derek glared flaring his eyes at his uncle before asking the succubus once more. “Where Stiles? I 
need to know.” 


The succubus hummed, tiredly trying to figure out how to describe the area. It was trees, just a 
giant forest, how did you give directions to that? He heard his name being called again, looking 
sluggishly to Derek he saw the desperation there. This was important. “I... don’t know how to tell 
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you. 
Derek breathed hard. “Was it near the house? The Hale house?” 


Stiles frowned, trying to figure out based on the burned-down remains of the Hale house, where the 
area might have been. His mind recalled the rocks, the giant trees that seemed larger than life but 
Stiles was sure they were normal trees, his mind playing tricks on him. “Big stones.” 


“Big stones?” Derek frowned that made no sense. “What else? How far off from the house Stiles? 
Off the trails?” 


Peter knew after hearing his nephew pry the boy to answer that whatever cure they needed had to 
do with that damned ritual. “Come on darling, tell us where it was.” 


Stiles coughed grimacing as he spat more black sludge before gasping out. “Old creek.” 


Derek smiled. “Along the creek?” At least he could scour the creek bed to find the location, that 
was a start. “Where?” 


Stiles frowned weakly shaking his head. “The earth was black.” 


“Black?” Peter frowned. “Dead?” Stiles gave a small nod, as the Alpha told his nephew. “Dark 
magic, it tainted the earth.” Peter gave a weak smile. “It won’t be hard to find Derek, not if we 
follow the creek bed.” 


“You’re sure?” 
Peter gave a dark chuckle. “It will smell of death and decay.” 


Good enough for him, Derek kissed the side of Stiles' head. “Peter’s going to hold you up, P1 be 
back as fast as I can.” Derek looked to his anxious uncle, knowing that Peter wished to go as well. 
“I know the description, someone has to stay with him and keep him awake.” 


Peter knew that, but it was still hard to think that he was left behind to wait. “Hurry.” The wolves 
carefully transferred Stiles into Peter’s care, Derek giving him one last passing kiss before he was 
up and running, Stiles gave a weak huff when the wolf ran to the window rather than taking the 
slow elevator, crashing through the glass. “Showoff.” 


Peter smirked, scenting the boy's hair. “He’s not showing off darling, he’s going to get what you 
need. We just need to be patient.” Peter heard the boy hum and with a sigh jostled the boy as he 
pulled back enough to see the teen's pallor-faced glare. Smiling gently, the wolf uttered. “Stay 
awake, we haven’t come this far to lose you now.” 


KKK OK KK KK 


Derek ran, he wished that he had his Camaro but he wasn’t going to wait around for that. So he ran 
and ran fast. Desperate to find the old creek, follow it to the blackened earth and get the stupid ash 
that Stiles needed. “Fucking druid magic.” Derek grit his teeth as he ran, bobbing between trees 
and jumping over obstacles. His breathing was as fast as his heart, the wolf using every bit of 
supernatural strength his body granted him in his quest to find what Stiles needed. 


He refused to lose the succubus now, now that they’d found a home together, that Stiles was 
coming to accept who he was, what he was. Derek growled, Scott didn’t get to take that away, not 
in death. Derek slid to a stop when he reached it, the creek, panting Derek ran down the length of it 
and prayed he was going in the right direction and wouldn’t have to backtrack. 


A cure 


Chapter Summary 


The wolves' have discovered a cure to save Stiles, but Derek has to find it first, 
administering will be another issue. While waiting Peter is given the stressful task of 
explaining about how he became an Alpha again. 
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Stiles coughed, making a face as Peter wiped his lips. “I know darling, but Derek will be back 
soon.” 


Stiles nodded. “Please tell me I don’t have to eat whatever he’s getting.” 
Peter smirked at the boy’s request. “I doubt it will come to that.” 


“Good, cause...Pretty sure ’'d vomit.” Stiles coughed, his ribs ached with the many racking coughs 
that he’d been put through. The black sludge seemed never-ending and the teen was tired beyond 
belief. 


The pleasant release of pain that the wolf had given him was starting to fade, unable to hold up to 
the onslaught coming from his wings. Stiles longed to curve them inwards, to tuck them safely 
along his back but to do so would mean torture. 


He hadn’t looked but Stiles knew how bad it had to be just from feeling it, so he restrained himself 
from giving in to the temptation of moving them. Stiles did, however, shift himself carefully in 
Peter’s arms, laying his head against the wolf's body rather than letting his head fall to his chest 
once more. He sighed at the small comfort that brought him, being safely tucked away into the 
wolf. Despite his throat feeling raw from all the vomiting of black ooze, Stile bared the sting of 
using his gnarled voice. “You killed Scott, didn’t you?” 


Peter clenched his jaw, he had wanted to wait to discuss such things with the boy. Wait until he 
was healthy or on the mend at the very least but now, the wolf knew how foolish that was of him. 
There was no conceivable way that Stiles wouldn’t question how he became an Alpha when 
involved in his rescue, after all, Scott was the only Alpha in Beacon hills, at least to Peter’s 


knowledge. Prepared for any reaction, fearing the worst, Peter replied. “Yes. I killed Scott.” 


Stiles wasn’t sure how he should feel about that, on the one hand, his heart ached for the death of 
his friend even though Stiles knew Scott hadn’t been his friend this last year. Putting him through 
hell, inadvertently causing countless horrors upon him because he believed Stiles to be a demon. 


He had played a part in making Stiles starve himself for fear of being such a thing, even now he 
fought with that within him. But perhaps that ache was from their lives before his turning into a 
succubus, of their many years in high school, fighting off the supernatural threats as a team. That 
was gone though, and the most recent memories he had were of his torture, of the sad look on 
Scott’s face as he stuck to his beliefs that the pain Stiles was in was worth it. 


That he’d trusted some nameless hunters over Stiles because Stiles was ‘evil’. Tricking him home 
with the fear of his father being hurt, dying he’d implied. No, there was great rage there bubbling 

beneath the surface, great quantities of hate that Scott wouldn’t let him find happiness elsewhere. 

That he’d chosen to bring him back for more pain and suffering after abandoning him. 


“Stiles, sweetheart you have-” 

“Good.” 

Peter blinked. “What?” He frowned, confused by the boy’s sudden declaration. 

“Good...I’m glad you’re an Alpha again, maybe this time you won’t fuck it up with me around.” 


Peter snorted at the glib retort. “Yes, well I am in my right mind nowadays...But that isn’t the real 
issue darling.” 


“T told him...When I woke up down there coughing up this shit...Told him what an idiot he was, 
that you and Derek were going to do something unimaginable to him and that I’d look the other 
way.” 

Peter smiled upon hearing that, that the boy didn’t harbor some resentment towards him for 
seeking revenge for the succubus’ torture. 


“Said he’d be lucky if it was just you cause I’d kill him myself if I got loose.” 


Peter twisted his head kissing Stiles. “It's done love, done and over with.” He felt Stiles nod against 
him, a great weight had been lifted off of both of them or so it felt to Peter. He cradled the 
succubus against himself, stroking his hand up and down the boy’s ribs as he held him upright. 
Grimacing with every harsh cough the teen gave as he gently bathed away the tainted ooze. 


“H-How’d you-” He coughed. 


Peter gently cleansed the boy’s lips filling in the question. “How did I kill him?” He felt the tired 
nod. “Well, I didn’t use a gun.” He smirked when Stiles gave a small chuckle. “He was distracted, 
momentarily upon finding what they did to you, rambling about the cure they’d promised. It was 
rather swift, hardly painful enough for what he deserved.” 


“What'd you do?” 


“Claws, straight through his sternum, tucked up nicely under his ribs. He died within moments.” 
Peter replied, telling the succubus all the dirty details of what had made him an Alpha again. How 
he wished he’d had more time with Scott, a chance to better make the idiot reflect on all the pain 
he’d caused Stiles. That would never be, but Peter took solace knowing that once Stiles was healed 


they could move on with their lives. 
“Sounds simple.” 

“Tt was.” 

“Did he know?” 


“Know that he was dying?” A nod. “Yes, I stared back at him the whole time, let him know it was 
me that was seeking revenge. I think he was rather surprised by my reaction.” 


Stiles snorted, yeah, of course, he was. Scott had been so much of a sucker for those hunters that it 
was no wonder they hadn’t just butchered the pack he’d made for himself. Though Stiles supposed 
there had still been time for that. 


Peter hummed when Stiles stated once again how bad the black tar tasted. “Well, it was never 
meant to be good.” Stiles chuckled against him before breaking into another fit of coughs. Peter 
sighed and dutifully helped the boy rid himself of what he could. 


KKK KK OK 


Derek wrinkled his nose as he walked across the tainted earth, he’d found the place, and just like 
Peter had said it smelled of nothing but rot and decay, the earth crunched beneath his feet. Brittle 
and broken, sapped of all its life. Derek walked through the haunting area, dead trees surrounding 
him as he came to the point where the ritual had taken place. A tree trunk was split making a weird 
archway that curved into a table, a bed. Derek growled at it, this was where Stiles had laid and 
been offered up as a sacrifice, the wood was charcoal black as if it had truly been burned by magic 
itself. 


The wolf reached out and felt it with just the barest of brushing of his fingers tip only to gasp when 
the entire structure crumbled in a dry whoosh, turning to ash on the ground. 


“Found it.” Derek grinned, kneeling down he pulled out the cup he’d brought with him, filling it 
with the ash they needed to help Stiles stop the rejection of the flowers. He looked at the rest, 
they’d need to come back to collect it all just in case, as Lydia had told him how rare it was and 
there was plenty here. 


Standing after safely securing the cup inside his jacket the wolf gave a small nod. They’d come 
back and make sure they got every ounce of the stuff just in case the succubus was ever poisoned 
again. Derek slowly backed out of the dead forest, trying not to stir any of the dead earth as he 
made his way to the creek. 


Jumping over it to the lush grass that the water parted, he glared over his shoulder at the dead 
forest before taking off running. Derek needed to get back to the loft, to get this ash back to Stiles 
before it was too late. 
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Peter sighed as he gently jostled the pale succubus. “Come on darling, stay awake.” Stiles groaned 
against him but clearly fought to listen to him. Slitted eyes blinked tiredly, Peter smiled gently. 
“Derek will be back soon sweetheart, just stay awake for me.” 


Stiles coughed a dry brittle thing that barely brought any blackness to his lips. His body felt heavy, 
tired in a way Stiles wasn’t even sure should be possible and his vision was swimming. With each 
blink of his eyes, it got harder to open them, Peter had taken to gently jostling him, no matter how 
gentle those movements were supposed to be the shocking zap of pain was what got him to stay 
awake. Stiles frowned when he felt Peter jerk as if he too had been electrocuted, the wolf sighing in 
what could only be relief. 


“Derek’s back sweetheart, just a while longer.” 


Stiles hummed, that was good cause he was tired and really wanted to sleep. From one blink to the 
next Stiles found that Derek was sitting opposite of him and Peter, talking on the phone. Odd, he 
didn’t recall hearing the man come back inside. Another blink had he saw Derek pouring some 
water into a bowl that Peter was holding with his spare hand. 


“T m sorry I need some blood, Stiles.” Derek hated having to do this but the succubus was barely 
conscious and if Lydia was right which he prayed was once again proved to be always true, they 
could save Stiles doing this. 


He gently cut into the boy's wrist with his claw letting the spilling blood drop into the bowl as he 
held Stiles’ hand over it. Derek nodded, Peter took the bowl aside while he laid Stiles’ hand down 
to rest, not bothering to worry about blood loss at this point. Derek pulled out the cup that had the 
ash in it as he picked up his phone. “How much’... That’s not a measurement Lydia.” Derek 
growled. “Fine...Then what?” He questioned even while gently tipping some of the ash into the 
bowl. “It'll do that?” Derek nodded along sparing a glare to Peter, the wolf smiled wanly in return 
clearly on board with how fucked up the supernatural world was. “Great, then what do we do with 
it? It’s not like he has a wound that started this...Seriously?” Derek grimaced looking down at the 
succubus in pain for what was going to be happening soon. “Tl let you know.” Derek cast his 
phone aside taking the cup to gently stir its contents before asking his uncle. “You still carry a 
lighter right?” 


Peter blinked at the odd question. “Yes, of course.” It was just a precaution in case he had to dig 
out a slug of wolfsbane from himself or someone else, burning the wolfsbane was the only way to 
fix things after all. He shimmied it out of his back pocket handing it over and watching with a 
raised brow as Derek lit the contents of the bowl on fire. There was a burst of purple flame and 
spiraling smoke before it extinguished itself. “Now what?” 


Derek swallowed, looked to his uncle, and said. “Now we get him to drink it.” 


“Of course we do.” There went Stiles worst fear of fixing this, with a resigned nod Peter cradled 
the succubus tighter against himself and whispered. “You have to drink this honey.” He watched as 
Derek carefully brought the cup to Stiles’ lips as Peter supported his head, gently the Alpha tipped 
the cup. Stiles coughed, Derek backed off as they watched the purple fluid spill from his lips. “I 
know it tastes vile darling but you need to drink this,” Peter growled as Stiles blinked sluggishly 
back at them. “Please, just swallow it.” Derek brought the cup forward once more, trying again, 
Stiles made a grimacing face, shifting in Peter's hold as if to get rid of the vile fluid that Derek kept 
pushing upon him. 


The wolves watched as the succubus was forced to swallow it as the wolves held him steady. 
Derek pulled the bowl back only after the contents were nearly gone. Stiles sputtered, coughing a 
bit, small trails of purple fluid leaving his lips while the most were taken in. 


“How long?” Peter questioned his nephew, wiping at the boy's chin and frowning at the strange 
purple fluid that stained the towel. 


“Should be soon,” Derek uttered in return, carding his fingers through Stiles’ hair. “Come on babe 
just relax, it'll fix this.” Stiles coughed a few times but no black sludge or purple fluid came up. 


Stiles wasn’t sure what he’d been forced to drink, other than that it tasted like death. It settled 
heavily in his stomach, making him feel like he needed to vomit. Stiles didn’t relish doing that on 
top of all the previous times he’d expelled black sludge from his body but before he could 
contemplate how much that would suck to deal with again a rush of supernatural energy was 
sparked, like the lighting of a match. Stiles gasped startling the wolves as his eyes bled black, his 
shift falling over him like water as he took a deep breath as the energy crackled inside him before 
he lurched forward just a hair in Peter’s hold and vomited black goo. A lot of black goo. 


The wolves grimaced as the boy proved that it wasn’t over, a large stream of black tar spilling from 
the boy’s mouth as the wolves cursed by the succubus’ heaving. Derek turned to grab his phone, to 
call Lydia back and tell her it had failed only for his hand to never reach it as Peter called his name 
frantically. 


Looking he saw Stiles panting, black still trailing down his chin. The obsidian fluid matched the 
boy’s eyes which had shifted just like the rest of him. Derek’s eyes flitted back and forth across the 
boy's features, waiting a heartbreaking second before the eyes flicked back to normal, his shift 
sliding away as Stiles slumped tiredly into Peter’s hold breathing hard and shaking. 


“That...Really-Really...Sucks.” 


The wolves stared back at the succubus who lay tired in Peter’s arms. “Stiles?” Derek dared to 
hope that it had worked, that the vile expulsion of black ooze was just the last of his body's 
rejection of the flower's poisonous effects. 


Stiles gave a small smile, he felt like shit, but not dying shit. The energy that had swelled within 
him, coiled sharply around the poison in his veins coalescing it in his stomach to be purged in one 
last violent heave was fading. Its job done as the succubus’ body quivered in relief to not being 
tainted anymore. “I-I really don’t...Want to do that, ever again.” 


Derek smiled brightly as he reached out to cradle the teen’s clammy cheek. “You’re sure it's 
done?” 


Stiles nodded, despite never enduring such a horrible thing before, he knew it was over. “Sucks big 
time...B-But it's gone. I don’t feel... Wrong.” 


The wolves sighed in relief, Peter bowing himself over the succubus kissing his head and scenting 
him. “Thank god.” 


Stiles smiled closing his eyes with a hum, daring to be so bold. “Can I sleep now?” He got an 
amused huff for that before pouting as the wolf said no. “Why not? I’m tired.” 


Peter pulled back after kissing the boy's head once more, he stared him down and shook his head. 
“Not yet love, just wait a moment more, I want to make sure you’ re truly over this and we should 
get you into something not so vile.” They all looked down at the sight of the boy’s body, his pants 
were saturated with the black ooze he’d just vomited, his chest was bare and likewise stained. 


“Ew.” Peter and Derek chuckled, both having faced similar fates at one point in their life. 


Stiles looked up at Peter, the one currently holding him to rasp. “I don’t want to save these pants.” 


“Good.” Peter smiled back at him. “Because they’re unsalvagable.” Sending a curious look to his 
nephew Peter questioned. “You don’t happen to have clothing here do you?” 


Derek shrugged. “Probably a few things.” 
“Pants things?” 


Derek and Peter chuckled at Stiles’ question. “Yeah, pants things.” Derek rose to climb the stairs 
that lead to his old bedroom. Idly listening to Peter talk to the succubus, questioning him on how 
he felt. Derek couldn’t help but just relax into his body now that the worst of things were over, the 
wounds Stiles had would heal. 


They could feed the teen as much as he needed and once he was better they’d go home and never 
come back to this wretched place. Derek found some spare clothing for them all, despite he and 
Peter being different sizes, Derek broader than his uncle, they could all wear the younger Alpha’s 
clothing. A good thing since they were all covered in either blood or the black poison Stiles had 
expelled during his fight to survive. Snatching up the clothing, Derek headed back downstairs in 
time to hear Peter promising Stiles that he could rest once they had cleaned him up a bit. Derek 
gave a nod as he knelt down beside the teen holding up the folded clothing. “Let’s get you cleaned 
up and then we’ll get you as comfortable as we can.” 


Stiles hummed tilting his head a bit, grimacing at the sight of his wing only to have his chin 
grasped in a gentle yet firm hand and twisted aside. Derek shook his head at him, Stiles smiled. 
“TIl be okay.” 


“You will.” The Alpha mirrored. “But you don’t need to see that, not right now.” Just because they 
had bandaged the wounds to the best of their ability didn’t mean that it wasn’t still crystal clear as 
to what happened to him. The Alpha smirked when Stiles made a sharp noise when Peter suddenly 
applied a wet cloth to his belly to wash away the black ooze. 


“Jesus that’s cold Peter!” 


Peter smirked as he continued to bathe the teen's flesh. “Is it?” He smiled when that earned him a 
tired hiss. “The sooner we get this off of you the sooner you can rest.” The wolf chuckled when the 
boy complained further when Derek joined him in his task to rid the teen of all the black gunk that 
clung to him. The succubus made an appreciative noise when Peter reached down and began to 
unbuckle his pants, pulling down the zipper before reaching to the brim of the sodden pants to 
shove them down. 


“Gotta tell you something.” 


“Hm?” Peter and Derek asked at the same time while working, Stiles smirked as Peter began to 
help remove his pants. “Didn’t wear any underwear today.” 


Peter blew out a long breath, glaring up at the teen. “Seriously?” 


Stiles gave a small shrug. “Thought I was going to sex you up in the car, underwear and confined 
spaces is just annoying.” 


Chuckling Peter shook his head and divested the succubus of his pants, sure enough, the boy’s skin 
was bare. No more cloth separating the wolf from the tantalizing sight of his naked lover. Peter 
sighed discarding the pants to gently bathe at the trace amounts of black tar that had seeped past 
the barrier of the man’s pants. 


Stiles smiled at Derek when the Alpha gave him a pointed look for not wearing underwear, it 


wasn’t his fault that he was anticipating having some fun in Peter’s car before the shit hit the fan. 
“Do you have mouthwash?” Derek shook his head. “Then get me some cause this taste is never 
going to leave my mouth and I refuse to kiss either one of you and subject you to the horror of 
this.” 


Derek chuckled at the teen's rant. “I got some toothpaste and a brush in the bathroom.” 
“Good, it's about to be sacrificed for the greater good.” 


Derek leaned over and kissed the boy's brow, ignoring the warning hiss he got when Stiles thought 
he was going to push and kiss him for real. “I'll go get that.” 


“Thanks.” Stiles smiled as he gently tried to rise on his own from where Peter was one-handedly 
holding him up. “I think I’m alright Peter, just tired.” 


The wolf hummed clearly ignoring him, not willing to fight about it, Stiles chose to comment. 
“Also pretty sure I’m clean.” The look the wolf shot him had the succubus raising a brow. “I’m 
way too tired to sex you up right now so go enjoy your hand.” 


Peter chuckled at the threat, leaning forward to gently stroke the boy's face, trailing his hand down 
around the boy's ribs and to his hip where he held him tighter against himself. “I can’t do that 
darling if I’m going to enjoy myself it will be for your benefit.” 


Stiles hummed, he supposed that was true, and given the hunger lacing his belly that wasn’t a bad 
idea. “When I don’t feel like shit I’m on board with that.” 


“You’re not going to feel well for a while, not without feeding at least. Your body needs energy to 
heal your wings.” 


“Sounds like you want an excuse to come on me,” Stiles stated pointedly. 
“I don’t need an excuse for that darling.” 


Alright, Peter had a point there, the wolf never needed a reason to throw him down, against, or on 
things to have his way with him and Stiles loved every minute of it. Stiles grinned back. “Let me 
rest a bit, then you can try to feed me...Think we can all use a break.” 


“We’ve already fed you once.” Derek calmly replied as he held out the toothbrush, toothpaste, and 
a cup. 


“Oh... You did?” 


“We were afraid you were too weak to wake up on your own,” Peter explained while Stiles nodded 
brushing his teeth. “So we both fed you, we were right you hardly fed from us, far too weak to truly 
feed. I doubt you’ re feeling much better, are you?” 


Stiles shook his head before he spat into the cup wiping his mouth and grimacing at the black that 
tainted the cup now. “Wow, that’s gross.” He looked back at Peter. “No, still feel like shit...I just 
don’t have the energy to participate.” 


“You don’t need to.” Derek kissed the boy's hair. “We know you need rest, but you need to eat 
too.” 


Stiles leaned into the wolf before begging. “Let me rest a bit Derek, give me an hour, I just want to 
sleep.” 


“Alright darling, let's get you comfortable for your nap.” Stiles sighed in relief and Peter bared the 
glare that Derek sent him for conceding to the succubus’ plea. They could feed Stiles once he 
woke and if the wolf was truly right, while he was out cold. 


Stiles was going to sleep like the dead if his exhaustion was anything to go by, plenty of time for 
him and Derek to feed him while he rested and then again once he was more aware to enjoy it. In 
the meantime, Peter helped Derek to lay Stiles upon some pillows, supporting the crux of his wings 
where they strained the teens back, Stiles groaned in relief at the change in position after being 
held at a bad angle by the desperate wolves. 


Peter smiled while telling him that they’d get him a blanket in a moment, the lazy hum he got was 
ignored. It hardly took five minutes for the succubus to fall to sleep, Peter looked solidly back at 
his nephew. “We’re feeding him now.” 


Derek snorted mildly. “He’s asleep.” 


“And he’ ll still feed while sleeping.” Peter shrugged even as he began to undo his pants much to 
his nephew's disgust. “We can feed him again once he’s awake, but there’s no harm in doing this 
too.” 


“Sure you're not doing that just to pleasure yourself?” Derek glared. “How can he feed if he’s 
asleep?” 


“How could he feed while unconscious?” Peter threw out with ease even as he watched Derek turn 
his head side so as not to see his naked cock. “Its instinct, his body knows when there’s food Derek 
and it'll take what it can get. So either join me or keep your head averted while I feed him.” 


Derek sighed. “We should have asked.” 


“Hardly, you scented his arousal just as I did, he wants to be with us Derek he’s simply too tired to 
do so now.” Peter was lazily stroking himself, far easier for him to get hard this time around with 
the knowledge that Stiles was resting. 


Simply sleeping naked among some pillows after his brush with death, but well on his way to 
recovering. Yes, this time around he wouldn’t need to think pleasurable thoughts, he could simply 
watch Stiles breath sprawled out naked like a delectable treat. 


Derek huffed, he hated it when Peter was right about things, but he refused to not give Stiles what 
he needed so without a passing glance to his uncle, Derek undid his own pants. fishing himself out 
of the cloth and stroking himself to hardness, a far easier task he found as he stared down at the 
sleeping form of his lover. Derek smirked at the sight of his sprawled out body, naked, waiting, 
and most of all alive. 
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Peter smirked, he’d been right, of course, though given the glare Derek kept shooting him it was 
best not to say as much. That was fine, all that mattered was that they’d been able to feed the 
sleeping teen, Stiles never once stirring even though he’d fed. Not as much as if he’d been awake, 
no far from that, but far better than when he’d been dying from those vile flowers. 


They’d feed him again when he woke, but for now, the Alpha’s cleaned him up and draped a 


blanket over him. Derek had even taken the time to let Lydia know that it had worked and to ask a 
favor of her looking into anything else that might be at the ritual site that could be of benefit for 
them. 


“So there’s more?” 


“A lot more,” Derek muttered as he lifted the cup that was still pretty full of the strange ash he’d 
collected. “The alter...Or whatever you want to call it was a tree, split apart into this weird table, a 
bed almost like-.” 


“An altar.” Peter retorted in kind earning himself a glare. “He was a sacrifice Derek, that’s exactly 
what it was.” 


Biting his tongue so as not to fight with his uncle, the pair of Alpha’s had a lot to work on when it 
came to butting heads. Now wasn’t the time for Derek to cause a fight over words. “Whatever...My 
point is the whole thing was made out of a tree, but whatever magic that sacrifice ritual did burned 
it.” 


“Burned? Odd...Most druidic magic doesn’t burn anything, it goes against what they hold dear, the 
earth.” 


Derek shrugged his shoulders unable to explain all of that since he hadn’t been there when the 
ritual took place. “It was just there charred black I barely touched it and it just disintegrated. 
There’s got to be a couple pounds of the stuff.” 


“Good, the more the better...I take it when Lydia told you about the stuff it’s rare?” 


That was beyond what it was and Derek explained as much. “We’re lucky that Stiles’ ritual made 
some from him turning into a succubus, getting some of that...Or the other herbs that help would 

take weeks.” Peter growled, but Derek shook his head. “Even with our connections, we wouldn’t 
have made it in time.” 


“Then all the better we have a dead tree to collect.” Peter glanced down at the cup. “And far more 
research to invest ourselves in.” 


“A lot more.” 


“A lot more what?” Both wolves looked back at the succubus who was blearily staring back at 
them, glancing from one Alpha to the other. Stiles frowned when neither wolf answered him. 
“What?” 


Derek smiled. “Nothing.” He shook his head. “We were just talking about the ash.” 


“Ash?” Stiles saw Peter pick up a cup, he couldn’t see what was in it though. “I can’t see what’s in 
that but I’m assuming it's ashes...’ m also hoping that it's not a person.” 


Peter glared at the teen as he set the valuable ash aside. “It is not, however, it is a very dead tree.” 


Stiles smirked. “Sucks for the poor tree...So that saved me? A tree?” The wolves nodded. “Huh...Is 
that cause we nest in them?” Given the startled looks that came across both wolves' faces, Stiles 
might be right. “Right...So, poor tree sacrificed itself for me and now I’m not hurling up black 
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goo. 


“Yes.” Peter glanced down at the ash with more reverence in his gaze, it made a lot more sense 
now, it hadn’t just been an ordinary alter. Yes, they would be collecting all of that tree’s ashes. 


“Well, that was nice of it.” Stiles frowned then looked over at Derek. “You didn’t burn down the 
forest did you?” Derek and Peter laughed, Stiles pointed out. “That wasn’t an answer and that 
laughter can be taken many ways.” 


“I didn’t burn down the forest, I didn’t even burn down that tree.” Derek waved to the cup of ashes. 
“Tt was in the center of the ritual, the sacrifice you made.” 


“Ooooh, yeah... remember that tree.” Stiles glared down at the ashes. “I’m okay with it being 
dead.” The wolves snorted at his decision, but Stiles stuck to his guns. “Are we sure it can’t do 
anything else that’s bad cause one life-altering transformation is enough.” 


“It's dead,” Peter assured the teen. “Though we’ll have to go out there and collect the rest of its 
ashes.” 


“Why?” Stiles frowned only to have Derek hold up a black stained towel. “Point made.” The 
wolves nodded, Stiles shook his head as he mused aloud. “God our lives are fucked up.” The teen 
shifted, the ache along his spine from his wings pulled taught even across the softness of pillows 
was starting to ache, he hissed when he moved his left-wing on accident. “Motherfucker!” He grit 
his teeth against the onslaught of pain only to sigh a moment later as the pain was slowly pulled 
from his body. Stiles smiled when he felt Peter’s hand which had settled on his shoulder gently rub 
the flesh there as the last of his pain faded. “Thanks.” He gave a great sigh of relief as the pain 
faded. 


“Of course darling, try not to move.” 


Stiles gave a small huff tilting his head to stare at the concerned wolf. “I didn’t even mean to move 
it, I was just trying to shift my back. The wings are just strained, pulling tight cause they're laid out 
like they are.” 


“Can we move them to a better position?” Derek glanced at the black wings, the bandages that he 
and Peter had rigged up stood out, stark white minus the areas where red was peeking through. 


“Not really, my backs bending over the pillows and that pushes on where they’ re joined...But we 
can’t move them cause there’s nowhere to move them too. I can’t curl them up right now, frankly, I 
would really fear trying.” 


“Don’t.” Derek rumbled, he knew what would happen. 


“Never said I was going too,” Stiles muttered as he twisted his head to the side to stare at his 
injured wing. The bandages wrapped around the mutilated parts of his wings were gaudy, clearly 
showing how focused his injuries were and that they were still bleeding. That wasn’t a big surprise 
to Stiles, he had been impaled and the other parts of his wing had been dissected. Overall not a 
great thing to have happen to you, go figure. “How bad does it look?” 


The wolves followed the teen's gaze to the bandage on his wing, they shared a grim look before 
Derek soothed Stiles. “It'll heal.” 


“Wasn’t my question.” Stiles twisted to smile at the wolf. “And I can kinda feel it Derek, and I was 
very much awake when that happened so...How’s it look?” The wolves growled upon hearing that 
dreadful detail, but Stiles couldn’t spare them from such information as they’d just ask later. 


“Not pretty,” Peter informed the succubus. “It doesn’t appear that you have any broken bones 
which is good.” 


“They didn’t break anything.” 


Peter nodded, that’s what they’d seen when tending to the boy. “The puncture wound...Well, it 
goes straight through in between the radius and ulna. All soft tissue, muscle, so it should heal 
cleanly provided that you don’t try to flex them.” 


“Wasn’t even thinking about flying at the moment,” Stiles reported with a wry snort, the wolves 
were clearly thinking the same thing cause they just nodded. 


“They...Opened up another part of your wing, a joint I suspect th-” 


“They wanted the oil from my wings.” Stiles smiled sadly as he turned his head once more to look 
at the bandages. “Said it was worth a lot, seems stupid but then again most people who think 
themselves hunters are.” 


Peter chuckled stroking the boy's shoulder. “Yes, a great many are.” 


Stiles looked down, smirking as he saw the scabbed over cuts the man had given him, his healing 
kicking in to take care of the simple wounds. “Well, at least I don’t look like I got mauled by a cat 
as much.” 


Derek sighed at the teen’s rendition of how his chest looked, he shared a look with his uncle but 
Peter was smirking so that was a lost cause. The fact that the wounds had healed more since they 
fed him was something to note, though Derek had taken notice that the wound he’d caused on his 
wrist to get blood wasn’t as healed as his chest. The place where they’d fed him, the somewhat 
curious event there had the wolf refusing to speak to the theory that provoked. He smiled when 
Stiles looked over at him, a bright grin on his face despite the pain he was in. 


“Do I want to know what you did to them?” 
“It won’t surprise you.” 
“Tt won't?” 


Derek shook his head. “We didn’t mess around with them, we caught them off guard and took them 
down. We wanted to get to you, they were just in the way.” 


“Not for long.” Peter smiled at the teen. “Humans don’t hold up well to our claws.” 


Stiles hummed to that effect, Peter gave a speculative look to the succubus and the wings that were 
causing him pain. Derek had traded off with him, taking some of the succubus’ pain as it wasn’t a 
wise idea for only one of them to do so, it was a great way to lose the Alpha spark as Derek well 
knew. 


Still, even between the two of them, they had to take breaks so as not to risk things and that left 
Stiles in pain. Something that Peter and undoubtedly his nephew as well in a far more distasteful 
mood. “Would it feel better if you laid on your stomach?” 


Stiles blinked at the sudden question. “Umm...Maybe?” Stiles frowned looking at his wings, they’d 
be draped forward in the same slope of his spine taking the pressure off which would be amazing, 
but the injured sections would be pressing into the hard floor...Stiles grinned. “It would help my 
spine a ton, but the places it hurts would be on the hard floor.” He looked back to Peter and said. 
“But pillows are amazing and that should make me a hell of a lot more comfortable.” The wolves 
grinned, and then Stiles burst their bubble. “So, which one of you is hitting me in the head?” They 
both looked aghast by the question and given the sharp noises they both made, Stiles was pretty 
sure he was seconds away from being told off for saying such a thing. “Just saying, as comfortable 
as that move will make me, we still have to move me and that’s going to be a whole new level of 


bad for me...’ m totally okay with head trauma to not be awake when that happens.” 
“We’re not hitting you,” Derek growled at the insane idea. 

“No, we are not.” 

Stiles blew out a long breath. “So...Suggestions?” 

Silence. 


“Yep... This is gonna be fun.” 


Finding a balance 


Chapter Summary 


Moving Stiles onto his belly helps, but the wolves deal with the guilt of hurting him. 
Stiles wakes and gives into the wolves' desires to feed him, the trio discuss where they 
go from there. 


Chapter Notes 


I have returned!!! So glad to be back, and I hope you all enjoy this chapter it's got 
some nice smutty goodness to it. 


Peter frowned as they got Stiles settled the succubus out cold, the pain of moving his wings just 
too much for the already weakened succubus. The scream he’d made when they’d started the 
whole thing was going to be in Peter’s nightmares for months, even if the end result was going to 
be a much more comfortable succubus. 


Derek had gotten the boy’s head situated on a pillow of its own, his wings already in place with a 
gentle cushion to the wounded sections. Peter gently draped a blanket over his...Peter swallowed 
and refused to let his mind wander. 


All that mattered was that Stiles was warm, able to feed, and healing. Peter gently stroked the silky 
membrane of the boy's wing sighing at the damage those hunters had caused the supporting 
structure. 


The Alpha looked at one of the bandages they’d need to change them soon, there was too much 
blood to make them effective, but until the teen began to heal they were really just containing the 
mess of his bleeding. Peter was hopeful that after another good feed they’d start to heal. The 
superficial wounds the succubus had on his chest and the one Derek had made on his wrist were 
healed now, a good sign that the teen's body was healing. However, healing required energy and 
Stiles would need to feed regularly if they were going to fix the damage and keep the boy in a 
somewhat stable state. 


The Alpha would have suggested another feeding to his nephew, but after being one of the forces 
that saw the teen falling unconscious from pain Peter knew there weren’t enough good memories 
to make him able to do so. They would wait and when Stiles woke up Peter would vow to him that 
he’d never suffer like this again. 
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Derek stroked the back of Stiles’ head mindful of his precarious position near the boy’s damaged 


wings which were spread out to their full height as the teen rested on his belly now. He frowned, 
angry at himself and Peter for playing a hand in this, Stiles had wanted the move but none of them 
had truly been prepared for how horrible this would be for the teen. Stiles had screamed...A scream 
that Derek found far too eerily like one of Lydia’s. A scream that had no business coming from 
Stiles, but it had, and Derek had played a part in making it. The Alpha sat there gently stroking the 
teen’s limp body, hoping that Stiles would wake soon so they could try and figure out what their 
next step would be. 


Stiles needed time to heal, he’d need to feed on him and Peter far more often than the succubus 
might like, even with his increased sex drive this would be a lot of touching. He’d be reliant on 
them, sprawled out on the loft floor but the thing that was more worrisome than all of that was that 
the rest of the world was going to keep existing. 


Lydia knew where they were and what had happened, she knew about Scott, about Stiles, about 
everything. Derek trusted the banshee, she’d keep her mouth shut providing that someone 
important didn’t pressure her, namely Stiles or Scott’s family. 


If the sheriff caught wind of them being here, of Stiles being here, and worse of Scott’s death by 
Peter. It would be catastrophic, equally as bad would be Scott’s mother, Melissa finding out her son 
was killed by the same wolf who’d bitten him. 


Scott’s pack would come they’d be angry and the young pack would try to get revenge, they 
wouldn’t, but neither Derek nor Peter had any real quarrel with them. Derek didn’t relish the idea 
of putting down more supernaturals, least of all people he knew, but he was going to protect his 
new pack. 


Beacon Hills would always be home, but it wasn’t their home. Their home was the plot of land that 
they’d bought, home was the house plans that Peter had crafted and that the contractor who was 
building it for them. A new life in a new place with a new pack, a family, and Derek refused to lose 
this one. 
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Time passed and as it did Derek’s mind wandered to all that had gone on and all that lay ahead of 
them. His gaze had drifted to the cup of ash and what it truly meant, Derek’s earlier promise to 
himself that nothing would happen to his pack, to Stiles had the Alpha contemplating what to do. 
Derek stroked his hand down Stiles' head to the nape of his neck, gently rubbing the boy’s tense 
muscles there. 


They’d been under so much strain from his wings, it was easy to tell why Stiles had been in so 
much pain just from laying on his back. The Alpha gently massaged the stiff muscles, as he 
brought up something that had become apparent to him in his thoughts about protecting Stiles but 
that had not been addressed just yet, commenting to his uncle. “We need an emissary.” 


Peter frowned back at his nephew surprised by the sudden decision. “Since when?” 


Derek looked at his uncle, he knew Peter didn’t wish to bring anyone else into their pack. Didn’t 
wish to make any enemies or allow others to know where they were or how to hurt them but Derek 
had a very valid point. “We need druidic magic on the new property Peter, just like the old Hale 
land. Stiles needs those protections, for his tree.” Derek swallowed tensely glancing to the cup of 


ash that had been safely tucked away on the nearby table. “He’s young, once he claims a tree...If 
someone burns it-” 


“I know what would happen.” Peter snapped, their realization that the tree had saved Stiles because 
it was ‘his’ tree that he had been sacrificed on, it giving life again to an ethereal being. The only 
tree that Stiles had technically claimed. “And it won’t happen.” 


Derek gave his uncle an imploring look. “We’ll protect him, I know that, but it's simple work that 
could protect him. Once he’s stronger it won’t mean anything, he’ll be able to move from where 
ever he wants in the forest but until then that’s his home. Once he picks that tree to nest in it's his 
tie to the mortal realm, someone burns that tree they burn him.” 


Peter looked to the succubus, the ethereal being that was so powerful but so fragile. “I don’t want 
an emissary for us, Derek, there’s too many risks there.” He met his nephew's gaze. “You know 
how easy it is for an emissary to be swayed away from the pack they swore oaths to. They’ re 
human, they might have a spark but they’re human and they’ll do what’s best for themselves and 
not the pack when it comes down to it.” 


Derek sighed, he knew this was going to take some work and he knew Peter had valid points. 
Deaton was a good example, he was loyal to Derek’s mother but he’d never been of too much help 
to Derek or Peter. He helped when he felt like it when he felt that the situation warranted his 
attention. Derek had seen time and again through their ordeal with the Alpha pack and all those 
who came after how emissaries could betray their packs and leave them open to attack. “We need 
druidic magic.” 


“I know, but it doesn’t have to be an emissary who does that. Any spark will do, we’ll find one that 
doesn’t have ties yet. We’ ll pay them something outrageous and once the money is transferred and 
the magic done we’ll take the memory back from them.” His nephew sent him a dark look, Peter 
shook his head not giving in on this. “I was your mother's left hand for a reason, Derek, I know 
how to clean up things before they start. A single memory from a spark won’t hurt them and it'll 
protect us. They’ ll still get paid for some random job they’d misplaced from earlier in the 
year...Fair is fair.” 


Derek sighed, Peter’s idea held merit even if he wasn’t exactly happy with it. “We’ll talk about it 
later...We still need to figure out how best to protect the tree. What runes and-.” Derek silenced 
himself when Stiles groaned, he laid his hand flat on the muscle he’d been massaging and pulled, 
taking the sharp bite of pain from the waking succubus with a grimace. He sighed when he had 
taken all the pain there was to take, watching on with a far relaxed smile as Stiles shifted his head 
with a small sigh of relief. 


“Stiles honey, are you awake?” Peter smiled as he gently petted the boy’s wing getting a tired hum. 
Chuckling Peter urged the teen to wake up now that Derek had put him in a pleasant fog. “Come on 
darling tell us if this stupid endeavor of ours worked.” 


Stiles moaned the small ache in his body was nothing like the raging inferno that had sent him 
plummeting into darkness, it was almost like the ache you got from exercising too much. Kinda 
pleasant but a bit too sore to feel entirely comfortable, no matter how it felt Stiles heard Peter 
crooning to him and with a heavy tongue managed to say. “I really love you werewolves.” 


Peter couldn’t help it he laughed, Stiles sounded like he was high the way he had just declared his 
love of them. Shaking his head fondly Peter gently stroked the wing laying next to him. “And we 
love you and all your random declarations of love.” 


Derek snorted, his uncle wasn’t wrong there. Reaching out he stroked the boy’s face beckoning. 


“Come on, answer us. Does this feel better on your wings?” Stiles hummed again, leaving the 
Alpha’s to sigh as the teen went back to sleep. 


“I suppose we just let him rest, keep taking his pain when we can.” Peter gave a somber look to the 
teen who at least for the moment appeared comfortable, time would tell if that was true or just a 
side effect of Derek taking Stiles’ pain. 


An hour passed before the silence that had fallen between the two Alpha’s after a rather quiet but 
heated argument arose about the new house ended. In that time Stiles had barely roused, the 
wolves taking his pain every now and then when he made a noise that could be derived as pain. 
Now, however, when Stiles shifted and Peter made to take his pain, the wolf was paused. 


“T wanna keep this blanket.” 


Derek smirked alongside his uncle at the ingrained instincts that the succubus had to steal certain 
objects like blankets. “Which one? The one you’ re laying on or the one over your back?” 


Stiles hummed. “Beneath...Can’t feel much of the one on top...Is it soft too?” 


Derek reached out to feel the blanket in question having not paid attention to that when getting it 
for the resting succubus. “Not really.” 


“Tt can stay here then.” 


Derek chuckled. “Alright, we’ ll just take the one.” The Alpha gently massaged the boy’s shoulder 
earning a soft hum at the gentle motions. “Is this alright?” 


Stiles smiled into the pillow unable to stop himself. “I like it when you touch me.” 


Derek paused, then snorted. “I mean are you comfortable, not that.” Peter was chuckling at the 
teen’s clear disregard for the real question. 


“As comfortable as I can get I think.” Stiles twisted his head a bit more catching sight of the wolf, 
he smiled. “Back feels better.” 


“That’s good,” Peter replied, happy to hear that the horrible pain of shifting him was at least doing 
some good. 


Stiles smiled staring at Derek, the only wolf halfway within his range of sight. “Hey, 
Zombiewolf.” 


Peter smiled shaking his head at the boy’s little nickname. “Hello, Stiles.” 
“Why aren’t you up here with Derek?” 
“T was tending to your other wing darling, so I just stayed here, I can move if you’d like.” 


Stiles shifted his head a bit, allowing his head to tilt more into the pillow rather than stay kinked 
around to keep Derek in his sights. He’d get a crick in his neck if he kept that up, so Stiles startled 
both wolves by moving his arms under him resting his head on them on top of the pillow. Staring 
straight ahead from where he lay. “You could move in front of me so I can see you.” Stiles smiled 
when the wolves moved for him, he stared at them for a moment before asking. “So...How weird is 
this?” 


“Weird?” 


“Your old digs basically has a succubus throw blanket right now.” Derek glared at him, but Stiles 
just smiled. “What? It's funny.” 


“Tt's not.” 
“Tt’s a little funny.” 
“Tt’s not.” 


Stiles pouted, glancing to Peter only to find the man was shaking his head and staying out of the 
argument. “Tell him it's funny.” 


“He’d hear the lie sweetheart.” 


“Rude.” Peter and Derek smirked at the pouting succubus, Stiles sighed. “So...Anything interesting 
happen while I was blissfully unaware? Did you have your wicked way with me?” 


Peter snorted. “Ironically we did earlier.” 


“Again?” Peter smirked, Stiles, rolled his eyes. “You know that I actually prefer to be awake when 
you accost me right?” 


“Accost.” Peter scoffed. “You act like some-” 


“Virgin about to be sacrificed?” Stiles smirked as the wolves froze. “Been there done that, wasn’t 
much fun.” The dark glares that were accompanied by growls were ignored as Stiles pointed out 
with a grin. “That’s funny.” 


“No. It's not.” The wolves said in unison. 


“You guys need to get a sense of humor...But back on track, did you do it before or after you got 
me on my belly?” 


Peter smiled. “Before, when you were napping.” 
“Oooh, okay.” Stiles smiled. “You let me conk out and didn’t wait for me to wake up.” 


“You need to feed as often as we can get you too.” Derek reminded the teen. “Your body is healing 
and even for a werewolf that takes a lot of energy.” 


“Which is why you guys eat like a starved wendigo all the time.” Both wolves crinkled their noses 
at that comparison, but Stiles didn’t take it back. “Succubi don’t heal like you guys...If I did my 
wings might be nearly healed.” 


“We know sweetheart but that just makes our point more valid, you need to eat and eat often so 
you can heal that damage.” 


Stiles blew out a breath, glancing from wolf to wolf he asked. “So...How are we doing this? Cause I 
really don’t think I can blow either one of you and I don’t have much range of motion for a 

handjob which means you gotta take things into your own hands and that’s really boring in my 
book. I mean, I’m a succubus and you guys have to sit there an-” 


Peter smiled but quickly interjected. “Darling, it is no hardship for either of us to feed you, be it by 
our hand or yours.” 


“Alright...Well, have fun.” 


Derek snorted at the lame suggestion of the teen who was prepared to just lay there while they 
worked themselves through another orgasm. “You know this is more fun when you’ re 
participating.” 


“T can tell you what a stud you are but that’s about as far as my participating goes at the moment.” 
Peter chuckled as he got up and walked around the succubus. 


“Where'd you go?” Stiles frowned only to hum when he felt Peter’s hand come to lay gently on his 
left-wing. “What are you going to do? Jack off on my wing?” 


“I might, do you have a problem with that?” 


Stiles frowned, not really. “Eh, do whatever, just don’t touch the sore bits.” He heard Peter sigh 
and smiled back at an unimpressed Derek. “So, where are you going to get your rocks off?” 


“You don’t make this easy.” 
“T never said I was going to, did you assume otherwise?” 


Derek smiled chuckling at the witty remarks, happy to hear them despite the horrible state the 
succubus was in physically. “Mistakenly so.” 


Stiles sighed. “Well, that letdown is on you and you gotta live with yourself, can you do that?” 


“TIl manage.” Derek scooted closer, unlike his uncle he wanted to be near Stiles, well, Peter was 
near Stiles, but Derek wanted to be where the teen could see him. As voyeuristic as that was for the 
teen, it just helped Derek a bit to feel like Stiles was actually included in this and not just made to 
lay there and take it. He reached out and stroked the boy’s head a moment Stiles sighed and canted 
his head into his arms closing his eyes at the gentle touch. 


“If you try to come on my face I will kill you,” Stiles smirked when he felt Derek’s hand on his 
head freeze at the same time Peter laughed loudly. 


Derek glared down at the teen just as Stiles opened his eyes with an impish grin. “I wasn’t going to 
do that.” 


“Didn’t think so but damn if that disgruntled face ain’t hot.” 
Rolling his eyes Derek muttered. “Knock it off.” 


Stiles smiled, pleased with himself for managing to lighten the mood after all the shit they’d been 
through that day. Stiles closed his eyes and sighed, relaxing as he waited for the wolves to do their 
thing. 


“No falling asleep darling, you don’t feed well that way.” 
Stiles snorted. “I’m not sleeping, I’m relaxing.” 
“Relaxing is the gateway drug to sleeping.” 


Stiles snickered opening his eyes to look over to Derek the Alpha was shaking his head at his 
uncle's attempts to keep the teen awake. “Well, dad always said not to do drugs.” 


Derek gave the boy a bland look as he began to stroke himself to hardness, Stiles just smiled back, 
his gaze lowering to the wolf's hardening cock. Derek growled when Stiles met his eyes again and 


said. 


“When I don’t feel like shit and I can reliably move my body, I’m going to enjoy taking a hot 
shower with you again.” 


Derek grinned, fangs on show, he knew what kind of shower Stiles was talking about. “Good.” The 
wolf growled as he egged his body on, eager to get himself ready so he could feed the succubus. 


“Ah-Ah, share darling,” Peter smirked when Stiles laughed before countering. 
“You don’t like long showers.” 
“You have me there, but ’d make an exception just for you.” 


Stiles rolled his eyes before muttering. “Or we could just have that fun in the car that Scott ruined.” 
The snarls the wolves gave had Stiles wincing, right, bringing up his ex-best friend who had 
caused all of this during sexy times probably wasn’t the best way to get the wolves hot and 
bothered. “Right, my bad...But seriously, I did want to try the sexyness in the car.” 


Peter blew out a hard breath of air, trying to push past the reminder of how they had come to be 
here and how Stiles’ little surprise had been ruined. It definitely had caused a small delay in his 
arousal, but he made up for it by moving the conversation forward rather than backward. “I believe 
calling it what it is might be better than sexyness.” 


Stiles snorted at the lame suggestion. “Its sexyness, you can’t convince me otherwise and all those 
other stupid terms are boring.” 


Peter smiled as he continued to stroke himself, his throbbing cock was hard at long last and he was 
eager to spend himself for the succubus’ gain. “As you wish darling...But the real question is what 
car?” 


“What do you mean what car?” Stiles frowned. “You only hav-” 
“The Camaro would be nice.” 


Stiles laughed at Peter’s suggestion that had Derek snarling at his uncle. “Sorry Peter, if I’m gonna 
sex up the Camaro it’ ll be with Derek.” That at least got him an appraising look from the other 
wolf. “Well, it's your car...And I’m sure you know how to move around in it, you’ Il have to teach 
me.” 

Derek growled at the arousing thought of having some fun in the Camaro with the succubus, the 
leather seats would be nice, better than Peter’s cloth material that was sure. He’d leave Peter to 
deal with the stains his time with Stiles would cause, Derek had no qualms about having some fun 
in the Camaro with Stiles. “I’m sure we can figure it out together.” 


Stiles grinned. “Great, but I still get that shower.” 


“Of course you do sweetheart, he’d never say no to taking a shower with you.” Peter tsked at the 
notion. “He’s a good Alpha, after all, he knows how to take care of his pack and one impish little 
demon.” 


Stiles snorted. “You can’t be impish and a demon.” 


“Sure you can.” Peter challenged. “Imps are a type of demon.” 


Stiles frowned as he thought about that. “Yeah...Okay, I see what you mean there but I don’t think 
Succubi are on that level.” 


“They aren’t,” Derek muttered before he grit his teeth teasing his growing knot. 


Stiles smiled as he watched the wolf work himself over, it was sexy to watch but he did lament not 
seeing what Peter was doing. “I gotta ask zombiewolf.” 


“Yes?” 


Stiles grinned at the growl, the wolves were clearly getting aroused the longer this went on, 
probably because of their sexually promising conversation. “Why are you deciding to come on my 
wing of all places?” 


“Seems alluring, smooth and all.” 
Stiles hummed. “Interesting, not sure how it’ll feel but that’ ll be fun to figure out.” 
“Let me know if it hurts darling I'll take the pain.” 


Stiles just hummed, he didn’t expect any pain no matter where the wolves came on him...Well, 
unless they hurt the damaged parts of his wings. Stiles knew that neither wolf was going to tempt 
fate with that, so he relaxed and idly teased the wolves. 


Grinning from ear to ear as he heard how their calm answers to his questions began to turn to 
growls, the noises growing darker and darker, clearly brought about through clenched fangs. Stiles 
gasped a bit when he heard Peter howl right before a warm spatter of the wolves come splashed 
across his wing. 


It was hot and slick, slowly trailing on the leathery surface of his wings. Stiles bit his lip it felt 
amazingly arousing and he hated Peter for that as the wolf began to spend himself against him. 
Stiles couldn’t berate him, one because he was enjoying the arousing sensations, and two because 
he was doing his best to focus on feeding while he could. 


Peter groaned as he wrapped his fingers around his knot, grasping it tightly to stimulate it so he 
might continue coming so Stiles might get the chance to feed more. 


The succubus was always careful in his feeding and now wasn’t the time for him to hold back. 
With each pulse of his seed, he felt the niggling sensation of energy wrapping around him, 
siphoning off of him through the spending of his seed. 


He growled at the arousing sight of the milky seed sliding slowly down a black wing. Peter 
adjusted his cock a bit and aimed a tad higher, just below the bandages of the teens’ injured wing, 
painting it in himself with growls and groans as he worked himself through his orgasm all the 
while calling out to the feeding succubus. “Take more.” 


Stiles bit his lip whining when he felt that rush of energy fill his belly, it was hot just like the seed 
sliding down his wing, teasing him and making his cunt quicken. Stiles licked his lips before 
calling back. “I don’t want to hurt you.” He was keeping a handle on the raging hunger in his belly, 
his body clearly wanted more food to fix itself but he refused to hurt either wolf. 


“I’m fine Stiles, now feed!” 


Stiles grit his teeth as he allowed himself to take more energy as he felt more and more of the 
wolves come paint his wing. Stiles sighed right along with Peter when it came to an end, Stiles 


panting as he took in the rush of energy the newly made Alpha had given him. Stiles licked his 
bruised lips tasting a hint of blood even as he rasped. “That was a lot of come Peter...Do you have a 
wing kink I didn’t know about?” 


Peter grinned, chuckling through his fangs at the little sex demons taunting question. “If I did it 
would be because of you sweetheart.” He growled at the sight of the boy’s wing, solid black satin, 
but large pools of the wolf's white seed trailed across the sleek surface almost as if it were the 
boy’s natural oil coming to protect the sensitive flesh. 


Peter smiled at the sight of himself coating the delicate surface, his eyes went up to the bandage 
cradling the injury the boy had, he glared at it all the while wondering if his little suspicion might 
work. 


Stiles hummed as he felt Peter’s seed slide down his wing, the heavy, thicker seed of the werewolf 
was traveling slowly coming to a stop midway down his wing as the flexible appendage was laying 
mostly flat beside the pillow. 


The viscous seed more than powerful enough to sit heavy on the wing's surface rather than 
traveling farther. Stiles glanced over to Derek the wolf was fisting himself hard, the man’s knot 
was there, flush and clearly ready for him to come. 


Just moments away if Stiles knew the wolves as well as he thought he did, which he did. Derek 
was going to come any second now and given where he was aiming, Stiles’ shoulder, neck, and 
back, the teen was going to have more hot seed trailing down the length of his body. 


It was still strange to know that something that months before would have made him shiver in 
revulsion, cry in rage of what he had to endure, was now commonplace among him and the 
wolves. It wasn’t filthy, dirty, or made him a whore. It was just an act that was passed between 
them, sure it fed him, but Stiles knew this was done out of love. 


Stiles groaned when Derek’s hot seed splashed across his shoulder, sliding between his shoulder 
blades and the protrusions of his wing blades. The wolf growled as he came on him, but the 
succubus relished the noise just as much as the sensation of the man’s passion spilling upon his 
flesh. 


He smiled resting his head on his arms only to hum when Derek ordered him to feed, right... That’s 
what he was supposed to be doing. Sue him, this was nice. The succubus drew on the wolf's 
energy, pulling from the many spendings of the wolf's seed that spilled across his naked flesh. 
Trailing down his neck to dip into the blanket below, splattering across his shoulder to sink along 
his spine, coating the edges of his wing blades. Stiles swallowed relishing the physical sensation 
even as he drew in the energy that all of those physical acts caused. Stiles must have dozed off 
after he finished feeding on Derek because when he opened his eyes next the wolf was done and 
the pair of Alpha’s were gently cleaning him up. Stiles smiled at their care and consideration 
towards his needs, it all just made him love them more. Knowing the wolves wouldn’t be the first 
to talk, not in this situation at least, far from home and with Stiles injured rather than just hungry 
the teen surprised them. “No more coming on my wings.” 


Peter stopped what he was doing. “Did it hurt? Why didn’t you tell me?!” 


Stiles smirked at how misguided the wolf's rage was. “No it didn’t hurt, but I can’t exactly sex you 
guys up at the moment nor the other way around given how jacked up I am and now I am 
decidedly ready for the sexying up.” 


Peter paused, smirked, and then chuckled as he let that all sink in. Stiles had liked what he’d done, 


so much so that he’d become aroused. “Alright darling, [Il save it for later.” 
Derek shook his head at the teen when Stiles tilted his head to grin at him. “You’re impossible.” 
“Sex demon, by all accounts you’ re correct.” 


“Succubi might be rare darling, but there is nothing impossible about you.” Peter gently stroked the 
boy's wing before uttering. “And you know what he was talking about.” 


Stiles stuck out his tongue to Derek earning a small smile, pulling his tongue back into his mouth 
the teen grinned. Stiles’ eyes widened when he heard a phone, Derek sighed before reaching back 
to pull it from his back pocket. Seeing the wolf pause, Stiles asked. “Is that a good call or a bad 
call?” 


“Don’t know yet,” Derek answered it. “What did you find Lydia?” 


“Oh...Well, if it's Lyd’s were fine.” Derek sent him a glowering look but Stiles stuck to his guns 
there. “What? So long as she’s not screaming near us we’re fine.” The glowering looked turned a 
tad sharper and Stiles just gave a sheepish smile. 


Peter chuckled at the trouble Stiles managed to get himself into even while lying prostrated on the 
ground. Having cleaned up the trails of his come from the boy’s seductive wings, the wolf rose and 
walked around to sit near the boy so he could see him. “Lydia was looking up important things for 
us darling, some of it might be bad.” 


Stiles hummed, glancing away from Peter to Derek. The Alpha was frowning but surprisingly 
hadn’t interrupted Lydia once, Stiles wasn’t sure whether that was supposed to make him feel 
better or just make him worry. Unable to take the tension, Stiles asked. “Is she labeling all the shit 
that can kill me or just saying hello?” 


Derek shot a glare down at the teen before finally speaking back to the banshee. “Just save it, we’ ll 
get the info from you on our way out of town... Yes, we’re leaving.” He sent a speculative look to 
Stiles after saying as much, worried that with Scott dead the teen might change his mind. 


Stiles smiled back at Derek, he knew what had caused the wolf to pause there. “I still say burgundy 
is a good color for a living room.” 


Derek smiled. “No.” He ignored how Stiles bickered with Peter short thereafter on the subject of 
paint colors, relieved to have the teen agree with him on their stance of leaving. “I don’t know, we 
need to wait until he can hide behind his glamour. His wings are too damaged for that, it’ Il be a 
few days I think.” He sent an appraising look towards Stiles, the teen was still talking with Peter 
but Derek let his eyes wander over the prone form. Days if they were lucky and all the feeding 
boosted his healing, Derek didn’t say as much, speaking into the phone. “No, we don’t plan 
to...The only thing me and Peter have to do is go back into the woods.” Derek hummed. ‘T d 
appreciate that, thanks.” 


Stiles twisted his head to stare at Derek who was talking to Lydia in such a calm manner, just 
simple chit-chat despite them referring to things that Stiles knew were about him. Derek even 
going to so far as to thank her, something Stiles couldn’t remember the wolf doing in the past. 


Normally he just gave nods or a small smile to those he was thankful to, words weren’t always 
Derek’s thing. Stiles smiled, he didn’t know why but he was just proud of Derek, proud of how far 
he’d come with them all. The lengths he’d gone to find him, hell he kidnapped Stiles just to save 
him, and he was patient, so patient. 


Becoming an Alpha again hadn’t changed him at all, other than to maybe make him a bit more 
protective but that wasn’t a bad thing. Not by a long shot, looking over to Peter, Stiles wondered 
what would happen now. 


They were both Alpha’s there would be in-fighting, territorial bullshit a mile wide. 


He knew Peter had come a long way since the last time he saw him, there was proof in how they 
lived together, Peter even going so far as to see a fucking therapist. He’d never once complained 
about Derek being the Alpha, he’d just accepted it and moved on. Far more focused on the pack, 
on them living together safely, and on taking care of Stiles though the succubus didn’t believe he 
deserved such devotion. 


The only thing Stiles had noticed between the two wolves is that for some reason Peter despite all 
his cockiness in his abilities and who he was, was less confident when it came to sharing time with 
Derek. Like he expected Stiles to just one day say no and that’s why he was always so fervent in 
his attentions to him. 


Stiles didn’t shy away from the rampant affection he was given. He liked both wolves’ means of 
loving on him, Derek was more slow, deep if you could contribute that word to how the wolf was. 
Peter was all passion, violent, and spur of the moment. It was nice to be caught off guard from time 
to time, Peter was more spontaneous than Derek who wanted to make sure Stiles was okay before 
doing anything. Peter just threw him into a wall at random and ravished him before asking if it was 
good, and it always was. When the wolf raised a brow clearly catching onto the fact that Stiles had 
been staring at him, the teen smiled. “Just thinking.” 


“About?” 


Stiles wasn’t sure how to say that he was comparing the two wolves and that he had no intentions 
of ever casting Peter out of the little fucked up threesome they had going on. So he settled for the 
biggest fear he had at the moment. “You’re not going anywhere right?” 


“Anywhere?” Peter chuckled. “Darling I have nowhere else to be.” 
“No.” Stiles shook his head on top of his arms. “I mean... You’re an Alpha again and so is Derek.” 


“Ah, I see what you mean, and no. Derek and I have talked about it, it might take time and practice 
but we believe we can co-exist, the familiar bonds should help with that...And you, of course.” 


“Me?” 


Peter chuckled at how the boy didn’t see it. “We’re connected through you darling, we care deeply 
for you and we know that the other is required to take care of you. You link our packs 
together... You’re our Beta.” 


Stiles smirked. “You can share a Beta?” 
“We've decided to.” 


Stiles snickered at the made-up bullshit the two wolves had just started, he wasn’t going to say it 
was stupid. If it worked then that was great, Stiles would be more than okay with being labeled 
both wolves’ Beta. Canting his head to the side as it rested on his arms Stiles asked. “Does that 
mean if I do something bad yov’ ll blame the other Alpha for it?” 


“Possibly.” 


Stiles loved the impish grin that Peter gave him, the bitter honesty there of how the two wolves 
would mess with each other that way. “Fine, but I reserve the right to say that one of you agreed to 
something when the other asks.” Peter chuckled a bit before reaching up to tap his chest. “You’re 
all assholes, stupid lie detector bullshit.” Stiles glared at the chuckling wolf. 


“T m sorry darling, we have no control over such things, but I’d hope that you don’t feel the need to 
try and lie to us.” 


Stiles huffed, dryly stating. “Even when I try I fail...It only ever worked on Scott cause he could 
never nail that little trick of yours, half-truths got by him all the time.” 


Peter clenched his jaw when Stiles brought up the deceased teen, the one who he had killed just 
hours before in vengeance of the succubus. “Half-truths are still lies and any wolf worth their fangs 
can tell that.” 


Stiles didn’t comment on the clear insult that Peter was issuing towards Scott, it was pointless, one 
because he wasn’t going to defend Scott and two because Scott was dead...Scott was dead. Stiles 
frowned before asking. “Where was I?” 


“Where?” Peter tilted his head to the side curious by the strange question. “What do you mean 
where?” 


“The place where Scott took me, where was it?” 


Peter growled, cutting himself off abruptly when he caught himself. “A meatpacking plant, 
deserted and a commonplace for unsavory meetings.” 


Stiles snorted at how fancy Peter tried to make that all sound. “So a broken down warehouse that 
bad guys do bad things in.” 


Peter smirked. “Essentially.” 
“And...Scott’s still there?” 


The Alpha hummed, sardonically replying. “Unless he learned how to raise himself from the dead 
he should still be there.” 


Stiles nodded, Peter’s little joke might be funny but Stiles was focused on something else at the 
moment. “When we get ready to leave...If no one knows, I wanna make sure Melissa finds him...I 
mean, not Melissa cause that’s horrible. He’s her son and all, but I-I wouldn’t want her wondering 
what happened.” Stiles swallowed looking back at the wolf with some pain. “She was always like a 
mom to me, she doesn’t deserve to wonder what happened.” 


“Surely you don’t want to tell her the truth.” Peter frowned back at the conflicted teen, there was 
no way that Peter would allow such a thing. It was too risky for Stiles, and their new pack. 


Stiles shook his head, he knew Melissa wouldn’t understand. Scott was her son and no matter what 
horrible things he might have done, Stiles couldn’t beat that. ““No...[ guess just use a burner cell? I 
don’t know...Just let her know or my dad... Yeah, he’d probably be a better option.” Stiles chuckled 
a bit. “What with being a cop and seeing soooo many dead bodies before and the whole wolf 
thing.” 


Peter just hummed, the boy was right, the sheriff would be a better avenue to take when it came to 
revealing the other teen’s fate. The sheriff could be trusted to remove any evidence of them, pass 
the whole thing off as an animal attack given how they were all killed by the wolves' claws. Scott’s 


mother could bury her idiot son, and they could move on with their lives. “We’ll find a way to 
inform him...Unless, you wanted to see him before we leave?” 


Stiles swallowed, it was tempting. Oh, so tempting to see his dad again, he’d left in a hurry with a 
barely legible note left behind. He’d never called or left any trace of himself that the man could 
track, hadn’t even called Lydia as he didn’t want his friend to be put in that position of lying to his 
dad for him. 


Stiles longed to see his dad again, but he knew the horrible things he did, even if they were to 
protect himself... They were still wrong, still illegal, and more often than not murderous. His dad 
didn’t deserve living with all of that, just because Scott told him didn’t mean the man had to deal 
with seeing him. “No.” He saw Peter scowl, Stiles gave a bittersweet smile as he knew the wolf 
had heard the lie in his heartbeat. “I wanna see him Peter, but I can’t.” He clarified. 


Peter nodded when the teen explained, yes, things were difficult when it came to wrapping up their 
ties in Beacon Hills. It would be hard for Stiles to leave his father behind again, but the teen was 
probably smart in deciding not to see him. 


It would just make things harder and put them in a precarious situation when it came to the law. 
Peter sincerely doubted the sheriff would arrest his own son, him, however, was fair game and so 
was his nephew. Granted, the only ones who knew what happened were Lydia and by some 
extension of their conversations Stiles. The chances of things going wrong weren’t worth the risk 
of Stiles being able to say goodbye. “We can always call...Like you said, burner or other towns.” 


Stiles smiled at the wolf trying to find some manner to make this easier, offering to find a way for 
Stiles to call his dad. Stiles wasn’t even sure if he’d manage that without breaking down, but it was 
something to think about for the future. Both his and Peter’s attention went to Derek when the wolf 
ended his call with the banshee tucking his phone away in his back pocket. 


Looking at his uncle, Derek spoke calmly. “Lydia’s sending us an e-mail, she found some stuff we 
need to know.” 


“Stuff about me?” 
Derek smiled down at the curious teen. “About Succubi in general.” 
“So me.” 


Peter chuckled when his nephew managed to walk into that one. “The boy has a point, Derek, he’s 
the only succubus we know.” 


Rolling his eyes at the pair, Derek moved on by asking Stiles. “Can you eat again?” 


Stiles blinked at the stupid question, Stiles didn’t think there was anything that could particularly 
stop that other than himself. “Um...Why?” 


Derek glared. “Why do you think?” 


“Right, well I’m pretty sure that death by masturbation is a new low so how about we wait a hot 
minute.” Stiles snipped back at the wolf. “You two already fed me a few times now, you might be 
Alpha’s but I can take a lot of energy without realizing it.” 


“I feel fine.” 


Stiles glared. “Yeah, that’s kinda how you end up dead, trust the succubus alright?” 


Derek sighed, he wasn’t sure if he believed Stiles on that so he tested him. “You’ve had food say 
they felt fine only to accidentally kill them?” 


Stiles tensed at the question before saying. “Yeah.” 


Derek frowned, Stiles hadn’t lied. Newly sobered the wolf gave a small nod. “We’ll wait a couple 
hours, wolves heal fast, Alpha’s even faster.” 


“Eat something.” Stiles frowned then uttered in disbelief. “Wow, I literally just told my food to eat 
so I can eat it.” 


Peter laughed at the disgruntled look that crossed the teen's face. “We know what you meant 
darling, the more energy we have the less likely for complications on your end.” Stiles gave a 
small nod. 


“TIl go into town,” Peter assured them both. “Pll draw far less attention, the majority of denizens 
here would be far too shocked upon seeing me to interrupt what I’m doing.” 


“Just make sure you’re not followed, pick up the Camaro,” Derek ordered his uncle. “The easiest 
way out of here is by car and I don’t know how long we’ I stay after Stiles is well enough to 
leave.” 


“Not long I’d wager.” Peter smiled back at the succubus who was frowning back at them, clearly 
upset for all that was happening. “I must ask a question of your sweetheart.” 


“Alright?” 
“If I eat Chinese food does my energy taste different?” 
Stiles gave a flat look to the wolf. “Go get the fucking Camaro Peter.” 


The wolf smirked. “Just checking.” Turning to his displeased nephew, Peter assured the younger 
Alpha. “Ill return with food and our getaway vehicle...Do warn Lydia for me, I'd hate to startle 
her.” 


Stiles snickered. “She’d scream at you just because.” 


Peter sent a sharp look to the amused teen before giving an aggrieved sigh. “What do you want to 
eat?” 


Derek shrugged. “Anythings fine.” 
“Right...Darling remember what he said for when I return.” 


Stiles smiled as Derek glared at his smirking uncle. “Sure.” That earned him a spiteful look from 
Derek, but the teen didn’t waver. “Be careful.” He called to Peter as the wolf headed for the door 
rather than taking the shortcut that Derek had. 


“T m sure that I'll survive the town, after all the last things that killed me were you two.” 


“Ha-Ha-Ha.” Stiles rolled his eyes as the wolf’s laugh echoed down the hallway. “He thinks he’s 
so funny.” 


Derek smirked when he heard Peter answer that, Stiles, of course, was unable to pick up the wolf's 
retort. Stiles’ hearing might be better than any human's, but he wasn’t a wolf. The teen did, 
however, pick up on the sudden change in Derek. 


“He said something didn’t he?” Stiles huffed when Derek just chuckled. “That’s basically a 
confession you know that right?” 


“Maybe, but I haven’t revealed anything.” 


Stiles hummed the wolf was right, he hadn’t said whatever slanderous things Peter had echoed 
from further in the building. “Is he gone?” 


“Gone?” 
“Too far away for you to hear him and him to hear us?” 
Derek smiled at the question, Stiles clearly having a motive for this. “Yeah, he’s gone.” 


Stiles blew out a breath before telling the Alpha. “You’re sworn to secrecy I mean it.” He unfolded 
an arm just to point at the wolf, Derek held up his hands in surrender. “You tell him and no sexy 
shower times.” Derek chuckled, but Stiles figured that was just because he said ‘sexy times’. 
“What you eat doesn’t matter, it's how you feel that matters.” 


“How we feel...Emotions really change our energy for you? I mean, we saw something like that in 
our research but it sounded-” 


“Hokey?” Stiles gave a small nod as he re-situated his head on his arms. “Well, it's not... think 
that’s part of the purpose of how we work. We make people feel good so they taste good to us, get 
it?” 


“Sure...But does it always work?” 


Stiles snorted. “No, our emotions affect it too...Feeding off of others has always been bad but 
normally if they’re happy it helps take the sourness my own mood adds to it.” 


“And when you feed on me and Peter?” Stiles shook his head, Derek frowned. “What? Is it still 
bad?” 


Stiles found it rather cute that the wolf was worried about how his energy tasted to him, it wasn’t 
as if he could change that on the fly. Derek had to genuinely feel those emotions for it to count just 
like Stiles had to feel good to add things from his end. “It's complicated in general when it comes 
to the whole mood thing, but with you and Peter it's always been...” Stiles blushed a bit. “Well, the 
best meal I’ve had since this whole fucked up situation happened...And I hate referring to you as 
food, you know that.” 


Derek smiled. “I know, but I’m glad that we make it easier for you.” 


“Well, you two looking hot as hell kinda helps things too.” Stiles snickered when Derek rolled his 
eyes at him. “What? I’m just telling the truth.” 


“I know.” Derek gave a fond expression to the succubus before asking him. “This might be hard to 
answer, but Pd like to know.” 


“Shoot.” 


Derek sighed. “You said that your food, the ones who died said they felt great and that’s how 
things spiraled out of control.” 


Stiles adverted his gaze. “Yeah.” 


“Did they say anything else? How it felt or-” 


Stiles ground his teeth a moment, he truly hated answering questions about what had happened 
when he killed people. He knew Derek’s heart was in the right place and that’s the only reason he 
managed to not blow up on the man. “Just...Look, I hate that question.” 


“Tm sorry-” 


“But I get why you’re asking.” Stiles looked back at the concerned wolf. “So I’m gonna do my 
damndest to answer you but I don’t want to talk about this ever again.” 


Derek nodded his head. “We won’t.” 


Stiles took a slow, even breath. “A-A lot of them said they had goosebumps like they got them 
from a sudden temperature change. They got cold, but it wasn’t gradual, it's like a switch is flipped 
and that’s one of the last warnings you get.” Stiles swallowed. “So that’s the biggest one, the one 
you gotta pay a hell of a lot of attention to, but a few others said that they tasted something sweet, 
like sugar but the two who said that each said something else...So I think it's personalized, cause 
one guy said candied apples and the other said cotton candy.” Stiles snorted. “Why in the hell you 
taste that shit before dying I have no idea...But it didn’t hurt at least, I mean...None of them were in 
pain from what I could tell not that I was all that aware cau-” 


“Stiles you didn’t mean to hurt them,” Derek interjected. “And they wouldn’t have been in pain, I 
just wanted to know since you were worried about hurting us. Getting goosebumps is a good 
warning though I’m not sure if that would affect me and Peter.” 


“Why?” Stiles frowned as he finally turned to meet Derek’s gaze once more. 
“We’re wolves, we run hotter than humans.” 


Stiles thought about that and then shook his head. “No, I think it still would, its like I take all the 
energy, life energy and so you get cold...Like a corpse.” 


Derek nodded his head. “Well, then us being wolves should alert us sooner since we do run hotter.” 
Derek smiled. “But we’ll be careful alright, you just have to trust us we want to get you better.” 


“I know that.” Stiles hissed. “But I’d rather have my wings fucking cut off than risk killing either 
of you.” 


“Don’t say that,” Derek growled, his eyes flaring red and startling the succubus. “No one is cutting 
off your wings.” 


Oh. Stiles swallowed, ducking his head. “I know...I was just using it as an example, Derek.” 
“Well don’t.” 


Stiles sighed. “I just can’t lose you two because you want me to be better faster, I’m alright.” Stiles 
jumped just a bit when Derek suddenly laid a hand on his shoulder, the teen closed his eyes with a 
small sigh as the pain that had settled heavily on top of him was lifted. 


“You're in pain.” 


“T got the shit kicked out of me...Figuratively speaking.” Stiles opened his eyes to smile. “Pretty 
sure no one actually punched or kicked me.” 


Derek snorted out of everything that had happened hearing Stiles bring up something so benign as 
kicking was both amusing and ridiculous. “Good to know.” 


“My point is, we’re somewhere safe, so why rush things?” 


“The longer we stay the higher the chances of someone finding out we’re here. Peter can’t run all 
our errands, Stiles, me, and him going back and forth will eventually see one of us being arrested 
by your dad if he thinks we have answers...I told him I was going to get you so if he sees me in 
town he’s going to stop me. Chances are he already saw the Camaro when Lydia took it.” 


“Other people have black Camaros.” 

Derek raised a brow. “Other people in Beacon Hills?” 

“Yes, there are other Camaros.” Stiles snorted. 

“Black ones, with custom rims? Things your dad would pick up on.” 
Stiles pouted. “Point made.” 


Nodding the Alpha muttered. “The sooner we can leave the better, but we aren’t going to risk you 
just to leave. We’re in a situation where going one way could do just as much harm as if we went 
the other.” 


“Reached a highly unstable middle ground.” 


“Yes.” Derek smiled as he rubbed the teen’s shoulder. “Me and Peter can take care of ourselves, it 
might be awkward to talk to people in town but that’s nothing new to us.” Stiles snorted, but Derek 
didn’t let that stop him. “Your dad is the person we can’t let find us, chances are he’d call Lydia-” 


“Cause everyone goes to her for answers,” Stiles smirked. “She’d try to lie but face it, my dad can 
get secrets from a monk who took a vow of silence.” 


Derek smiled at that, Stiles wasn’t exactly wrong on that part. Noah had a way of digging the truth 
out of people, even when Derek didn’t lend a helping ear. “Exactly, Peter and I aren’t going to risk 
ourselves, you need us just as much as we need you. We just want to get you well enough to make 
the trip back home.” 


“T know.” Stiles looked straight ahead rather than at the wolf who was giving him a pleading 
expression. “I know that b-but I hurt people, killed people without meaning to Derek. I can’t do 
that to you.” 


“You won’t. Peter and I can always trade off and on alright? One of us can be fully mentally intact 
to make sure nothing happens until you’re strong enough to go back to feeding as you were.” 


Stiles gave a shuddering breath, looking back to smile at Derek. “Okay.” He nodded. “Yeah, we 
can do it that way...But not until you two eat and rest.” 


“Fine.” Derek was just happy to finally have reached some kind of agreement with the succubus. 
Needing to break the tension, Derek asked in a curious tone. “Did it really feel good on your 
wing?” 


Stiles blushed a small grin on his face. “No.” 


Derek smirked back. 


Worth the stench 
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Lydia gives the wolves a binder containing an assortment of cures for various 
ailments, one of which happens to come with a odious stench but seems to do wonders 
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“Many thanks for keeping his car in one piece, he is rather fond of it,” Peter grunted as he had a 
binder slammed into his chest before the keys were tossed in the air for him to catch. He raised a 
brow at Lydia holding up the binder. “And this little present?” 


“T sent the rest via e-mail.” The banshee said simply and concisely. “That is all the things I could 
find about healing a succubus.” 


Peter’s eyes widened he glanced down at the binder and all the printed pages that the girl had put 
together in the hopes of helping them care for Stiles. Lifting his head the wolf nodded. “Thank 
you.” 


Lydia shifted uncomfortably upon hearing the wolf's gratitude. “Is he really better?” 


“Yes, well...He is no longer rejecting anything, he still has a lot of healing to do. His wings are 
very badly damaged.” 


“T saw.” 
Peter hummed gently raising the binder. “Perhaps this might help that situation.” 


“I hope so.” Lydia looked away from the wolf tense as they stood there awkwardly a moment. 
“You're all leaving again...He’s not going to come back is he?” 


“No, I don’t believe so...But surely you can see how that is better for him. The good memories he 
has here have been cruelly tainted in ways that neither of us could hope to rectify. Stiles misses this 
place, but he knows it's not what’s best for him.” 


Lydia crossed her arms over her chest, not to be impetuous but because she needed the security that 
brought her. “I know.” She glanced back at the wolf. “I just kinda hate that it's you that’s putting 
him back together.” 


“Me and Derek,” Peter replied with a smile as if that would soften the blow to her before adding. 
“And he is doing us a great favor.” 


She snorted. “I bet.” 


Peter growled startling the girl a dark snarl forming as he tore into her. “Do not do that. He is not 
some sex fiend that we slake our lust on under the pretenses of keeping him alive. We’re not using 
him, we’re caring for him when everyone turned their backs on him.” 


“I didn’t.” 


Peter’s snarl faded when he heard the hollow tone in the normally strong girl's voice. “No. You 
didn’t.” He agreed, Peter’s jaw clenched a moment before stating. “What I meant was that he is 
holding me and Derek together, I had not hoped to have rekindled any relationship with my nephew 
after the horrors I committed while insane. I was content with my exile as I had earned it, then 
Stiles appeared and thought himself so much eviler than I ever was.” Peter scoffed at such an idea 
even as Lydia stood there watching him with wide eyes. “Derek and I have been trying to put him 
back together, but he’s done the same for us. Our pack is whole, it's not broken or pieced together 
with duct tape. He accepts us for what we are now and we do the same for him.” 


“You’re both Alpha’s now, that changes things.” The blonde gestured to Peter. “Now what are you 
going to do?” 


“We’re going to co-exist, it won’t be easy but we have Stiles to keep the peace between us. Our 
only priority at the moment is getting him healthy so we can leave, he can’t glamour himself, he’s 
too weak and his wings are too badly damaged to be tucked back as they normally are.” Peter sent 
a scathing look to the binder that would no doubt prove helpful, but that he resented needing in the 
first place. “Thank you for your help, you have Derek’s number if you’d like to come and see him 
while we’re here.” 


“Sure.” 


Nodding Peter made his way down the front porch of the girl's home, walking to the muscle car 
with ease and sliding inside. He saw Lydia go back inside the house and after passing another glare 
to the binder, set it aside on the passenger side and prepared to go and locate some food for him 
and Derek. The wolves would need a lot of energy if they were going to keep feeding Stiles while 
he healed. 


KOKK K KK KK K K K 


Derek smirked when he heard the Camaro, finally, Peter was back. He wasn’t sure what might 
have taken his uncle this long to return, after all, all he’d been doing was getting his car and getting 
food for them. Yet it had been over an hour now, he and Stiles had talked about a lot of things. 
Derek doing his best to keep the teen's mind occupied on the future away from Beacon Hills rather 
than stay adrift in what had happened. Stiles saw when he suddenly tilted his head a bit, the Alpha 
glared when the teen quipped. 


“What is it Lassie, Timmy fall down the well.” Stiles snickered at the glare that got him. 
“Cute.” 


Given the dry tone of voice Derek used, he wasn’t amused. Stiles reached out and patted the man’s 
thigh. “Come on you have to agree that you guys react similarly to dogs when you hear stuff that 
no one else can.” 


“We do not.” 
“You do...But don’t worry I think it's cute.” 


Rolling his eyes at such a thing, Derek got up when he heard Peter demand his help. “T Il be right 
back, Peter needs my help.” 


“Jesus how much Chinese food did he get you guys?” Stiles frowned at the prospects of how much 
might be required to feed the two, Derek chuckled and left the loft. 


Stiles hummed, well aware that the wolves could hear him, stating. “You know I’ve always 
thought this place was pretty cool, before we leave we should desecrate your bed with all of the 
sexytimes.” Stiles grinned knowing how that would go over with the wolves who were most likely 
still with the car. 


“Your shower here sucks so we’ll have to wait until we get back to Peter’s apartment...Ooh, we 
need to make sure there’s an awesome shower in the new place cause we are totally going to make 
use of it...Peter, you should get the same bed you have at the apartment, it's nice and big. I forget 
did you guys extend that island in the kitchen? Cause I think that would be a cool place for 
sexytimes, just saying you throw me against a wall a lot...Counters a hard surface too.” Stiles 
grinned when both wolves came in through the loft door glaring at him. “What’s wrong?” 


“You’re very cruel darling.” 


Stiles chuckled as the wolves came over their arms laden with bags. “Wow, you did get a lot of 
food.” 


“Some groceries and yes, takeout.” Peter and Derek set their bags down Derek took the 
refrigerated portion towards the kitchen Peter called out. 


“Are you even sure you have power still?” Peter gave Stiles a droll look and rolled his eyes at his 
nephew's reply. 


Stiles chuckled, he was able to make out what Derek said, but it was harder on his ears given the 
space between them. “He’s got a good point.” 


Shaking his head Peter dug into the take-out box surprising the succubus that it wasn’t actually 
Chinese food that he’d gotten but burgers. He smiled at the teen. “Protein.” 


“Ah.” Stiles nodded his head. “I get it.” Stiles smiled when Derek came back to sit on the floor 
beside his uncle handed his own bag of food, Stiles just watched them. Not bothered by the fact 
that they were eating in front of him, after all, food served little purpose for him now. Stiles tilted 
his head against his arms, his cheek resting along his forearm as he yawned. 


“Are you alright darling?” 
Stiles hummed. “Just sleepy.” 
“Just sleepy?” 


Given the tone that Peter used, Stiles figured they were worried he was too weak to stay awake. 
“Yeah, blankets are warm, it's nice.” 


Peter nodded his head and returned to his meal, allowing the succubus to rest now that he was 
reassured that the teen wasn’t suffering from a lack of energy. It didn’t take long for Stiles to drift 


off, the wolves continued eating in the silence. 


Derek waited until they were nearly done with their food and he was sure that Stiles wouldn’t wake 
to explain his little conversation with Stiles. 


“Goosebumps...Odd response as a warning for death.” Peter scoffed. “But at least there is one. 
You’re sure he won’t budge on both of us feeding him?” 


Derek shook his head. “He was amendment about it, he wants us to eat and rest before we feed him 
again. He’s worried he’ II hurt us.” 


Peter rolled his eyes. “We’re wolves, it takes a lot more than his little feedings to harm us.” 


“He just wants to be sure, besides it's not like he’s saying we can’t feed him twice a day or 
anything, he just wants us to rest and eat so we have the energy to recover.” 


Peter waved a hand as he ate a french fry. “Yes-Yes, I suppose that’s reasonable.” 


Derek smirked around another bite of his burger, chewing and swallowing before asking. “Did you 
expand the countertops?” 


Peter grinned. “No, but I will now.” 


Derek chuckled at the little additions Stiles had teased them with the thoughts of having their way 
with him there. The Alpha looked towards the stairs that led up to the bedroom he’d occupied for 
years, Stiles was probably joking about them doing anything up there but the thought of leaving 
their scent behind was appealing to his wolf even if Derek himself thought it was stupid. Nobody 
was liable to come here, no wolf at the very least which would make that claim null and void. 


“What are you staring at?” 


Derek hummed, shaking his head he looked back at Peter. “Nothing.” The man raised a brow at 
him and Derek realized he’d heard the lie. “Just thinking about what Stiles said.” 


“About?” Derek motioned towards the bedroom earning a sly grin from his uncle. “It's pointless, 
once we leave no ones going to be coming here.” 


“Ah, but the notion that we could claim the space is still appealing to our wolves regardless of that 
knowledge.” Peter pointed out simply before taking a drink from his soda. “It's a claim, one that 
would make our wolves more at ease.” 


“But we can’t do that, he’s not well enough and he meant on our way out which makes the whole 
thing even more pointless.” 


Peter shrugged, he didn’t think so and he pointed that out with ease. “It would still be fun though 
given we’ll have a few hours' drive back home.” 


Derek snorted at his uncle's reasoning for them to have some fun in the bed upstairs before leaving. 
“Right...Cause those few hours will kill us.” 


“They might.” 


Derek didn’t bother replying to that remark, they both knew it wouldn’t and his uncle was just 
trying to find a reason to back up Stiles’ idea. The Alpha would leave it up to the succubus on 
whether or not he truly wanted to do something in the bedroom before they left. He gave a nod 


towards the binder that Peter had brought in with him and hadn’t parted with. “What’s that?” 


Peter glanced to the item that Lydia had all but hit him with. “Research that the little banshee did, 
she said she e-mailed the rest but believed this might be of some use to us.” 


“Why?” 


Peter smiled as he reached over to pick the item up, he hadn’t looked at its contents yet but now 
was a good a time as any. “Things that heal succubi.” Peter grinned back at his nephew. “Perhaps 
we can speed his healing up a bit other than just feeding him.” Peter opened the binder and 
hummed, one of the first things was the trick with the ash, he flipped to another wondering what 
else the girl might have discovered for them. The wolf hummed, telling his nephew. “A unique but 
sadly useless cure.” 


“What is?” 
Peter looked up. “Mistletoe.” 
Derek sighed. “Yeah...That’s not very helpful to us.” 


“Succubi are different, they’re not affected by wolfsbane or...Mistletoe, at least not negatively.” 
Peter stared back at the results. “If it were to come to him needing some he’d be on his own to deal 
with it, we couldn’t subject ourselves to it for long.” Looking up to his nephew he did offer a short 
smile. “Thankfully that is a cure for another malady and not what we face today.” Derek nodded 
back at him, Peter returned to perusing the book. “He keeps getting more mysterious and yet 
altogether clearer the more we learn.” 


“Succubi don’t normally associate with other supernaturals,” Derek replied. “You said you’ ve met 
another one, but until Stiles, I’ d never come across one.” 


“Not surprising, they avoid predators.” Peter flipped the page in the binder. “Ha.” He chuckled. 
“What?” Derek frowned at his uncle's amusement, raising a brow when the man said. 

“That mountain ash at the meat plant was for Scott, not Stiles, he isn’t affected by it.” 

“He’s not?” 


“Ethereal being.” Peter smiled, earning a huff from Derek. “An interesting and useful trait of his 
species.” Peter flipped the page and nodded. “That ash is used for a few things, there’s mention of 
the crystals as well... Though they’ re used sparingly.” 


“Not surprising, you said they’re used for childbirth.” 


“They are...And disturbingly enough surgery.” Peter looked up in time to see Derek grimace. 
“Apparently hunters have made use of other tools to injure them, leaving tainted flesh behind that 
has to be cut out.” 


Derek growled at the thought of another hunter crossing paths with Stiles, to do something like that 
and leave the wolves to cut into him. “What is it that the hunters are using?” 


“Doesn’t say...We’ll have to look that up ourselves. The crystals are traditionally used to weaken 
them, make them susceptible to other things.” Peter waved his hand. “And as a pain killer to some 
extent.” Shaking his head the wolf flipped the page and noted. “Nightshade.” 


“Nightshade?!” 


Peter huffed, looking up to his nephew who was growling once more. “Temper yourself, Derek, he 
is different than a great many things. What would kill or maim other species, us included doesn’t 
affect him the same way. Nightshade can be used to help with poison, isn’t that hilarious.” Peter 
chuckled. “His ethereal nature seems to like to skirt the edge of death, an attribute having to do 
with feeding no doubt.” 


“Lovely.” 
Peter flipped the page and grinned. “Finally something useful.” 
Derek sighed in relief. “What is it?” 


“A type of moss...[t can help his wings if they’re damaged.” Peter frowned as he read through the 
information tapping the page. “I think we can get some from Deaton.” 


“Deaton’s not here.” 


Peter looked up. “Really nephew? Is this to be your first breaking and entering?” Derek glared 
back at him. 


“He has protections.” 


“Only if we have malicious intent, which we do not.” Peter offered the binder over to Derek. “Pll 
return with some.” 


“Can we find it in the woods if he doesn’t have any?” 


“Perhaps, but moss is moss, and finding it might be harder than we anticipate.” Peter smiled down 
at the sleeping succubus. “Keep him company, it shouldn’t take me long to ransack the man’s vet 
practice.” 


Derek snorted, he knew Peter would do that if it meant finding what he wanted faster. “Don’t get 
arrested.” 


“TIl do my best nephew.” Peter rose and walked calmly toward the door, leaving Derek to tend to 
Stiles in his wake. 


Derek flipped the page in the binder, humming as he began to read more about what helped such a 
unique creature as a succubus. 
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Stiles woke slowly, he was oh so tempted to stretch but the constant sizzle of pain from his wings 
reminded him of how bad an idea that was, so he yawned and looked around. Derek was reading 
from a binder, where he got that Stiles didn’t know, but he also took note of something else. 
“Where’d Peter go?” 


Derek smiled as he flipped to the next page. “To find moss.” 


“Moss?” 


Derek looked up at the confused teen. “Moss.” 

Stiles glared when the wolf didn’t feel the need to explain. “Why? What do we need moss for?” 
“Your wings.” 

Stiles spared his injured wing a look. “How is moss going to help that?” 

“Says that it helps keep the tissue moist, promotes healing.” 

“Auh...Alright, so Peter went to go hunt down moss in the forest.” 

“No.” Derek grinned as he flipped the page. “He went to ransack Deaton's place.” 


“HA!” Stiles laughed at that. “That’s hilarious, hes’ gonna come back to a wrecked building and 
have no clue why it's like that.” Derek hummed back at him, Stiles going on to ask. “Where’d the 
binder come from?” 


“Lydia.” 


“Of course it did.” Stiles smiled at the thought of the banshee going to the trouble to hunt down 
this information for them. “You know we owe her big time.” 


“T do.” More than she was likely to ever realize. Derek couldn’t even dream of facing a reality 
where they’d been too late. Forced to watch Stiles die in such a cruel manner, Derek shook his head 
and returned to reading, it was best not to go down that road. 


Stiles smiled as he watched Derek read from the little handbook Lydia had put together for them, 
Derek wasn’t offering intel to him and truth be told Stiles didn’t much care at the moment. He felt 
a bit better for his nap, not as tired at least, the pain in his wings was getting up there into really 
really hurtsville. 


Stiles wasn’t sure if he wanted to ask for the wolf to take his pain though, Derek had already done 
so numerous times on top of feeding him and Stiles knew it was painful for the wolves to take the 
pain. Even if it was only for a moment, that was too long in Stiles’ book. 


So he laid there, focused on his breathing and riding out the pain all the while amused at how 
Derek’s frown kept shifting from intrigued to just plain irritated. It was funny to see the different 
expressions form on the Alpha’s face, Derek completely silent as he read while Stiles could read 
him like an open book. It was twenty minutes later that Derek disrupted the silence to mutter. 


“That’s better than carrying mistletoe.” 
“What?” 
Derek met the succubus’ confused gaze. “Peter.” 


“Ah.” Nodding the succubus patiently waited for the other wolf to come back upstairs, but not 
before saying. “Mistletoe?” 


Chuckling the wolf said. “Doesn’t hurt succubi, it's actually a medicine for you.” 
“Well, that’s just all kinds of fucked up.” 


“And Nightshade, mustn’t forget the Nightshade.” Peter quipped as he entered and rounded with a 
grin to the now wide-eyed succubus. 


“Seriously?!” 


“Seriously.” Peter knelt down and pulled out a jar of yellow moss. “Darling I can’t even tell you 
how bad this smells.” 


Stiles snickered. “I can smell things...Not as good as you two but I can smell things.” 
Peter hummed, glancing towards Derek. “How do we apply it?” 


Derek flipped back towards the beginning of the binder, finding the right page after flipping 
through it. “Says to mush it up...A paste.” 


“Alright.” Peter got up once more to go into the kitchen, finding a bowl and a spoon before 
returning, he saw Stiles analyzing the jar sitting up on his elbows with it in his hands. 


Smiling the wolf returned and gently plucked the item back from the curious boy. Stiles huffed but 
didn’t say anything. Peter went to unlatch it before uttering. “T d hold your breath if I were you.” 
Peter did so as he opened the jar and took out a piece of the moss, resealing the rest as he placed 
the clump of yellow moss into the bowl and began mashing it up. Doing his best to breathe 
shallowly. 


“Jesus.” Derek coughed covering his nose. 


Stiles laughed, the two wolves glared at him. “Sorry.” He knew they heard that he wasn’t sorry, 
but the teen uttered a short. “Smells like moss to me, nothing foul about it.” 


“Of course it does.” Peter snorted, before appraising the mashed-up moss, it was definitely a paste 
now. Moving closer the wolf set the bowl down and uttered a soft. “Darling this might hurt a bit.” 


Great. Stiles took a shuddering breath prepared for whatever might happen. He grimaced feeling 
Peter pull on what he assumed was the bandages covering his dissected wing. The succubus hissed 
in pain only to sigh a moment later his shoulders slumping in relief as Derek took the pain with 
only a grimace to his own face. “Thanks.” 


Derek nodded, watching as Peter removed the rest of the bandage before shooting him a look. 
Derek nodded prepared to take whatever pain this might cause the succubi, his face twitched a bit 
at the sharp bite of pain, but just as quick as it came it ended. Derek wasn’t expecting that, 
especially since he was actively watching Peter coat the open wound of Stiles’ wing. That should 
have hurt like hell, yet there was nothing. 


“Did it say to cover the wound?” 


Derek reached out with his free hand to pull the binder closer he read over the information quickly. 
“No, leave it to air.” 


“Alright, onto the next.” Peter got up and walked around to the other wing, going about a similar 
process of removing the dressing and coating the open wound in the yellow paste. When both 
wings were liberally coated in the gunk, the Alpha got up to discard the spoon and bowl. Quickly 
washing the tainted moss’ remnants down the sink. Returning he saw that Derek was no longer 
taking the boy's pain, he frowned and asked. “Aren’t you in pain from that?” 


“Hm?” Stiles looked to the wolf and shook his head. “No, feels like...Icy? I mean, like that 
sensation of putting a mint in your mouth.” 


Humming the wolf took a seat with a narrow shrug of his shoulders upon hearing the boy’s 


explanation. “Well, at least it isn’t causing you pain.” 


“Yep.” Stiles smiled, the cool sensation on the wound felt good, it was like an ice pack, it soothed 
the aches and pains that had been coming from the abused flesh. Stiles was totally on board with 
using this stuff again, even if it meant the poor wolves having to deal with its stench. 


Stiles wasn’t sure what it smelled like to them, but it truly just smelled like moss to him. An 
earthy, dirt, scent that wasn’t obtrusive to the senses but clearly identifiable as moss. Stiles shifted 
his head upon his arms, watching as Derek flipped back to where he left off, the wolf being stingy 
with what he was reading and leaving him and Peter out of the loop. Looking to the older wolf, the 
succubus questioned. “So just how bad does that stuff smell to you?” 


Peter glared. “Bad.” 

Stiles chuckled. “I’m not teasing, I’m just curious cause it honestly just smells like moss to me.” 
“Yes, well, you can rest assured that it doesn’t smell like moss to us.” 

“Smells worse than roadkill.” Peter waved to Derek as if to say ‘yes that’. 


“Huh...Buts its moss.” Both wolves sent him a scowl, Stiles shrugged his shoulders the barest of 
amounts not wishing to risk upsetting his wings. “It is.” 


“Like many things in the supernatural realm, nothing is what it seems.” 


“Yeah...Like, don’t trust the tree, it's not really a tree?” That earned him another steely glare from 
the wolves. “Hey, just saying...It wasn’t a regular tree.” 


Shaking his head Peter distracted the youth so Derek could return to reading. “You never said, 
what is it about my bed that you find so comfortable?” 


“Tt just is...It's soft.” 
Peter’s lips twitched into the barest of smiles. “Stiles, that’s the comforter.” 
“Well, the comforter’s soft.” 


Of course, the succubus liked soft things and thus his bed was automatically the best bed. “T I 
make sure it's soft.” He promised the succubus. “Now, when you say awesome shower-” 


Derek smirked as he flipped to the next page as Peter and Stiles got into a long-winded 
conversation on what the best shower would be for their new house. 
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Stiles wrinkled his nose, sending an apprehensive look to his wing. “It itches.” 
“Ttches?” 


Stiles nodded never taking his eyes off of the yellow gunk that had been put on the injured section 
of his wings. It had dried and now looked like a brittle shell. “Can we take it off?” 


Peter and Derek looked at each other, then Derek opened the binder once more to look. Peter 
moved towards the teen's wing and visually examined it, he could see why it might itch. It looked 
dry, cracking yet not sloughing off of the wing on its own. 


“It's safe to remove whenever.” 


Nodding, Peter gently reached out and tried to remove a section only to blink in surprise as the 
section he’d touched crumbled leaving his fingers outstretched with nothing in them. The particles 
of the yellow paste slid down the boy's wing. “Alright.” 


Peter reached for another section and similarly, it took very gentle touches before it was crumbling 
apart and sliding away. It wasn’t until he’d removed all of it that Peter realized what he was staring 
at. The muscle that had been torn apart was whole again, the area that had been carved away for 
the hunters to gain access to the gland that emitted the oil to the succubus’ wings was healed over, 
the gland no longer visible. Peter smiled at the clear sign that the succubus’ wing was healing, he 
looked back to Stiles and uttered. “That roadkill is worth the stench.” 


“Good to know.” 


“Derek take care of his other wing...See for yourself.” Peter smirked as he sat back gently stroking 
another section of the boy's wing to make sure he didn’t cause him any discomfort. He watched on 
as Derek had the privilege of gently removing the dried moss, the Alpha’s eyes widening before he 
sent a sharp look Peter’s way. “Impressive isn’t it?” 


“What’s impressive?” 


Derek’s gaze went down to Stiles who was frowning, having been kept out of the loop. “Your 
muscles all healed.” 


“Tt is?” Stiles hummed. “That’s pretty cool.” 


“Does it hurt?” Derek asked even as he turned his head a bit to stare and the healed muscle. “Does 
your wing still hurt?” 


“Of course it does Derek, it's still splayed open.” Peter tsked at the growl Derek gave him, sending 
one of his own when the somewhat passive growl of Derek’s rose towards a true threat. 


Stiles sighed as the two wolves growled at each other, well this was either going to hurt and gain 
their attention from fighting like puppies or it was going to work and gain their attention from 
shock. 


Nodding his head and praying he was right, Stiles fluttered his wings, there was a sharp pinch like 
the snapping of a rubber band but easily bearable as Stiles sighed in relief upon folding the wings 
once more to rest against his back. Carefully pushing himself up to sit back on his heels as the two 
wolves stared at him in surprise. Stiles smirked. “They feel better, a lot better.” Stiles moved his 
right-wing out again trying to wrap it around him to see the damage only to hiss and refold it 
against his back. “But not that much better. Ow.” 


Peter moved to lay his hand upon Stiles’ arm to take whatever pain his haste had caused him, 
smiling as the succubus sighed in relief. “There is no need to rush darling.” 


“I figured it was worth a shot and it stopped you two from bickering.” The two wolves at least 
looked a bit chastised by that. “Do you think we should put more on them?” 


Derek moved closer, laying a hand on Stiles’ shoulder before reaching out to gently hold the wing 


a few feet down from the splayed flesh. “It's still wide open...I doubt an infection is going to hurt 
you, doubt you’re susceptible to them...But it clearly helps boost your healing ability.” Derek met 
the succubus’ eyes. “Up to you.” 


Stiles hummed, glancing towards the jar of yellow moss, it was full, but Stiles could see how this 
might be one of those things they’d need for later. “It’s fine. Leave them as they are, I’m sure 
they’ Il finish healing in a day or two.” The wolves didn’t exactly look pleased by the decision 
probably having hoped he’d ask for another treatment of the strange remedy, but neither said 
anything and Stiles was grateful for that. Stiles smiled at Derek and then at Peter. “So, you two 
ate, time for a nap.” 


Peter chuckled at the not-so-subtle order that they rest. “Alright darling, we’ ll rest...Are you 
joining us?” The wolf rose already aware that there was only one bed in the loft. 


“Tf there’s room.” 

“Should be.” Derek got up. “I like my space.” 

Stiles snorted, calling the man out. “Don’t even lie, I know what you got up to in that bed.” 
Peter chuckled when Derek glared at the succubus. “And what pray tell was that?” 


Derek growled at his uncle once more before sending a critical look to Stiles, the teen smiled at 
him but thankfully said nothing, choosing to twist about and make his way up the stairs. Derek 
huffed sending a tired look his uncle's way, Peter just smiled back at him. 


Derek followed Stiles shortly after, giving Peter no chance to be annoying. He smirked upon 
finding Stiles already on the bed bouncing a bit on his knees with a wide grin. “Knock it off, if you 
fall off of it you’re going to crack your head open.” 


Stiles snorted. “Please, I’m not that clumsy.” He hissed when Derek raised a brow at him, 
insinuating that he wasn’t being truthful. “Asshole, get in the bed.” Derek chuckled but followed 
his demand, the wolf coming around to throw the blankets aside and crawl under. Stiles twisted his 
head around to see Peter entering, with the soft blanket. He gave a bright smile upon seeing it. 


“T figured you’d want this.” Peter chuckled when the teen made grabby hands, he handed it over 
before walking around to the other side of the bed. Peter threw the blankets over enough to climb in 
before waving a hand towards Stiles. “I’m sure you’ll have to lay on your stomach sweetheart but 
you’re more than welcome to join us.” 


Stiles hummed, twisting about with the warm blanket in hand, the teen flopped down on his belly 
between the two wolves who had left space for him. Snuggling up to wolves while laying his head 
on the blanket with a soothing hum. Stiles smiled when he felt Peter’s hand tuck under his wing 
when it fell slightly upon him, the wolf's warm hand rubbing his back. Stiles sighed snuffling into 
his blanket surrounded by his wolves, it was easy to take a nap with them. 
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Lydia smiled brightly as she answered her front door, a little taken back from seeing who was there 
but easily covering that up with a cheerful. “Hey...Sheriff.” 


Noah smiled back at the young woman. “Lydia, I was hoping that you might be able to help me 
with something.” 


“Sure.” She nodded eagerly, trying very hard to act normal when only hours ago she had handed 
Peter Hale a folder to help heal the man’s succubi son. The same son who had disappeared in the 
middle of the night and hadn’t seen since. 


“One of my deputies saw Derek’s car in town, but the strange thing is it wasn’t Derek who was 
driving, it was Peter.” 


“Oh...That’s weird, Derek’s possessive of that car.” She snorted out in amusement. “Men and their 
stupid cars.” 


Noah chuckled back at the woman’s distaste for Derek’s previous behaviors of telling others to 
take a hike when interested in driving the vehicle. “Right...Well, I still find it rather perplexing, I 
mean the last we heard Peter had died. Again.” 


Lydia gave a small laugh as that had to be added, Peter was rather like a cockroach and she stated 
as much. “Well, he is rather like a roach, he keeps coming back no matter how many times you 
step on it.” 


“Right,” Noah smirked. “Well, I was wondering if you happened to have spoken to him or Derek, I 
find it unlikely that Derek would just let Peter take his car. I didn’t think they talked to each other 
anymore, I mean when we thought Peter was still alive. And since Derek’s been away from town 
for a few months now it's rather suspicious” 


“Everything with Peter is suspicious.” She countered before smiling at her little remark. “But I 
haven’t seen either of them, the last time I talked to Derek was months ago.” 


Noah hummed, nodding his head. “I see.” Sighing the man shook his head. “Thank you for talking 
to me, [Il have to see if we can’t catch sight of him again.” 


“Sure.” She smiled as the man turned around to leave, sighing in relief only to tighten back up 
when the man turned back around. A fake painted on smile ghosted her face. 


“Oh, there was one other thing.” 
“Yes?” 


Noah walked forward, towards the girl just one step before folding his arms over his chest to say in 
a dead tone of voice. “Another deputy happened to have seen you earlier in the car with both of 
them, how strange is that?” He chuckled before in a straight face said. “Lydia now’s a really good 
time to tell me what’s going on. Why are the Hales back in town and what were you doing with 
them?” 


Lydia swallowed, shit. “Um...They needed a bit of help and Deaton’s gone so I kinda helped them 
get into Deaton’s building.” 


“You broke into the vet clinic?!” 
Lydia gave a tight smile, at least she could sidetrack the man. “Sorry.” 


Noah sighed, giving the girl a rather put-out look he unfolded his arms to wave in question. “What 
is it that they needed that was so urgent that they had you help them break into Deaton’s vet 
practice? For that matter, why would you help them?” 


“It was urgent, and they didn’t have anyone else to turn to. Deaton won’t be upset, I promise, and 
I'll make sure that the things they took are paid for.” 


Noah nodded his head back at the concerned girl's assurances to pay for whatever the wolves took. 
All those assurances didn’t mean anything to him because he wanted the real answer to his 
question “Lydia, you know why they're really in town and I want answers. If you won't give them 
to me then I'll go find them myself and I have a good idea where they might be... You know what, 
Pl just do that.” He smiled before nodding to the girl. “Thanks for your help, but next time maybe 
don’t lie to the town sheriff.” He gave her a firm look before twisting about to go and head over to 
Derek’s loft. 


“Don’t!” Lydia froze, standing stiff as the sheriff turned with a frown upon hearing her frantic 
shout. “Uh...I mean, they probably aren’t there anymore. They weren’t staying so-” 


“Get in the car.” 
Shit. “Can I grab my purse?” She pointed back into her house with a well-manicured finger. 


“Is your phone in your purse?” Noah countered knowingly, the small shrug had him nodding. “Get 
in the car.” He waved the girl forward and after she closed up her house gently pushed her towards 
his cruiser. “Whatever you guys got yourselves into this time I’m sure I won’t like but there’s no 
reason to go skulking around. Does Scott know what this is about?” 


Oh. He knows. Lydia smiled as genuinely as she could. “No, it was just Peter and Derek.” 


Nodding, Noah ushered the girl into the cruiser before climbing into the driver's seat. “So, let’s go 
see the Hales.” Noah glanced up to the rearview mirror where the girl was obviously sweating, 
smiling he turned on the car and headed that way. 


Can't go back 
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“Nope, later.” The glares both wolves gave him as they sat on the worn couch in Derek’s loft had 
him smiling brighter. “You two get to eat first, ’m fine.” The snorts that came from both had the 
succubus glaring. “Screw you, I’m fine. My wings feel so much better and I’m not hurling black 

goo, I call this a great improvement.” 


“That’s because it is darling.” Peter pointed out with an errant wave of his hand while using his 
other to bring his glass of water to his lips. 


“After we’ ve eaten we’re feeding you,” Derek said in a clipped tone. “No more waiting Stiles, your 
wings still have a ways to go before they’re healed.” 


“I know,” Stiles muttered, he still couldn’t wrap them around himself, but he’d taken a look in the 
mirror in Derek’s bathroom. They still didn’t look that pretty, the skin wrapped around the wing 
bone was sliced open wide as if it was peeled back like a candy wrapper. Thankfully he wasn’t 
bleeding, all the muscle and vessels having healed, all his body had to do now was heal the flesh. 


Stiles was patient, it only ached a little, nothing compared to what it felt like before and the wolves 
kept trading off on taking the bits of pain that he accumulated from them so really it wasn’t bad at 
all. It felt great to have them tucked in against his back again, all those tense muscles relaxing. 


Stiles hadn’t bothered using any glamour on himself, not since it was just him and the wolves, he 
needed to conserve the energy they had given him as his body was healing. Stiles would have been 
lying if he wasn’t anxious to feed off of the wolves, though it wasn’t really for the food, he wanted 
to be close to them again. To feel safe in their arms after being put through hell by his supposed 
best friend, no he wanted to wipe away those sordid memories with the absolute sensation of being 
wrapped in the wolves. Still, he was patient, waiting as the men fed themselves as he’d demanded. 


Derek sat back with a raised brow. “Are you happy now?” 


Stiles smiled as he walked over and straddled the man’s lap, Derek’s hands coming to rest low on 
his back, nearly grabbing his ass as they sat impossibly close. Stiles leaned forward to kiss the 
wolf, mirroring his style of gentle deep though gentle presses of their lips. Just feeling each other, 
in a loving slide of lips before one of Derek’s hands left his back to come up and grab the nape of 
his neck and turn the kiss a bit harder in a small growl. 


Stiles mewled opening his mouth a bit to allow the wolf to plunge his tongue inside his mouth 
where Stiles pushed forward into the wolf, his hands wrapping around Derek’s neck as he ground 
himself down onto the man’s lap earning another growl. Stiles smiled into their kiss right before 
they pulled apart. Stiles grinned. “Problem.” 


Derek huffed smirking back at the succubus. “No, no problem.” His hand tightened onto the teen's 
back, sliding lower to grab his ass and thrust him hard against himself with a growl and a flaring of 
his eyes, Stiles groaned against him and the wolf gave a pleased smile, leaning forward to kiss the 
succubus only to stop halfway. 


“What?” Stiles pouted when Derek just stopped what was clearly another bid to kiss him. “Why’d 
you-” Stiles frowned, tilting his head a bit when he heard a car coming, it was basically next to 
Derek’s Camaro before he could hear it, the teen only registering since it was a loud noise of tires 
on gravel but clearly there. “Is...That’s a car?” 


“Yes.” Peter got up from the couch to walk over with prowling steps towards the window, only to 
stop as he stared down through a broken window. His eyes widened upon seeing the Sheriff, hand 
wrapped around Lydia’s arm pulling her inside as she was clearly trying to stall him. Peter did hand 
it to her when she suddenly shouted. ““They’re not there! They left already.” 


He glanced back Derek was staring back at him with a scowl. “Come on love.” Peter strode over 
and grabbed Stiles up off of Derek’s lap. 


“What? Where are you-” 


“Come on.” Peter smiled as he lead him back upstairs with a bit more force than needed, but he 
was worried about how this would go. “You need to hide.” 


“Hide?” Stiles snorted as he followed the wolf, giving one last glance down to see Derek leaning 
back feet up on the makeshift coffee table giving off the epitome of a relaxed wolf. Oh... That 
wasn’t good, Derek hated it when people put their feet up on coffee tables. “Peter, who’s here?” 


Peter shook his head until they got inside Derek’s bedroom, gently pushing him to sit on the bed, 
crouching down to take the boy's face into his hands before giving him a lingering kiss. When he 
pulled back he gave the succubus a serious look. “Stay hidden, stay here.” 


“Peter-” 
“Tt's your dad.” 


Stiles’ eyes widened he shook his head frantically, his own talons coming out to grab the man’s 
arms which were holding his face. “Peter, Peter he-” 


“Shhhh, stay hidden love. He won’t know you’re here. He’s human, he can’t smell or hear you, so 
just stay here. Derek and I can handle this.” 


Stiles gave a stilted nod, Peter kissed his forehead before sauntering off, leaving the scared 
succubus to sit on the edge of Derek’s bed quivering as his ears focused on the loft. He heard the 
wolves talk a moment, heard Peter sit down as they both prepared themselves for the confrontation 
that was coming. Stiles screwed his eyes closed when he heard Derek speak to him. 


“Everything will be alright, just stay there.” 


Stiles nodded his head, managing to rasp out a short. “Okay.” After all, what else was he going to 
do? Come out there and greet his father with open arms while appearing as his succubus form, 


wings and all? His dad had never seen that, should never see that, let alone how his wings were 
still sliced open and how he still showed the emaciation Scott's actions had left him after his swift 
departure. 


He was better, Stiles knew that his ribs weren’t protruding anymore. Well, most of them, there 
were a few upper ones that still stuck out a bit too much to give an illusion to his health. His 
stomach was solid, no longer hollowed out, it was still thin but clearly at a better weight than he’d 
been before. Stiles could pass off as human at least, a not eating well human, but human 
nonetheless. The wings and tail, however, stopped that from being true. Looking down to the 
talons on his fingers, Stiles swallowed, his dad couldn’t see this side of him. 
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Derek gave a look towards his uncle, they could both hear how frantic Stiles’ heartbeat was, but it 
was too late to say anything as the wolves relaxed just moments before the sheriff stormed in. Peter 
was reading as if he was bored and not caring of the man’s intrusion even as Derek raised a brow to 
the man before looking back at Lydia who was frantically shaking her head. So she hadn’t told 
him, good. “Sheriff.” 


“Derek.” Noah glanced towards Peter Hale and frowned. “Peter.” He glared when the wolf 
hummed never looking up from the book he was reading, still as aloof as ever. Looking sternly 
back towards Derek, Noah asked. “Lydia says you broke into Deaton’s place looking for stuff.” 


“We did,” Peter replied as he flipped the page in his book. “But it's all said and done, there’ s 
nothing to be worried about.” 


“But there was before.” 
“A little thing,” Peter smirked as he looked up. “Just a little imp.” 


Derek sighed, glaring over at his uncle who was smirking, clearly amused with his little joke. 
Shaking his head exasperated Derek did his best to assure the man. “Its’ taken care of.” 


“And you came all this way to take care of an imp?” Noah frowned. “Was it following you or 
something? You haven’t been here in months so-” 


“It was heading this direction, probably sensed the Nemeton.” 
Noah huffed. “Damn tree.” 
Derek smirked that was a sentiment that many held. “But it's taken care of, it can’t hurt anyone.” 


“Good.” Noah sighed in relief before sending a sharp look to Lydia. “So why is this one so worried 
about telling me the truth?” 


“She’s a horrible liar?” Peter looked up to smile at Lydia. “And breaking and entering is an offense 
that could stain her record.” 


Noah scowled at the cocky wolf. “If that was something she was concerned about then she 
wouldn’t have done it before, so try again.” 


Peter hummed, closing his book to rest it on his thigh. “A sense of adventure perhaps?” 


Noah scowled over to Derek, assured that if anyone was going to give him a straight answer it 
would be him. “Derek, what happened? What’s going on, why didn’t you call Scott or me?” 


Derek figured the best way to go about this was to show some truth. “I didn’t need him to look into 
things as the Alpha Noah.” 


“Since when?” 


Derek flared his own eyes seeing how the sheriff balked upon seeing the proof of him being an 
Alpha. “Because I’m an Alpha, technically speaking having him know I’m here is just borrowing 
trouble. I don’t want the territory I was simply making sure the imp didn’t cause any more trouble 
than it already had.” 


“Yes, a nasty little demon so full of tricks,” Peter smirked. “Alluring too.” 
Derek sighed, sending a glare his uncle's way. 
“And him?” Noah pointed to Peter. “Are you his Alpha now?” 


“Wrong.” Peter flared his eyes earning a wide-eyed look. “We’re simply working together, it was a 
rather dangerous situation, and two Alpha’s are better than one. I came across the imp where I’ve 
been living, Derek was so kind as to come and help me.” 


“And you two became Alphas.” Noah looked towards Lydia. “You didn’t think to mention that?!” 
Lydia gave a sheepish look. “They’re leaving so I didn’t see a reason to stir up trouble.” 
“We are,” Derek assured the man. “In a day or two, we’ll be gone.” 


Noah sighed, shaking his head. “Fine... You’re leaving again. Why not just call Scott and warn 
him? They’ ve tackled things before.” 


“This was a more delicate situation,” Peter replied casually. “Hunters were involved.” 
The sheriff looked grim. “Do I have a body count?” 

“Three.” 

Nodding at the low number, Noah asked. “Where?” 


“Meatpacking plant,” Peter informed the man with ease. ““There’s quite a lot of proof of the occult, 
should be easy to pass off as a cult...Who made to sacrifice the wrong animal.” 


“Great,” Noah muttered sourly. “Another animal attack, at this rate I’m going to have hunters 
lining up every damn season to take on bears or something.” 


Peter laughed. “Bears.” 
Rolling his eyes Noah gave Derek a cautious look before asking. “Any sign?” 


Derek knew what the man was asking and after giving his uncle a passing look, he glanced back at 
the man and shook his head. “I thought I caught his trail once...It didn’t pan out.” 


The sheriff sighed. “Are you-” 


“TIl never stop looking,” Derek assured the man despite knowing the succubus was just upstairs. 
Noah smiled tightly. “Thank you.” 


Peter frowned, watching the pair interact, he’d known that the sheriff knew of Derek’s search but 
seeing the man so crestfallen just made him angrier at Scott for causing all of this. So, being the 
cold bastard he was the wolf uttered. “You should know that it was two hunters and a 

wolf... Trickery, no wolf in their right mind would work with hunters.” 


Noah frowned at the topic suddenly being diverted back to the imp. “They tricked a wolf? I 
thought this had to do with an imp?” 


“All things are tied in time.” Peter smiled. “The hunters were trying to get the wolf to ensnare the 
imp for them, the imp was trying to kill the hunters...” He waved his hand. “As you can see 
whoever won that little battle would cause some damage, so we took care of things.” 


Noah nodded his head. “So...The imp?” 

“Free.” 

“Is that good?” 

Peter smirked. “Depends on what you think is good.” 


Noah glared at the smirking wolf, he glanced back at Derek. “Is that thing a threat to Beacon 
Hills?” 


“No.” 


Nodding the sheriff gave an annoyed look to the banshee. “And you just tagged along for the ride 
huh?” 


Lydia smiled. “Well, you know how I and Scott have been fighting...Just seemed like a bright idea 
at the time. Obviously, I didn’t know Peter was involved.” She sent a scathing look to the wolf. 
“Otherwise I might have reconsidered.” 


Peter laughed at the girl's lie. “Oh, darling you couldn’t resist if you tried.” 
Derek sighed giving Lydia a resigned look. “Still, thank you for your help in this.” 
She smiled. “Glad to help, the imp didn’t deserve that.” 


“No, it did not.” Peter drawled. “But such is the cruelty of humans.” He waved a hand to the now 
glaring human sheriff. “My apologies to your lesser state of being.” 


Noah sent Derek a look. “Really?” 
Derek smirked at the clear judgment there. “I had to.” 


Shaking his head at all of this mess, the sheriff told them all. “You have to inform Deaton of this 
mess, it's your responsibility and if you’re going to be leaving town you need to do it now before I 
stumble upon those bodies...The longer we wait the worse off this will be. No one wants the town 
piecing together that you two returned only for three bodies to show up butchered. You have a 
nasty habit of being around such things and although the town doesn’t know your the supposed 
animal in that it's kinda suspicious.” 


“We’ll leave as soon as we can,” Peter assured the man. 


The sheriff eyed the wolves up and down. “And why can’t you leave now? You seem alright 
unless ’m missing something.” 


“We’re in perfect health.” 

“We're fine, just waiting for something.” 

“Something?” Noah folded his arms. “And that something would be?” 
“None of your concern.” 


Noah glared at Peter. “I wasn’t asking you.” He looked back at Derek. “What are you waiting for 
Derek? If this is more supernatural crap I need to know, if something else goes down then Scott 
needs to be informed whether you like it or not. I have to get my deputies to move in certain ways 
to cover this crap up so I need you to be real with me.” 


“We’ll be leaving in a day or two sheriff, that’s all I can tell you.” 
“Why?” Noah frowned at the wolf. “What are you waiting for?” 
“It's complicated.” 


Noah snorted. “All of this supernatural crap is complicated, I had to cover up a fucking drowning 
by a siren the other day. That is not normal!” 


Peter laughed at the oddity. “A siren? How did that find its way here?” He raised his hands in 
surrender when the sheriff sent a lethal look his way. 


“How does anything find its way here? How do you find your way back here time and again, I 
thought you were supposed to be dead!” 


“An exaggeration.” 


“I bet.” Noah glared back at Derek. “I need to know what’s going on Derek, it's a little late to be 
keeping me out of the loop. Do you honestly think you have anything to throw my way that I won’t 
be able to handle at this point?” 


“I do,” Lydia muttered, smiling tightly at the sheriff. “It's just... They’re leaving so it doesn’t matter 
and it's so much simpler to just leave it at that.” 


Noah scowled. “You know what this is about don’t you?” 

Lydia huffed. “I did help them, but it's not dangerous sheriff, no ones in danger.” 
“Three people are dead, thus far.” 

Lydia grimaced as that was thrown back in her face. “Right...But this is different.” 


“How?” Noah looked back to the wolves. “Explain this to me, how is this different than all the rest 
of this shit?! What are you hiding?” 


“Me.” 


The whole room froze upon hearing the gentle response, Noah’s eyes went to the stairs where they 


widened at the sight of his son. Stiles was standing at the top of the stairs, looking otherworldly. 
“S-Stiles?” 


The teen swallowed at the stupid move of coming out of the bedroom, but it was just that his father 
wasn’t leaving and he knew it was going to get mean. Or at least, he knew Peter would if he got 
frustrated, the verdict was out on Derek. His dad sounded so distressed and that wasn’t fair on him. 
So, like an idiot, the teen gave up and stepped outside Derek’s bedroom and took those few short 
steps to the stairs, and interrupted the conversation. He smiled weakly. “Hey, dad.” 


“Stiles.” Noah took a step forward only to pause when Peter suddenly rose from the couch and 
stepped between him and the stairs, he glared back at the wolf. “You were keeping my son a 
secret?!” 


Peter huffed as he turned and walked to the stairs ignoring the fuming human to stare up at the 
staircase. “You couldn’t follow one little request could you?” 


Stiles smiled tensely down at the wolf. “Does that really surprise you anymore?” 


Peter smirked. “Not at all.” He waved a hand and the succubus carefully walked down the stairs 
towards him, the wolf shielded him as he turned to face the sheriff who was just staring in awe. 
Yes, Stiles did make a sight, when the teen walked beside him the wolf wrapped an arm around the 
boy's waist careful of his wings which fluttered a bit. “Here’s our little imp.” 


“Rude,” Stiles muttered to the wolf. 
“Stiles.” 


The teen smiled back at his dad who was just staring back at him with wide eyes that were raking 
over his new form. Stiles fluttered his wings anxiously only to tuck them in tightly when his dad’s 
eyes shot to them. He flushed. “Just...[gnore those.” His tail coiled around Peter’s arm, both to hide 
and to get some measure of comfort from the man’s presence. 


“Sheriff, this...” Derek sighed as he got up walking over to Stiles and Peter before revealing. 
“Hunters had Stiles, we came here for him.” 


“Why? Why did they bring him here?” Noah frowned, glancing down to his son. “How’d they get 
you?” 


“They lied.” Stiles chuckled. “Said you were hurt, dying.” He saw his father flinch. “So of course, 
I came running, right into their little trap.” Stiles hissed a bit before cutting the noise off when he 
saw his father's eyes widen once more. Swallowing Stiles uttered a soft. “Sorry.” 


Noah shook his head taking a few steps towards his son, looking him over. All pale skin, claws that 
were more akin to the talons of a bird than those of the wolves standing next to him. Wings, black 
as obsidian tucked in tight to his body, and just then when his son had hissed like a cat his eyes had 
flickered black. Noah came to stand before his son, taking in his thin frame, and frowned. “What 
happened to you?” 


Stiles shifted anxiously, rubbing at his own arm. “A lot of things.” 
“Why did you run? You know I would have-” 


“You couldn’t.” Stiles looked up with pain-filled eyes. “You couldn’t protect me dad and I never 
would have asked you to...I killed people, that’s like the epitome of going against your job not 
arresting a murderer.” 


“Stiles.” Noah shook his head. “Deaton told me, that wasn’t your fault you didn’t have to go we 
coul-” 


“Scott made him go.” Peter interceded before things could go any further. 


“Scott?” Noah frowned. “Scott wouldn’t do that.” He huffed looking to his son only to find Stiles 
looking away, Noah shook his head. “He couldn’t.” 


“He did.” Derek backed Peter’s response to the sheriff. 


“Why?!” Noah shouted. “He kept saying that they were looking for you, that he was going to find 
you and fix this an-” 


“Tt was all lies,” Stiles whispered. “He told me to leave and never come back or... Or else.” 


Noah glared hard at his son though the look wasn’t against him. “He lied to me this whole time?” 
Stiles nodded never once meeting his gaze. “He really made you leave?” Another nod. “Why? 
Why would he do that?” 


Stiles finally raised his head to stare back at his father with hurt eyes. “Because I’m evil.” 
Derek and Peter snarled at him, Stiles ducked down. 

“You’re not evil.” Derek clenched his jaw. 

“Never.” 


Noah glanced between the wolves' sharp reactions before shaking his head at Stiles. “How could 
you ever think that?” 


“Scott said as much,” Lydia interjected, earning a startled look from the sheriff. “He said a lot of 
things that aren’t true...He helped hunters lure Stiles here.” 


“Hunte-” Noah looked frantically at his son as he remembered what the wolves had said, he knew 
what hunters could do, and thinking that they might have hurt his son had him asking. “Did they 
hurt you?!” 


Stiles smiled. “I’m getting better, Pll be okay in a few days. Peter and Derek saved me, dad.” 


Noah looked to Peter and then Derek. “The meatpacking plant.” Derek nodded back his face grim. 
Glancing back to his son who looked coiled tightly, Noah smiled reaching out pausing when his 
son jerked back, frowning Noah questioned. “Stiles?” 


Stiles blushed. “Sorry...Uh, not used to other people touching me.” He chuckled a bit before 
stepping forward, his tail unwrapping from around Peter’s arm to do so as he cautioned his father 
with a smile. “Be careful of the wings alright?” 


Noah gave a nod even though he had no flipping clue how to do that, still, he hugged his son, 
realizing that his hands just wrapped around his son's back, lower than normal due to the heavy 
wings that sprouted from his sons back. Noah sighed as he held his son for the first time in nearly a 
year. “God, where did you go?” He whispered into his son's hair. 


“Far away.” 


“Wh-.” Noah bit off the question, already knowing the answer but struggling with it. “Were you 
with them the whole time?” 


“No.” Stiles shook his head as he held his dad tightly, mindful of his claws and assuring his dad 
that Derek hadn’t lied to him. “I-I was alone for a long time, they saved me.” 


Noah pulled back and cupped his son's cheek. “God am I glad to see you.” He chuckled his eyes 
going to the wings. “Even with the new additions.” 


Stiles snorted. “You don’t know the half of it.” Given the odd look, his dad shot him that might not 
have been the best thing to say. “Um...Right. Here.” He gently pushed his dad back before sending 
the wolves a look, they stepped back and with a deep breath Stiles flared out his wings to show just 
how far his wingspan was. His father gasped, as did Lydia. Stiles smiled the sharp pinch of pain 
for having moved his wings to such a degree, it was worth it as he got to crow. “I can fly.” 


“Y-You can fly?” 


Stiles chuckled at his dad’s startled reply. “Well, short distances, it's not like I’m meant to actually 
fly. It's more a self-defense thing?” Stiles tucked his wings back in and gently rolled his shoulders 
as they settled in place. “It's a long story and frankly you don’t want to hear it.” 


“T want to know everything.” Noah scowled at his son. “I want to know how this happened, where 
you went, what you’ ve been doing... Everything Stiles.” 


Stiles opened his mouth to refute that when Lydia saved the day as she always did. 


“Sometimes it's better not knowing.” When the sheriff looked towards her, Lydia gave a pained 
look. “I wish I didn’t...And it won’t change what happened. It's just painful, all over again.” She 
met Stiles’ wary gaze and smiled. “But he’s here and he survived...Even with living with Peter.” 


“Oh, you flatter me.” Peter mocked her before reaching out to trail his hand down one of Stiles’ 
wings earning a small twitch of the wing and scowl from Stiles. “Still sensitive?” 


“Jerk,” Stiles smirked. 
“Stiles.” 


The teen turned and smiled back at his dad. “I’m better dad, better than I ever have been since this 
happened. I’m happy.” 


Noah nodded his head smiling as he heard that from the teen who had been missing for months on 
end. “And I take it they have something to do with that?” 


“A lot of it.” Stiles smiled. “They didn’t let me die when that’s all I truly ached for but was too 
scared to go through with. They understand me and this new fucked up body.” 


“There is nothing wrong with you.” Derek glared at the teen. 
Stiles smiled back at the aggrieved wolf, looking back at his confused dad. “Trust me.” 


Noah smiled back at his son. “Alright, but I still want to know things...Just something, you've been 
gone so long and it's been eating at me knowing where you were or what you were doing.” 


Stiles gave a small nod he knew it was too much to ask of his dad not to have questions and at least 
he wasn’t demanding to know everything. “Alright, let's sit down... You’re gonna need a stable 
surface for this.” 


“I don’t like that you’re already prepared for my inevitable negative reaction to this talk Stiles.” 


Stiles laughed as he reached out and guided his dad over to the couch, mindful of his talons as he 
wrapped a hand around his father's arm. “Well... How do you feel about your son being a sex 
worker?” The startled look on his dad's face has the teen uttering. “Lydia wasn’t fucking around 
with you.” 


“Oh god.” Noah sat heavily on the couch, watching as Stiles took a seat near him, his eyes went 
down surprised upon seeing movement. A tail. “You have a tail?” 


Stiles snorted reaching out to grab the appendage and hold it in his hand. “Trust me, that’s on the 
tame side of changes...So...How about we start from the beginning huh?” 


“That would be a good place to start." 


Nodding, Stiles replied. “There was something wrong with the forest, Scott just sensed it I guess. 
We were out driving around an-” 


Derek and Peter stood by as Stiles began to tell his father the truth, covering the lies that Scott had 
spewed in his haste to distance himself from what had happened. What he had played a hand in. 


“Sorry.” 
The two wolves looked to the banshee. “I was going to text you but he stopped me.” 


“You did your best, same as us.” Peter sent a solid look to Stiles. “He just can’t stay out of 
trouble.” 


Derek sighed. “No, he can’t.” The pair of Alpha’s smirked when Stiles twisted his head to glare at 
them, clearly having heard them. The succubus huffed before returning to his talk with his dad. 


“He’s doing better.” 


Derek hummed. “Your research did that.” He smiled back at the banshee. “You helped us save 
him, he wouldn’t have made it without you.” 


Lydia shook her head. “Well, I wasn’t about to let Scott get that cure of his.” The wolves growled a 
bit, Lydia smiled back at them. “You’re going to take him back to wherever you three were hiding 
out?” 


“We bought property, we’re building a house,” Peter informed her. “He’ll be well protected.” 


“No one's going to hurt him again,” Derek vowed as he watched Stiles assure his crying father that 
things were better even as he told him about how he’d basically become a prostitute because of 
what Scott had done to him. 


“Well, he does have two Alpha’s ready to maim and kill.” Lydia shrugged a smirk on her face 
when she looked back at them. “I don’t think many would be stupid to take that on.” 


Peter scoffed. “Even if there are, they won’t like the end result.” 


“No.” Derek smiled as he watched Stiles’ tail sway at his side. “No, they won’t.” 
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Stiles hugged his dad, his father’s radio had gone off just a second ago and he was needed in town. 
“TIl be okay.” 


Noah chuckled at the assurance, after all, he’d heard he was wary to believe it, but given all the 
time's Stiles had given evidence of the two wolves taking care of him, he felt a bit better. He took 
in the sight of his son’s new form and shook his head. “You’re something else kid.” 


“Literally.” Stiles grinned as his dad glared at him for that. “T 1l make sure we say goodbye...I 
won't leave town in the middle of the night.” 


“Good.” Noah hugged his son once more before pulling back to give the two wolves an appraising 
look. “Derek walk me out, Lydia ll drop you off on my way to the station.” He sent a sharp 
glance Peter’s way before heading out of the loft, the other two in tow. 


Stiles walked to the windows of the loft peering out waiting to see the group leave as Peter came to 
stand beside him. “Can you tell me what he’s saying?” 


“I could.” Stiles glared at the wolf, Peter smiled. “I assure you that he’s saying nothing at the 
moment...I believe he’s waiting to have my nephew somewhat alone.” 


“Figures.” Stiles looked on as the group came outside, approaching his dad's cruiser, and just like 
Peter said Lydia was made to get in the car before he and Derek stepped a ways off. “Well?” 


Peter hummed, idly listening to the conversation. He smiled at the sheriff's dedication to 
threatening Derek with all manner of means of killing the pair of them if any harm came to Stiles 
again. Derek for his part was allowing the man to threaten him silently taking the man’s 
resentment of not being able to protect his own son out on the wolf. 


“Peter?” 


“Shh.” The wolf bought himself time to listen in without saying anything more to Stiles. Derek 
assured the sheriff, just as Peter expected him to. Replying in kind that the two Alpha’s weren’t 
about to let anything happen to Stiles and that their new home was going to be well protected. It 
appeared to help the man settle before a question popped up that Peter was admittedly surprised to 
hear. 


‘The other body is Scott, isn’t it?’ The sheriff shifted on his heels looking to the ground as he asked 
the question. “He was the wolf working with the hunters.’ 


Silence. 
‘Wasn’t he?’ The man looked up demanding the answer. 
‘Yes.’ 


Peter saw the sheriff nod his head, and for a moment he wondered how this would go down. If 
they would have to leave that moment for fear of the sheriff deciding that he couldn’t forgive the 
murder of the other teen. 


‘He caused Stiles a lot of pain...Pain that even I and Peter can’t know.’ 


‘He lied to me.’ The sheriff huffed. ‘All this time he lied, then used me to get Stiles back here...To 
do what?’ 


‘Cure him...That’s the lie the hunters spun him and he believed it because he thought it might undo 


all the things he’d done. He still thought Stiles was evil though, even when he saw him poisoned, 
he left him there.’ Derek growled before shaking his head. ‘I’m sorry that you had to find out but 
I’m not sorry he’s dead, not after what he’s done to Stiles’ 


‘I understand.’ The sheriff sighed. ‘I don’t know how I’m going to tell Melissa.’ 


‘I’m sorry you have to deal with that, but the moment Scott drew him here Peter and I knew how it 
would end. We couldn’t forgive him for this, he nearly killed him, sheriff, if it weren’t for Lydia 
he’d be dead.’ 


A sharp gasp sounded before the sheriff twisted his head away. ‘You’re sure?’ 


‘We were holding him as he was dying, a slow painful death sheriff, Lydia, and us saved him from 
what Scott and those hunters did to him. You saw his wings, how damaged they are, that was 
nothing compared to how he was when we found him.’ Derek growled. ‘I can’t even tell you.’ 


‘Why?’ 


‘Because Stiles doesn’t want you to know, you heard Lydia, it wasn’t a pleasant sight but he’s 
healing now and in a day or two he'll be well enough for us to leave. It would be best if you wait 
until we leave to find them.’ 


A sigh. ‘Yeah, I know...Avoid suspicion from the others right?’ 


‘Peter and I have everything we’ll need here, no one will see us in town, but it's just safer that 
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way. 


‘An anonymous tip.’ The sheriff concluded. ‘You take him far away from here Derek, I mean it, no 
more of this...This torture he was put through.’ 


‘I promise me and Peter will keep him safe.’ 


The sheriff patted Derek on the shoulder. ‘Good, let me know when you’re heading out, I'll come 
to say goodbye.’ 


‘Of course.’ 


The sheriff walked to his car pulling the door open, he turned and smirked at the wolf: ‘I should 
have known you’d find him.’ 


‘Peter found him first.’ 
The sheriff shook his head. “You Hales always find your way into trouble.’ 
‘To be fair your son causes a lot of it, we just fix it because we love him.’ 


The sheriff laughed as he got into his cruiser, shutting the door to start the car. 


Peter turned his sight away from where Derek was watching the cruiser back up to leave. Looking 
towards Stiles who was anxiously staring down at where his dad was leaving Peter assured him. 
“Everything’s fine darling, he just wanted Derek’s word that we’d protect you.” 


Stiles nodded his head as he watched the cruiser disappear, twisting about Stiles smiled in a 
strained manner. “So...Now that we’ve had the epic fallout from all this shit that was literally my 


worst nightmare, faced my dad, and showed him all these new lovely features I’m 
sporting...Derek’s gotten the shovel talk and we’re alone.” Stiles wrapped his arms around Peter 
and whispered against the man’s lips. “Please make me stop thinking about how he knows. Knows 
more than I ever wanted him to know.” Stiles gave a small hiccup upon saying it. 


“With pleasure sweetheart.” Peter dove down to violently kiss the succubus. 


Reconnecting 


Chapter Summary 


The wolves feed Stiles, and the succubus surprises them. 


Chapter Notes 


Fair warning this is 99.9% smut, so you all enjoy that XD 


Derek entered the loft, a small smile formed even though he could see too much of his uncle's skin. 
The fact that Peter was distracting Stiles as the teen had asked was nice, Stiles was gasping under 
the older wolf's attention, Peter growled as he marked the teens neck up, the succubus’ claws were 
anchored in the wolves back as he straddled the wolf's lap, the man’s knees spread just a bit, 
enough to have there be a gap between them where the man’s pants were pushed down a hair to 
allow his cock to push out between the open jeans. 


Stiles was whining in the Alpha’s hold, feeling Peter’s cock slide against his belly as the man 
rutted into him with small hitches of his thighs while nipping at his neck and growling. The teen 
was gasping and groaning with each new addition of pleasure, his eyes hung heavy-lidded until he 
caught sight of Derek. The younger wolf was leaning against the doorway watching them, Stiles 
smiled goofily calling. “T-Thought you hated watching.” 


Derek huffed as the teen called him out. “T11 make an exception for you.” He used his own uncle's 
words against the succubus who smiled back at him and released Peter’s back with one clawed 
hand to hold it out to him. Derek pushed off the wall and came forward, pulling his shirt over his 
head as he walked forward, he didn’t anticipate needing it again. 


He reached down to unbuckle his pants, coming to sit behind the succubus as he yanked them 
down and sighed as his half-hard cock spilled free. Derek growled as he pushed himself against the 
teen’s back, careful of the boy's wings which unfurled a bit to allow him to rest against him. “You 
okay?” 


Stiles groaned under Peter’s movements, gasping. “Guh...Peter stop that.” The wolf snickered 
against him which spurned the succubus into digging his claws into the wolf's back earning a small 
hiss from the wolf, Stiles smirked before tilting his head around to speak with Derek shaking his 
head. “I can’t move them like this.” 


“Then don’t.” Derek smiled leaning back to let Stiles fold them back against his spine. He gently 
trailed his fingertips down the succubus' spine enjoying how Stiles' shivered from his touch. “I can 
entertain myself.” He grinned. 


Stiles gave a pouting look towards the amused wolf who was lightly teasing his body despite him 
already being aroused from everything Peter was up to. He bit his lip when Derek let his hand 
come to rest on his side, gently stroking his flesh as it came down the length of him. The wolf 
simply enjoying the opportunity to touch him or so he assumed. 


Stiles smiled before turning his head around to face Peter who was once more doing the thing he 
told him not to do. He growled until Peter brought his head back up grinning. “Smartass.” Stiles 
pushed forward letting the wolf feel more of his flesh as he nipped at Peter’s lips with a bright 
spark in his eyes. 


The wolf growled at his teasing, Stiles slotted their lips together and moaned as the wolf surged 
forward to meet him even as he rocked into Stiles’ body. The teen sighed into the kiss, smiling a 
moment later when he felt Derek lay a gentle hand on his back resting between the narrow space 
between his wings, stroking the sensitive flesh there. Stiles groaned as Peter moved off from their 
kiss to suckle and bite at his neck again even as he rutted against him. Stiles whined before calling 
out. “Derek stop teasing.” 


Derek chuckled but didn't stop what he was doing, gently letting his fingers trail upon the sensitive 
flesh that wrapped around the thick structure that supported the man's wings. "You like it." They 
both knew that much. 


“Yes.” Stiles gasped. “B-But I want...[ want you like Peter is.” Stiles hissed when Peter bit his 
neck. “And I-I can't have y-you yet.” 


“Alright.” Derek smiled as he reached down to take himself in hand. “You just enjoy Peter, I'll be 
ready.” Not that it was particularly hard to be ready, not with the noises that Stiles was making. 
Derek growled and enjoyed seeing the succubus’ body rutted into by his uncle, stoutly refusing to 
acknowledge that Peter’s cock was at that moment trailing along the succubus’ flesh, even though 
he could smell it with every breath. The heady scent of the succubus’ arousal helped temper that, a 
sharp sweet scent that was altogether enticing. 


Derek growled as he stroked himself harder, using the spilling precome to moisten the strokes of 
his hand, his cock fully hard now and throbbing with need. He’d wait his turn and then he’s spill 
himself against the teen’s belly and offer up all the energy the succubus would take to sate his 
hunger. 


Peter breathed harder as he rutted into Stiles, the plush sensation of his cock head stroking along 
the boy's moistened belly, trails of his precome having slathered the flesh there had the wolf eager 
to spill himself. To cover the teen with his scent, Stiles was arching into his hold clearly enjoying 
their actions despite the teen-only getting the superficial sensations of his kisses and bites, the 
sensuous trailing of his cock that threatened to arouse him further. 


How Peter wished to sink inside the teen and show him true pleasure, but that wasn’t for now, no 
Stiles hadn’t shown any signs of being ready for such things and Peter would patiently wait until 
such a time that Stiles ask for him to do so. For now, he enjoyed himself by rutting against the 
boy’s belly with crisp snarls as his cock throbbed at a heady beat of his heart. His body was eager 
to come, his knot beginning to form. 


Stiles bit his lip as he felt Peter’s cock push into his belly that was wet with the wolf's fluid, smears 
of the man’s precome dragging with each rutting of their hips. The man’s cock was pushing into 
his flesh sliding up and down with each cant of their movements together. Stiles gave a small groan 
when he felt the wolf's knot forming, that little grind of added flesh that hadn’t been there before. 
A sign that Peter was close, Stiles’ body was eager, his cunt throbbed with the hunger resting in 

the belly that the wolf was rutting against. 


It wanted the wolf deep inside it, to slake the lust and fulfill his hunger. Stiles panted as he felt how 
much his body wanted that, how much he wanted it. He wasn’t sure if he was ready for that, not 
for the whole thing, but he’d been working on it with the wolves. 


Bit by bit and he’d entertained the sensation of their cock heads notching at the entrance of his cunt 
before pushing just a hair inside, spreading him open upon them before sinking in an inch or two, 
the depth slowly increasing just a bit each time as the succubus tried to adjust to them inside him. 


Stiles shifted himself on Peter’s lap causing the wolf to growl as he clearly feared that Stiles might 
call the whole thing off despite him needing to feed. He needn’t worry about that as Stiles gasped 
grinding forward into the wolf to show he was very much invested in this activity, the wolf's knot 
was bigger now, nearly full-sized, Peter was nearly there. 


Stiles let his hand come down surprising the wolf when he wrapped a hand around the wolf's 
twitching member to stroke him, Peter growled as Stiles smiled back at him, tugging on him over 
and over again even allowing a finger or two to trail down farther to the base of the man’s cock to 
tease the pulsing knot there. 


Peter growled baring a bit of fang at him, Stiles pushed forward kissing the wolf before hitching 
himself higher, just a bit before drawing the man’s cock down with his hand. Biting his lip as he 
felt the man’s cock slide along his cunt on the next roll of their hips, given the look on Peter’s face 
he understood what he wanted, but Stiles ground down to show that he truly wanted it that way. 


Peter licked his lips back at him, grabbing his ass and startling the succubus before sliding the hard 
cock between flush lips, back and forth with fluid rolls of their hips. Letting the twitching sex slide 
between the hot sex’s folds as the mans’ knot ground against the succubus’ clit earning small 
whines from the succubus. 


Peter smiled as he ground them together, really letting his throbbing knot sink against the boy’s clit 
grinding hard and earning a sharp keen from the teen. Chuckling the wolf pulled back to begin the 
nice rolls of their hips once more until he felt the urge, the need to bury himself deep inside his 
partner. The wolf knew he couldn’t do that, but he could pull back enough to let the crown of his 
cock find the boy's cunt, pushing against it for a roll or two before Peter lined them up better. He 
waited, Stiles nodded and Peter sunk blissfully inside, just the head of him. 


Groaning at the tantalizing heat that wrapped around his sensitive tip, the wolf growled and gave 
the short little thrusts that allowed his cock to push and pull at the boy’s entrance as he slowly 
pushed himself farther inside. His gentle motions let his cock sink into the silken pussy permitting 
just a few inches of his cock inside, Stiles allowing him to keep himself nestled inside the heat as 
he worked himself over. 


It didn’t take much once he sunk in more, pushing in farther than he’d dared too before in the heat 
of the moment, earning a sharp breath from Stiles that proved he’d reached farther into the 
succubus’ body than Stiles could afford him, he pulled back and rocked in and out never passing 
that new depth and earning a pleased groan from the succubus. Peter licked his fangs as he rolled 
into the teen a handful of times, his twitching cock and pulsing knot eager, ready. 


Peter growled as he felt his knot tighten before he grit his fangs and snarled as the first pulse of 
seed flowed through him and into the boy's warm cunt. The wolf tilted his head back a bit as he 
rutted into Stiles, letting his cock play the sordid game they had of pulling back and pushing back 
in, never enough to give the wolf the pleasure of seating himself inside the teen, but enough to be 
oh so pleasurable. 


Stiles whined in his lap, and after just a moment Peter felt his energy leaving him, he sighed in 
pleasure as he continued to spill himself inside the boy quivering sex as Stiles fed. How eager 
Stiles body was to take all of him, how it wanted the wolf deeper still and filling him fully. 


It was instinct, one that Stiles refused to acknowledge just yet, but that was fine, Peter got the 


glorious sensation of knowing he was sending pulse after pulse of hot seed into the teen deeper 
than he’d ever been before in that welcoming cunt. 


It continued, just for a few minutes before Stiles shifted uncomfortably against him, Peter assured 
the teen. “Just a moment more darling, feed.” Peter knew the boy got more energy the more of 
their seed he allowed inside of him, the stronger the connection to his partner there was the better 
he fed. The times where Stiles allowed them to push just inside his cunt and spill themselves were 
when he fed the best and that was why Peter pushed the teen to let him continue and not just for 
the pleasure it gave him. 


Still, Stiles whined after another five minutes and Peter knew the boy was at his limit, he’d gone so 
much farther than before. Allowed Peter to stay inside him, filling him full longer as he fed, so he 
pulled back despite every instinct urging him to go the other way. Peter sighed as he fell from the 
heated depths of Stiles' body to spill himself between the flush lips of the boy's pussy. 


Peter groaned rocking against the teen throughout his sustained orgasm, smiling as Stiles fed off of 
him, assuring him when it felt he might stop. “No goosebumps, keep going,” Stiles whined, but 
thankfully did as the wolf said. Peter was almost bereft when he felt the last heavy pulse of his seed 
spill, his knot locking up with no more to offer the teen. Stiles had fallen against him panting from 
exertion, Peter stroked the low part of his back to calm him. “You did so well darling.” Stiles 
shivered against him, gasping a bit as he struggled to take everything in, Peter gave him all the time 
he needed before Stiles moved back against him. Peter smiled. “Good?” 


Stiles nodded, it had been. Very good, it always was with the wolves and that was why he’d 
struggled not to just let Peter continue, it was just too tempting. “No goosebumps?” 


“None.” Peter raised his arm to show. “Still as hot as always.” He grinned, earning a small chuckle 
from the teen and lightening the mood. “How do you feel?” 


“Good.” Stiles nodded his head a small smile forming. “Good.” 


Peter leaned forward to kiss him far gentler than he normally did. “Good.” He whispered against 
the teen's lips before kissing him once more. It wasn’t until they had pulled back that Peter 
commented. “But I believe I was just the appetizer, I’m sure my nephew is more than prepared to 
help sate the hunger in your belly.” 


Stiles blushed, twisting his head to see Derek who had remained behind him while he and Peter 
had fun. The wolf smiled back at him, even as his arm continued to move, Stiles gaze went down 
to where the wolf was working himself over. Given how hard he was and the state of his knot, it 
wasn’t going to take much to get Derek off. Stiles smiled twisting to pat Peter’s chest. “You’re 
sure you’re okay?” 


“Perfectly fine, now go on.” He patted the boy’s thigh, smiling as he watched Stiles twist about on 
the couch, leaving the wolf to clean himself up. Peter looked down with a grin at the mess he’d 
spilled across himself, the reminder that more was still nestled inside the boy's body made the mild 
inconvenience of being covered in his own come more than worthwhile. 
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Derek had stroked himself all the way through Peter coming against and inside Stiles, the notion 


that the succubus had allowed that deeper feeding made the wolf relieved. If he was lucky he’d be 
afforded the same pleasure, given the chance to spend some of himself inside Stiles and feed him 
fuller. 


When the succubus twisted, Derek ignored the sight of his uncle's seed on him. The heady scent of 
another Alpha claiming the succubus sparked his instincts to dominate, to claim him, but Derek 
was a born wolf and he’d been an Alpha before. So he used that experience to shove those 
ingrained instincts aside, Peter wasn’t a competitor, they were equals, truly equals given that Peter 
was an Alpha now. 


The succubus hadn’t shown any inclinations of wanting one of them over the other. His musings 
were disrupted by Stiles placing his hands on his shoulders, Derek let go of his weeping cock to 
grab the succubus’ hips and pull him into his lap. He grinned as Stiles got himself situated how he 
wanted, pushing down and making Derek growl as he felt his cock slide against the man’s belly 
pushing into the cooling seed already there. Derek arched up to kiss Stiles, a small deep thing that 
had the succubus whining against him. 


Stiles pulled from the heavy kiss Derek had given him to say. “ You’re ready right?” 
Derek snorted, hearing Peter laugh as well from behind the teen. “Yeah, a little.” 


Stiles glared at them teasing him by misunderstanding what he’d been asking. “‘No...I mean, you’ re 
close.” 


Oh. Derek nodded his head. “Yeah.” He rolled into the succubus’ form feeling that glorious slide 
of his cock touching warm flesh. “Real close.” 


Stiles smiled, pushing on the wolf's shoulders to arch himself up only to grunt when Derek pull 
him back down onto his lap before he could get the wolf in place, to slide against his sex rather 
than his stomach. “Dere-” 


“Shh.” Derek leaned forward to kiss him once more, pulling back to breathe the words. “I’m really 
close.” He agreed. “And on the edge of my control, so stay put.” 


Stiles’ eyes widened when the wolf admitted to how much he wanted to push into him for real. 


“That’s my fault darling.” Peter rubbed the teen’s wing gently. “Competitor and all, he’ Il be fine, 
you just enjoy yourself.” 


Stiles hummed, leaning forward to kiss the wolf back as Derek rutted against him with little 
growls. Stiles held fast to the wolf wrapping his arms around the wolf and tucking his head into the 
crux of Derek’s neck and shoulder kissing the wolf there and groaning as the man’s hard sex 
pushed against him and the sensitive part of his body that even now felt heavy even though Peter 
hadn’t completely finished inside him, but to Stiles’ body, it felt like a flood of warm heavy seed, 
seed his body was taking for itself the same way it would if Derek came inside him. Stiles 
clenched his eyes shut, his cunt throbbed with the need of it. To feel Derek there just as he had 
Peter, feel the glide of the man’s sex push inside him to spill Derek’s come inside him. 


Stiles groaned shifting on Derek’s lap as the wolf growled and rutted against him, Stiles felt the 
man’s knot, heavy and hard, ready to burst. Derek’s cock was twitching against his belly large 
trails of precome smearing into the mess that Peter had left behind. Stiles let his fangs come out to 
rest against the column of flesh on the Alpha earning a growl, a deeper noise, a threat. 


Stiles let his fangs rest there a moment before kissing the flesh once more and rasping. “Please.” 


He moaned as the wolf hitched harder, the hard cock pushed hard against his sensitive belly that 
felt swollen, packed full with Peter’s seed despite Stiles knowing there was so much more room in 
there. “Please Derek.” 


Derek growled as he heard the succubus’ pleas, his urging to take things farther despite the wolf's 
lack of control. “Stiles.” 


“Please. I...I want to feel you.” 


Derek grit his fangs tightly, letting the succubus shift in his lap rather than holding him fiercely to 
himself. He groaned when he felt his cock slide between the boy's thighs, sliding gloriously into 
the sticky mess of his uncle's come, pushing farther between the swollen lips of Stiles’ cunt. Each 
roll of his hips let his cock slide back and forth against the teen's heated core, his dick was pulsing 
eagerly to spill. Derek canted his head back chest heaving as he prepared to come, snarling when 
Stiles shifted again, forcing Derek’s cock to notch in the rim of his sex. “Stiles.” He bit out tightly, 
in warning. 


Stiles groaned at the heady sensation of the hard cock notching on his rim, nearly there if only he 
shifted a bit more. The dark warning Derek gave him was ignored, Stiles needed this, he needed to 
feel Derek. To feel the heavy cock enter him as Peter had, to feel that pulse of heat that came from 
the wolf spilling inside him. 


Stiles bit his lip as he shifted again on the next roll of their hips Stiles grunted when the man’s 
cock notched and pushed inside in one forceful movement. Stiles gasped as the man’s twitching 
length pushed in the full depth that Stiles usually allowed the wolves rather than slowly easing into 
it. Stiles groaned as Derek pulled back and shoved back in harder into that space that the wolves 
were allowed going farther as Peter had. 


Stiles whined, a heavy keen leaving him when the next push he felt the straining cock push even 
farther, deeper. Stiles panted it was just so deep, even though he knew he’d had men all the way 
inside him, rutting harder into him than what Derek was. Stiles whimpered when Derek pulled 
back and thrust back in staying at the new depth that was well three inches farther inside him than 
Peter had just had, the farthest any of his wolves had managed. 


Ordinarily, Stiles would have been hissing, clawing, and cursing if they pushed his limits but today 
those limits had been forced aside by the wolves' hard cocks, Stiles sagged against Derek and 
groaned at the heavy sensation of being split upon the man’s cock. Feeling his sex wrap around 
Derek eager for more, throbbing just like the length piercing him. Stiles bit his tongue till he bled, 
cutting off the plea for Derek to just be done with it and thrust all the way inside. To sink fully into 
him rut hard into him. Stiles squeezed his eyes shut and whimpered with every sharp movement of 
the wolf's cock, every snarl that Derek gave as his cock pushed into the foreign territory of his 
cunt. 


Stiles made it through another five minutes of hard rutting, hard pushes, and pulls of the throbbing 
length spearing him open. Stiles' eyes snapped open as he choked on air when the rush of heat 
spilled inside him, so much deeper than Peter’s had gone. He whined shifting on the man’s lap 
only to have Derek hold him still as he growled and spilled inside him. A heaviness settled deep in 
him, far faster than Peter, thick pulses of Derek’s come spilling with each small jerk of the man’s 
hips nowhere else to go. Stiles whimpered as he felt himself grow heavy with it, his cunt suckling 
needy around the spilling length even as Stiles shifted on the man’s lap unsure what he wanted to 
pull off or push down. 


“Feed Stiles,” Derek growled even as he restrained himself, bearing the brunt of the pain of 
holding back. Of not pushing farther inside when he’d already gone so much deeper than he should 


have, he’d felt how Stiles had reacted when his cock sank farther inside but the succubus hadn’t 
rebuked him for it, there were no claws in his back, no hissing or attempts to rise off of him. Stiles 
had just groaned and accepted it, it had been so much harder for Derek to reason not to keep going 
after that kind of response but he'd held back by the skin of his teeth. 


He surely didn’t expect to be allowed to stay that deep while coming and as he felt the succubus 
feed on him, Derek grinned around his fangs as he spilled more of himself inside the succubus. 
Stiles’ anxious shifting settled as he fed, allowing Derek to keep rolling gently inside the spasming 
cunt that was milking him of every heavy pulse of seed he had to give the succubus. 


Derek groaned as he felt the succubus feed, felt as he continued to come deep inside him as Stiles 
whined against his shoulder letting him continue. Letting Derek fill him, over and over with every 
throb of his knot as his hard sex twitched spilling heavy bursts of hot seed into the boy. Stiles 
laying upon his lap, taking all he had to offer him. 


Peter frowned as he shifted behind the succubus, he knew Derek was holding the boy's hips, 
keeping them aligned but the scent of his nephews come wasn’t there, not heavy at least. Peter 
sighed when he realized that Derek was coming inside the boy who was whimpering but laying 
there taking it. 


Stiles hadn’t forced Derek to pull back as he had Peter, the other Alpha was spilling all of himself 
inside of the succubus. He reached out to gently touch the teens back, questioning the succubus as 
he was unsure whether or not Derek was in his complete faculties to stop himself. “Stiles, are you 
okay?” 


Stiles heard the question, knew Peter was concerned as to why he hadn’t ripped into Derek’s back, 
raised holy hell for the wolf still coming inside him. He felt it all, the heaviness that was settling in 
his gut as each large pulse of werewolf seed was forced into his quivering cunt. 


Derek had stayed where he’d cemented himself, a gentle rocking motion all that the wolf pushed 
upon him as he came in rivers. Stiles groaned when Peter asked him again and Derek growled, 
clearly feeling threatened that Peter might stop this from continuing. God did he want it to 
continue, his body wanted the wolf deeper, as far as it could go but it was at least content with the 
sensation of being filled. His belly filled with the wolf's energy and the copious amounts of heated 
seed. Stiles managed to find his tongue after yet another torrent of come entered him. 

“M’ fine...M...M’ fine.” 


Peter nodded so long as the boy was alright with it then he wouldn’t intercede to stop Derek. He 
did however scowl at the back of the boy, wondering what had prompted this sudden acceptance, 
on some part he felt displaced for it. 


The succubus had rebuked him for pushing his limits as he always did and yet Derek was inside 
the succubus at that moment filling him. Peter sat back and waited to see how this would end, if 
Stiles had a reason for this sudden acceptance or if it was the heat of the moment and they would 
have a breakdown on their hands afterward. Peter grit his teeth as he heard Derek snarl watching 
the wolf rut into the boy who was whimpering through his nephew's orgasm. 


Stiles couldn’t help but fall slack against Derek’s shoulder panting as the wolf spent himself inside 
him, he’d stopped feeding a while ago, too tired to keep it going as his body focused on accepting 
all the wolf had to offer him. It was a lot, Derek kept giving more and more the man’s twitching 
length spilling heated seed into his moist cunt that was all too eager to accept it. 


He’d heard Peter’s concern and was thankful for the wolf for checking with him, but also aware 
that the man might feel out of sorts for having been stopped from doing the same thing Derek was 


doing at the moment. Filling him fully. Stiles groaned when at long last Derek stopped rutting into 
him gently, the heavy pulses of seed slowed before ending altogether. The succubus lay there 
draped over the man’s shoulder, shivering as his body was overcome from all the sensations it had 
been put through. He moaned when he felt Derek move a bit, the man’s cock shifting inside him 
even as Derek growled against him and cursed at him for letting him do that. Oh, so Derek was out 
of his ferallyness, that was nice. 


Stiles hummed tiredly as he listened to the two wolves bicker once more, fighting over why Peter 
didn’t stop him and why he had bothered to listen to Stiles say he was okay when he clearly wasn’t 
ready for this. Rude, the teen thought. It hadn’t been what he anticipated entertaining, but he’d 
been fighting it since Peter entered him and with Derek admitting how much he wanted it. How 
eager the wolf was, pushing that little bit further making Stiles feel the push of a hard cock sinking 
deeper inside his welcoming body...Well, the teen was a succubus and the urge to have a man's 
dick deep inside him was normal. Something he balked at, was repulsed by but desired all the 
same. 


Derek wasn’t all the way inside him, probably less than a half the length of him if Stiles guessed 
both wolves being very well endowed after all. Stiles sighed when he felt Peter and Derek stop 
bickering to agree that Derek needed to get outside of the succubus who had been laying limp, the 
wolves scared for him. Cute. Stiles hummed when he felt Peter’s arms come to wrap carefully 
around him, mindful of his wings. 


“Easy sweetheart we’re just going to get you comfortable.” Peter shared a glare with his nephew 
before Derek gently pushed back on the succubus’ hips trying to pull back out of the heated core 
that beckoned him deeper. The erotic slide of his cock through the filled cunt had the wolf biting 
his tongue so as not to make a noise depicting how pleasurable that was. Peter was already ready to 
gut him, not that it was entirely his fault for all of this but that was for their argument later. Derek 
sighed when his cock slid free, grimacing when he felt trails of his own seed slide out of the boy's 
swollen cunt dripping upon his half-hard cock. “Let’s get him onto his stomach, let him rest.” 


Peter just hummed, beyond angry with his nephew. Keeping his hold on Stiles, he let Derek grab 
the boy’s legs and carefully twist him so they weren’t splayed open across the younger wolf's hips 
as they had been a moment before when Stiles had held his nephew's cock inside him. 


Stiles whined causing Peter to shush him. “Easy Darling, we’ re just getting you comfortable.” The 
wolves managed to get the teen laying on his side, but he refused to lay on his stomach, it wasn’t 
until the third failed attempt that Peter sighed and smacked Derek on the bicep. “His stomach, 
remember?” 


“Right.” Derek met his uncle's gaze before both wolves looked to the sensitive flesh that the 
succubus had told them filled with his partner's seed, how his body held tight to a man's seed from 
instinct alone. Derek swallowed tightly at the arousing thought of the slender belly was filled with 
Derek’s come, locked deep inside him. 


“Get his blanket,” Peter growled, thankfully Derek did as ordered. Peter didn’t want to fight, not in 
front of Stiles and he was sure that it would turn physical, both sides angry. Derek angry with him 
for not stopping the younger wolf despite hearing Stiles say that he was alright, Peter angry at 
Derek for the same damn thing, not stopping himself. Peter was already angry with himself, having 
listened to Stiles now that he saw the result all the while knowing that when Stiles woke up he’d 
be disgusted with the pair of them. 


Peter froze, heart-stopping when he thought his fear was realized as Stiles’ eyes opened blearily 
staring at him. “Darling...I-” 


Stiles hummed tiredly, his body felt heavy, pleased with itself, and warm. He felt the tell-tale 
sensation of his body had gotten a nice load of a man’s seed in him and it took a moment for his 
brain to supply how that came about, or right he’d let Peter come in him but the most of it had been 
Derek. That was...Okay. Stiles reasoned, it wasn’t bad, not nearly like it had always been before 
but then again that made sense. 


Stiles loved Derek, he loved Peter...So that invading wrongness wasn’t like it was before because 
of it. Stiles stared back and saw the sad look on Peter’s face, oh right, that had happened. Stiles 
licked his lips and said. “I'd really like to do that with you next.” 


Peter’s eyes widened. “W-What?” 


Stiles smiled dopily as he hummed and stretched a bit, his wings rustling behind him before he 
sighed and relaxed. “Nearly did...Derek just made it harder to say no, you wore me down.” He 
huffed closing his eyes and never seeing the look of pride on the mans’ face. “Really wanna do 
that with you.” 


“All you have to do is ask...But are you sure you’re alright at this impromptu change in our 
arrangements?” 


“He surprised me just like you did, going deeper...But it felt good.” Stiles opened his eyes to smile 
tiredly at Peter. “I wanted it, wanted more b-but I held back...Just like I did with you.” The teen 
closed his eyes once more giving a tired sigh. 


Meaning that if Derek had pushed further he would have gotten to sink all the way inside the 
succubus, looking up when he heard Derek pause at the stairs he saw the look of surprise on his 
face it probably mirrored his own. Peter cleared his throat. “Well, then it would seem that we’re 
only doing as we have before...What he wants.” Peter smirked, Derek was shaking his head back at 
him, but Peter waved his concern off. “You heard him, Derek, he was surprised but loved it...And 
he didn’t once rebuke you so I think that holds up to his telling me that he was fine. Doesn’t it 
darling?” Peter looked back only to pause and smile softly Stiles sprawled out on the couch, curled 
up, asleep. 


Sighing at the beautiful picture he made, Peter watched on as Derek draped the boy’s blanket over 
him hiding the delectable sight of the teen wearing their seed, he smelled thickly of them, more so 
Derek as the wolf had gotten the pleasure to sink deep and spend himself inside the teen but Peter’s 
scent headily layered him too. Looking towards his shell-shocked nephew, Peter said. “Well, it 
would seem that one good thing has come from this ordeal.” 


Derek twisted his head to frown. “What?” 
“He wants us to have sex with him.” 


Derek shook his head. “I don’t think he meant it, not for us to go that far. He shouldn’t have let 


me-” 

“He wasn’t lying Derek. He wanted it and you and I both know if he had truly not wanted it you’d 
be healing your back about now.” Peter smiled as Derek gave a small huff, clearly realizing that 
Peter was right. “He gave you all the signs he wanted it, same as he gave me. We just weren’t 
prepared for his eagerness.” Peter glanced back to the sleeping teen. “How well did he feed on 
you? He fed very well from me.” 


“Good, more than usual at least.” 


“That’s because you and I were actually inside him.” Peter waved a hand. “We both know that 
affects things, he’s made to be fed that way.” 


“Yeah.” Derek reached out to stroke the teen’s head, Stiles snuffled his face into his arm and 
remained sleeping. 


“I’m in need of a shower.” Peter rose and stalked off. “Do try not to enjoy him without me.” 


Derek sighed, glaring after his uncle as he moved to sit in front of the couch just staring lovingly at 
the sleeping succubus. He stroked Stiles’ cheek all the while coming to terms that Stiles would 
have allowed him to sink all the way inside him, Derek’s cock gave an eager twitch. He took a 
deep breath and adjusted himself from where he’d halfheartedly stuffed himself inside his pants. 
“Next time.” Derek smiled as he sat back and let Stiles rest. 


Frustratingly frustrated 


Chapter Summary 


Stiles wakes up and deals with the conflicting emotions for having allowed the wolves 
to feed him so intimately. A change in his body's reaction to that feeding leaves Stiles 
desperate to know whether or not there are any more curve balls his body can throw 
his way. 
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When Stiles woke he was alone, frowning he sat upright, the blanket he was intent on stealing 
falling off of him. Looking about, the teen made to get up only to freeze, looking down he let a 
hand fall to his stomach there was a slight swell there. Stiles bit his lip as he felt the heaviness of 
Derek’s and to a lesser extent, Peter’s come it was settling settled deep inside, his body holding 
tight to it. 


It wouldn’t take long before his body really showed the signs of how well the wolves had filled 
him, the hormones would startup as they always had when he'd taken a man into his body. This 
would just be the first time that it was truly on account of his wolf's, the little foreplays where he'd 
let them come inside him before were sporadic and never long kept before he'd force them to 
release him. 


This time, however, Derek had finished inside directly after Peter had already been allowed to spill 
quite a lot. There would be no avoiding the after-effects of his succubus heritage. Blowing out a 
breath he stood all the while knowing that the sensation of the wolf's seed sitting deep within him 
would stay for a few days. 


Stiles gave a small perusal of the space before finding that he was indeed alone, Stiles frowned, he 
didn’t think either wolf would leave him but he turned upon hearing the sound of a door slamming, 
a car door. Walking over to the window Stiles smiled as he watched Derek and Peter move around 
the Camaro, given their movements Peter was being a little shit and Derek was putting up with it 
while getting the Camaro ready. 


Shaking his head, the succubus twisted about and with a small even breath flared his wings, easy. 
Now the hard part, he made to wrap them around himself, grimacing at the tightness that came as 
they settled. Stiles could see the damaged area, it was healing and wasn’t restricting his 
movements as much but still plenty painful, Stiles easily let his wings go back to their docile 
position against his back sighing in relief. 


Smiling at the progress he’d made, more than likely from his feeding well from the Alphas the 
teen made his way to the door and walked to the elevator before shaking his head, if he used that 
they’d definitely know he was coming. Settling for the broken down stairs Stiles hopped the gaps 


with ease, making his way all the way down to the ground floor. 


He looked down at himself, bit his lip a moment on whether or not he wanted to use his glamour. 
After all, it was a tad embarrassing to see that little swell in his belly, arousing, but still 
embarrassing. He could use his glamour Stiles reasoned, he had plenty of energy at the moment, 
but the notion that the wolves had already seen all of him, had seen the results of him having other 
men, other wolves in him had the succubus smiling and walking into the sunlight with ease. Stiles 
smiled when both wolves turned finally having registered his presence and disrupting their 
argument. 


“Stiles.” Derek’s eyes widened at the very naked succubus. 


Peter smirked. “Hello, darling.” He smiled when the boy came to snuggle up to him. “Where are 
your clothes?” He teased despite not caring. 


Stiles hummed. “You’ve seen me naked.” 


“True, but aren’t you cold?” Peter questioned, chuckling when he got the simple yet affected 
answer. 


“That’s why I have you.” 


“Touche.” Peter sent a look to his nephew who was shaking his head clearly in disbelief at what 
Stiles had done, coming all the way down from the loft bare ass naked. Peter kept a hold of the 
teen even as he leaned forward a bit to stare into the trunk of the Camaro. 


“What are you doing?” 


“Getting ready to leave,” Derek stated simply. “T d rather be prepared in case we needed to leave 
sooner.” 


“Why would we?” Stiles tilted his head. 
“Just a precaution love.” Peter pulled the boy back to nuzzle his hair. “How do you feel?” 
Stiles smiled pulling back to flare one of his wings. “It looks better and it doesn’t hurt as much.” 


Peter moved to stare at the wound, smiling at the sight of the wound closing up. Their feeding the 
teen was doing wonders for him. “Good.” 


“I can’t really fold them over though...I tried and it did not feel good.” Stiles admitted as he tucked 
his wing back behind him. “I was tempted to try a glamour but I’m not sure how that might feel 
with them being like they are.” 


“Don’t.” Derek walked over to cradle the teen's cheek before leaning down to kiss him gently. 
“You don’t need to test that, we’re safe here and you’re healing with any luck you’ ll be healed by 
tomorrow.” 


Stiles hummed leaning forward to snuggle into Derek’s chest breathing in the wolf's scent with a 
smile. He pulled back before twisting about and surprising the other wolf by wrapping his arms 
around his neck and jumping up, Peter caught him, and after giving the wolf a very hard kiss did 
the teen pull back with a wry grin. 


“My my what did I do to deserve this?” Peter held the teen to himself as Stiles surprised him by 
asking a strange question. 


“I know you had an apartment here.” 

“I did.” Peter nodded. 

“Did you have a car here or is that the one back at home?” 
“T have a few, but I don’t believe I left one here, why?” 


Stiles hummed, then shrugged after all they’d done it didn’t seem like a big deal. “Have you ever 
stolen a car before?” 


Peter laughed at the odd series of questions. “May I ask why you’re so inclined to do this?” 


Stiles smiled kissing the wolf once more before pulling back, staring intently into the man’s eyes. 
“Cause I really want to figure out how you have sex in a car, it doesn’t seem like there’s enough 
space for that.” 


Peter growled at the promising tone. “There is.” 


“Well, yeah cause people do it, but it seems impossible...Which is why I asked about the car thing 
cause we can’t sex up the Camaro, that’s Derek’s.” He twisted his head about to tell the wolf. 
“Later.” 


Derek smirked, chuckling as he went back to moving things around in the trunk even as he listened 
to Stiles rile his uncle up with the promise of car sex. Given the strangled noises and growls Peter 
was giving there might be a car theft taking place that evening, Derek really didn’t want to explain 
that to the sheriff. Frowning at the idea, he turned and cut the pair off. “No car theft.” They both 
turned to frown at him, Derek explained. “You get caught and it's gonna be your dad who finds 
you naked in a car with Peter.” He pointed at Stiles. 


The teen’s eyes went wide before he twisted about and shook his head. “Not on your life.” 


Peter smiled, kissing the frantic teen before pulling back. “That’s fine darling, we have plenty of 
other things to explore.” 


Stiles hummed snuggling up to the wolf, laying his head on his shoulder with a sigh. “Good.” 


Peter held the teen aloft his own body Stiles apparently wanting to stay where he was, that was 
fine, Peter was more than capable of holding him up against himself. Both his hands had gone 
under the succubus’ ass and were holding him there, he smirked as his thumb stroked a supple 
cheek. He tilted his head to snuffle the boy's neck and grinned when all that came back to him was 
a happy succubus layered in his and Derek’s scents. Perfect. 


KOKK K K K K K K K K K 


It was the following morning that Stiles rose to the sensation of Peter and Derek’s come weighing 
heavily in his belly but despite that heaviness, his belly wasn't showing as much as Stiles thought it 
should, after all, Derek was an Alpha and he’d come inside him...A lot. Stiles had shown more 
from humans so it was strange that he wasn’t displaying more proof of sleeping with the wolves. 


This strange occurrence utterly perplexed the succubus because it was a given that Derek had come 


enough for him to show the otherworldly signs he usually had, Peter had helped contribute after 
all, but there was nothing but a small swell. 


A tightness and promise of the wolf's seed laying beneath his skin but without the physical proof, 
all that happened left Stiles bracing himself for the hormone-driven backlash of having sex with 
the wolf. Of feeding off of him in such an intimate way, but thus far nothing had set him off. Not 
Peter’s little terms of endearment, not Derek’s possessiveness, hell not even when the two wolves 
got into a small tiff in front of him with growling and posturing. 


Stiles had just broken it up with ease and not a single flash of his own shift, no threat of using his 
talons and no hissing. Just nothing, so by the time lunch rolled around Stiles found himself 
frustrated that he wasn’t frustrated...Stiles sighed earning the attention of the two eating wolves. 


“Stiles?” 


The succubus shook his head looking up and muttering. “Nothing...Just my stupid brain thinking 
too hard.” He got up and began to pace, trying to work through his thoughts as he grew more 
frustrated with himself than the wolves. 


Derek gave a concerned look but nodded, allowing the teen to think things through. He returned to 
his meal for another ten minutes without the succubus saying a single word to either him or Peter 
when all of the sudden Stiles looked up at him and frowned. “What?” 


“There is something seriously wrong with you.” 
Derek blinked utterly floored by the sudden statement. “What?” 


Peter chuckled at the brutal response the teen had for Derek’s simple question. “As much as I 
agree with you on there being things wrong with my nephew I have to ask on what particular 
subject it is Darling that are you talking about?” Peter ignored the sharp glare that Derek shot him, 
curious to know what Stiles meant. 


Stiles sent a fleeting glance to Peter before looking back at Derek. “I’m not frustrated at you and 
I’m entirely frustrated because I’m not frustrated.” The wolves stared back at him as if he was nuts, 
Stiles’ shoulders slumped. “Just be infuriating for a minute.” 


“How?” 

Stiles opened his mouth before waving a hand. “See.” 
Peter chuckled. “Darling, he’s not doing anything.” 
“T know!” 


Peter nodded his head, sharing a strange look with Derek before putting aside his sandwich in order 
to get up and walk over to the pacing succubus, stopping him in his rounds to smile gently and grab 
his shoulders to hold him still. “Sweetheart we need more than that if we’re going to help. What’s 
going on?” 


Stiles gave a pleading look to Peter. “It doesn’t feel wrong.” 
“What doesn’t?” 


“Me.” 


Peter’s brow furrowed. “And you expect yourself to feel wrong?” 

“Yes!” 

Peter sighed at the impatient succubus. “Why? Why should you feel wrong?” 
“B-Because I always do, I mean...I always have those stupid hormones and-” 


Oh. Peter glanced to Derek who had a brow raised clearly following along just as he was, trying to 
reason with the upset succubus Peter asked. “You don’t feel like ripping our faces off and that 
worries you?” 


“Ye-No.” Stiles shook his head. “That’s a good thing but it's not because it's not how it...I mean, I 
should be pissed as hell. I bit you last time for Christ's sake!” 


Peter smirked. “I remember.” 
“T haven’t once threatened to maim or kill you, aren’t you worried?!” 
“No,” Derek smirked. “Why would we be?” 


“Because it's not normal!” Stiles glared at the wolf. “I should want to dismember you and I don’t 
and I totally blame you for not being infuriating even though you’ re infuriating.” 


Derek sighed, stating in a droll tone of voice. “Stiles, is it really a bad thing that you don’t want to 
murder us, or is it just cause it's different that’s throwing you for a loop?” 


Stiles made to hiss only to pause and nod when Derek’s question made a hell of a lot of sense, 
there was nothing ‘bad’ about not wanting to tear their faces off it was just disconcerting because it 
wasn’t what he was used to. 


“Do you feel bad?” Peter questioned as he rubbed the boy’s shoulder. “Other than your emotions 
does anything feel different or wrong?” 


Stiles knew the wolves followed his hand when it settled on his stomach even though he was too 
busy looking himself. It felt different, heavy, and full like it always had but not disgusting, not vile 
and repulsive. Just a heavy feeling that he knew was Derek's seed that his body was holding onto 
tightly. 


It was almost pleasant to know it was there and that was deeply concerning to the succubus. More 
so when he rubbed it seeking out the proof that should have shown how heavy he was with the 
wolf's seed but he was denied that other than the small swell that might have grown to a small 
degree and the overwhelming sensation of the heaviness within. 


“Stiles, does it hurt?” Derek was on his feet in an instant even as he saw Peter focus only to look 
back at him with a shake of his head. 


“His wings ache that’s it.” 


Derek nodded as he came to stand before the succubus and gently reached out a hand to pull the 
boy's own hand off of himself. “So it doesn’t hurt...What’s wrong?” 


Stiles looked up at the wolf with worried eyes. “I-I should be hating your guts right now but I don’t 
and it should feel bad, gross, and just...Just wrong but it doesn’t.” Stiles whimpered. “It doesn’t.” 


Derek frowned at how upset the teen was by this new change, swallowing carefully he reached out 


and laid his warm hand on the boy's belly, it had a gentle slope to it that it hadn’t had before Derek 
and Peter had sex with him and as he rested his hand there he felt the firmness. Stiles gave a stilted 
breath but didn’t lash out or pull away. Derek met his guarded eyes. “Does this bother you?” Stiles 
hiccuped and shook his head, Derek nodded in return. “Are you sure this is a bad thing?” 


“What else could it be?” Stiles asked tearfully. “Its never felt like this, I should be breaking your 
hand but I don’t care...It just feels nice.” 


Derek smiled coming closer to kiss the succubus, pushing his lips against Stiles with a gentle but 
forceful approach, never wavering until Stiles was making pleased noises into his mouth. Derek 
pulled back slowly smiling. “Maybe it's 'cause you love me.” 


Stiles blinked. He hadn’t considered that, he looked down to where Derek was gently cradling his 
belly, the wolf's hot hand felt soothing as it reinforced the heaviness inside of him. Derek’s come 
resting just below the man's hand, nestled tightly inside his core. Stiles looked up to stare at Derek 
and asked in a wary tone. “Do you think that’s it?” 


“It's the only thing that might make sense darling.” Peter stroked the boy's hair. “You’ve been 
letting us touch you more, more intimately, let us enter you more often and deeper, yesterday you 
took us both to some degree. That’s a big change, just like allowing Derek to stay inside you the 
whole time.” 


Stiles hiccuped and nodded his head before turning towards Peter. “I need you to have sex with me 
right now.” 


Peter gasped. “W-What?” 


“T need to know if it changes if it's really cause I love you two or if it's cause there’s something 
seriously wrong with Derek.” 


The wolf in question snorted. “Thanks.” 


Stiles sent him an apologetic look. “Sorry, but you don’t get it, this feels so...So different.” He 
placed his hand over Derek’s as it had stayed on his stomach. “I like you touching me there Derek, 
I shouldn’t, it’s always been sensitive or hurt.” Stiles met the wolfs gaze. “It doesn’t.” 


Peter sighed. “An interesting theory though I’m not sure if I should be offended or glad for the 
offer.” 


Stiles smiled sadly, he realized how horrible that sounded but he was desperate for answers. 
“Sorry.” He pushed past Derek to snuggle up to the wolf. “It's just...I love you both, so if that’s 
really it then it'll stay like this right?” He pulled back enough to stare up at Peter. “And if it 
changes then we know somethings up.” 


Peter frowned. “Are you sure you wish to have sex just to test this?” 
“No, but I need to.” Stiles pleaded with the wolf. 
Nodding the wolf looked over to Derek. “Care to play chaperon?” 


Derek snorted, he knew what Peter meant but he still muttered. “Let me know if you feel cold, m 
finishing my lunch.” 


Peter smirked at the lack of empathy, he grasped Stiles’ chin when the succubus made to scold 
Derek. “It's fine darling, he’s joking.” 


“Oh.” Stiles nodded his head. “So...Can we?” 


Peter chuckled. “Darling, I don’t need a particular reason to have sex with you, but I do want to ask 
how comfortable you are with this?” 


“I told you I nee-” 


“I know.” Peter cut the teen off. “But what I meant is, how far do you wish to take this?” He gave 
a strong look to the teen, one that emphasized what he really meant. 


“Oh...Uh.” Stiles bit his lip a moment before saying. “Can we just play it by ear?” 
Peter chuckled. “Alright, we can do that...Even if it's not the best scale of measurement.” 


Stiles shrugged. “Right now everything’s fucked up, so would you please just have sex with me 
and make me stop thinking about how I’m not wanting to tear your faces off?” 


Peter glanced towards Derek before rolling his eyes when the wolf took a bite of his sandwich with 
a raised brow and a smirk. “Cute.” He grasped Stiles’ wrist and made him follow behind him 
towards the bedroom. “I do hope you have extra sheets.” The growl that Derek gave him had Peter 
smirking. 


KKK KKK KK 


Stiles smiled and apologized as Peter began to get out of his clothes. “Sorry...It's just, I need to 
know and it's not like I won’t enjoy the sexy times that’s a given.” 


Peter chuckled as he removed his shirt assuring the teen he knew that. “I’m sure yov’ ll enjoy 
yourself, Stiles we always do, it's more the situation that makes this...A bit of a strange affair.” 


Stiles walked over surprising Peter by reaching down to unbutton his pants himself, smiling up at 
the wolf. “Think of it like this then.” Stiles licked his lips, bringing out his own little dark thoughts. 
“You get to have sex with me, and you get to stay as deep inside me as I can stand...And then.” 
Stiles met the flared red eyes with a coy smile. “Then you get to come in me and it’ Il stay there for 
days...Just like Derek’s will.” Stiles reached into the man’s pants never taking his eyes off of the 
red eyes or the mouth that was open a hair just enough to show the fangs. Stiles bit his lip when his 
hand came to wrap around a hard cock, he had to shove harder on Peter’s pants to get the man’s 
turgid length out of the confining cloth. Stiles stroked him up and down a few times before asking. 
“So...Does that sound okay?” 


“Get on the bed darling.” 


Stiles smiled stroked the man’s cock twice more earning an earthy growl before letting him go to 
walk towards the bed. Stiles smiled to himself as he climbed onto the bed and twisted about to ask. 
“So...Are you going to sit down and have me-” 


Peter had prowled forward by the time the little devil had seated himself on the bed, also working 
his already hard cock, his thumb trailing down the head to smear the precome that had been 
bubbling up since the devilish teen spoke those tantalizing words of what he was about to do. “I 
would love to have you on your back darling but it's too soon for that.” 


Stiles huffed. “Yeah.” He glanced at his wings still healing. “Another day or two.” Stiles pouted 
before questioning. “We’re kinda limited on what we can do cause of them...I mean I can try to 
glamour that would work...If it works.” Stiles smiled unsure if the glamour would function while 
his wings were injured. 


“Will it?” Peter was eager to have a more broad range of motion with the teen but if it wasn’t 
possible then they would make due. 


Stiles shrugged and concentrated his energy on his appearance, in sliding his more inhuman traits 
within himself. There was resistance, his wings shuddering as if they didn’t wish to be caged 
within him, but after another shudder, they collapsed as the glamour took hold. Stiles sighed, 
looking around to see that they were hidden, he smiled back at Peter. 


“Tt’ll hold and it doesn’t hurt?” Peter asked as he sauntered closer, climbing up onto the bed with 
the teen even as he nodded. “Good.” Peter lunged forward and snapped up the teen's mouth 
earning a high keen from the succubus as the Alpha growled. With bruising force Peter dominated 
Stiles’ mouth, plunging his tongue deep as their fangs clashed the wolf smirking when he felt 
Stiles’ own slipping through his glamour. Pulling back the wolf flared his eyes and said. “Turn 
over.” 


Stiles blinked at the sudden request before humming, he twisted over to lay on his belly before 
quipping. “You know how many dog jokes I can make about this right?” 


“Say that when this is over darling,” Peter smirked not at the least bit surprised that Stiles had 
some witty remark for this. He palmed the teen's ass before grabbing his hips and pulling them up, 
making him present. Stiles shivered beneath him and the wolf growled in approval. “It’Il 
feel...Deeper like this.” 


“How?” Stiles snorted. “It's not as if my body changes or your dick...Wait it doesn’t do anything 
else right?” 


Peter chuckled as he pressed against the teen's body letting him feel the hard member. “No, just a 
knot...’ m assuming you don’t wish to play with that today.” 


“Not really.” There was keen hesitation in the teen's voice. 


“Another time.” Peter soothed as he stroked the boy’s hip rutting against him a moment before 
saying. “Say the word darling and I stop.” 


Stiles nodded his head from where he lay on his elbows, his knees supporting him as Peter 
dominated his frame. The succubus swallowed tensely shivering when he felt that first brush of the 
man’s cock against his sex. The tip slathering its precome against the folds of his cunt, pressing 
through the lips in a teasing motion that made the succubus grit his teeth as the need arose, the urge 
to have his partner sink deep inside him. “Peter.” 


“Hm?” The wolf grinned as he enjoyed teasing himself and Stiles given the strain in the teen's 
voice. 


“What are you doing?” 
“What does it feel like darling? Enjoying myself, surely this feels good to you?” 
“Sure,” Stiles muttered. “But I kinda expected you to do more than that.” 


“T will.” 


Stiles glared at the bedspread when the wolf continued to tease him, rolling his eyes Stiles 
muttered. “If you don’t plan on sexing me up I can go elsewhere.” Stiles grinned at the snarl that 
evoked, the teen grunted as he was shoved forward with the sudden thrust of the man’s hips that 
notched his cock, another hard one slid the man's cock into his waiting cunt. Stiles gasped as the 
wolf stopped himself, but only after sinking in farther than Stiles had anticipated. The succubus 
whimpered from the feeling of the hard cock spearing his throbbing cunt open. 


Peter growled with the need to dominate the bitch beneath him, but he gnashed his teeth a few 
times before asking. “Alright?” 


Stiles moaned as he hung his head. “Y-Yeah.” 


Nodding Peter gently pulled back aware that his harsh introduction might not have felt good to the 
unprepared pussy, Stiles was as wet as ever a boon from being a succubus but that didn’t mean he 
couldn’t feel rushed. Peter took a few deep breaths to try and calm himself, Stiles had only 
threatened such a thing because he was eager to start, he didn’t truly mean to go out and find other 
wolves. His rational side knew this, his wolf, however, saw it as an opportunity for another wolf to 
lay claim to what was theirs. 


So, mindful of how he was moving the wolf pulled back groaning at how heavenly it felt to be in 
that heat. He pulled back until only the tip remained before pushing inside again, he pushed and 
pushed reaching the sudden depth his haste had earned him. Peter kept the ritual movement going, 
gentle, easy to try, and make sure the succubus was comfortable as Stiles was making small noises 
that showed he was feeling everything. 


Some of them clear noises of pleasure, the wolf grinned as he pushed back inside the quaking cunt, 
gritting his teeth as he sank further and caused the succubus to whine. Peter groaned as he sank 
another inch inside the hot depths of Stiles’ body before pulling back. Like before he made a show 
of getting the succubus used to the new depth though it proved harder as Stiles shifted, clearly 
unsure on whether or not he wished to keep Peter there. 


The wolf eased his way in and out of the succubus, grunting as he thrust in at a harder pace than 
before as his knot began to form. The rush of knowing he’d be burying himself inside Stiles and 
coming was enough to get his blood flooding down to his cock. 


Stiles whimpered from where he lay on his elbows, Peter impossibly deep in his cunt, the wolves 
even thrusts pulling out and then thrusting back inside. It knocked the wind out of him as he felt 
that steel rod push his cunt aside refusing to be denied on its quest deeper. Stiles gasped each time 
the wolf paused at that horrible depth that had his stomach shuddering. 


Stiles’ body was eager, desperate for the wolf to come, to push deeper until every drop of the 
wolf's come was pushed deep where it belonged. Stiles groaned at the sordid thought, something 
he’d never entertained before now. Then again, before now he’d never allowed either wolf to be 
this deep inside him, Peter was farther than Derek had been and it felt like he was being split apart 
on the man's cock. His poor cunt parted to accept it, eager to take it in despite the tight fit. 


His muscles suckled on the cock as it thrust inside him, his body urging the wolf to come. To 
spend himself deep inside Stiles and fill him up with his energy and the thick seed that it desired. 
Stiles grunted as the wolf pushed deeper, gasping as another inch was added to his already stuffed 
cunt. Stiles squirmed whining as he was impaled on the wolf's cock again, its drooling tip sliding 
across his swollen flesh pushing it aside to carve out a path for itself. “P-Peter.” 


“Yes?” The wolf growled as he enjoyed himself, having pushed that much deeper. Feeling his cock 
sink into the velvet sex that was trying to milk him of his seed. It wasn’t a hard task to get him to 


do, his knot was fully formed and prepared to let him fill the succubus up but he was using all the 
restraint he had to hold off eager to see if he could get all the way inside the succubus before he 
came. He still had another two inches of his cock for the succubus to take and with every 
introduction to more of his member, the succubus made strangled noises as if he thought his body 
could take no more. 


“It's so deep.” 
Peter grinned. “I can get deeper.” 


Stiles shook his head that was impossible, no human had gotten this deep but then his mind 
recalled the two other wolves he’d fucked. Right, they had gone this deep. But it seemed like years 
since that happened and Peter was so hard, so thick and long and there was more? Stiles' body 
clenched up at the idea that it could take more of the man inside it, Stiles panted as his body was 
rocked with that need. Stiles whined. “H-How?” 


Peter grinned as he pulled back out in a leisurely stroke before pushing back inside and not 
stopping until another inch of his cock had been accepted in the whimpering succubus’ body. 
“That’s how.” 


Stiles gasped, chest heaving as he felt how deep the wolf was inside him. Surely he would see him, 
pressing hard against his stomach but looking down the length of himself he saw only the slight 
swell that had already existed there, the proof of his mating with the wolves the day prior. It was 
heavier like this, hanging lower as his body refused to lose it to this mating. 


Stiles closed his eyes and groaned as Peter continued fucking him with that new depth, every 
forward thrust feeding that much more of Peter’s rigid length into him. The hunger was there, 
sitting deep within him and it wasn’t the same hunger of him needing to be fed. This was the more 
carnal side of him that he’d constantly shoved aside, not wishing to find pleasure in this new body. 


He’d felt more and more of it as he began sleeping with the wolves, despite them never having real 
sex for the last many months it continued to grow. When Stiles started taking the men inside him, 
letting small amounts of their come enter him the lust grew, the fervent desire for more sparked by 
this introduction of the male's body and seed. Stiles whined as it rose within him, begging for 
more, for Peter to push in deep and never leave, to fill him full over and over again. 


Stiles groaned as the wolf continued to fuck him in leisure strokes, his body ready to take 
everything Peter had to offer him. Stiles bit his lip as the wolf was growling, nearly there if the 
way Peter’s cock throbbing inside him was any indication. The man’s hard tip twitched as it slid 
through his depths, pushing aside his flushed sex to reach deeper but not all of him. Stiles whined 
and managed to rasp. “K-Keep going.” 


Peter opened his eyes to stare at the back of Stiles’ head, he’d been enjoying the easy rutting of 
their joining, no hasty movements needed for him to get himself there as the teen adjusted to being 
filled with more and more of the wolves cock. “You’re sure?” He asked around a growl, eager to 
get himself all the way in now that the teen was offering it. 


At the nod, Peter grinned around his fangs and on the next forward thrust pushed home, not 
stopping as the rest of his cock split the teens cunt wide upon it. Stiles whined beneath him but 
Peter kept shoving until he rested deep within the succubus. Peter sighed in relief when all of him 
was sheathed inside the heated sex wrapped around him, Stiles was making small keening noises 
and the wolf smiled when he realized the teen wasn’t aware of just how deep he could get, nor 
how hard the wolves cock was when spearing him that deep. “How's that?” 


Stiles gave an airy sob as he was speared apart by Peter’s cock, it thrusting slow but evenly until it 
reached parts of him that Stiles was sure didn’t exist. It went on and on until he felt the man's cock 
push hard against something inside him, the mans drooling sex smearing against his walls. Stiles 
whimpered as he heard the pleasure in Peter’s question, Stiles could feel the man’s knot, nearly full 
as it rested against the edge of his cunt pressing into the swollen lips teasingly swallowed by them. 


Stiles grunted as Peter pulled back, his body feeling hollow all at once. A deep-seated pain struck 
as the wolf pulled free, Stiles’ body dismayed that it hadn’t gotten what it wanted. Peter’s cock and 
seed deep inside him. Stiles panted as he stared wide-eyed down at the bedspread as Peter split him 
open once more as the succubus’ body rejoiced for being full again but unlike all the times where 
Stiles hated and loathed this instinctual response his succubi form had, this time Stiles agreed with 
it. Stiles closed his eyes and licked his lips enjoying the next push into his sopping cunt, the 
pulsing of his cunt as it swallowed Peter’s dick spasming around it and urging the wolf to come 
already. To fill him full, Stiles groaned at the notion, that the wolf's seed would join Derek’s deep 
in his belly. Stiles rested his head on the bedspread and begged softly. “Please Peter.” 


“Please what?” The wolf growled as he sank deep once more grinding into the shivering succubus 
with a wide grin as pleasure soared up his body through his cock. He pulled back with a wet 
suctioning sound before pushing back with a groan. 


“Please come.” The wolf snarled. “Please come inside me.” 


Peter snapped his hips earning a sharp whine as he picked up the pace upon hearing the erotic plea. 
“Alright darling, I will.” He wasn’t going to pull out, to begin with, but it was still arousing to hear 
Stiles beg for his come. The wolf tilted his head back a bit opening his mouth as he breathed hard 
giving harsh snaps of his hips to bury himself to the hilt, his swollen knot trapped outside as it 
abused the swollen lips to his lover's cunt. Stiles was whining beneath him, constantly forced to 
take the wolf's cock as Peter delved harder into him eager to come inside. 


“Please. Please.” Stiles whimpered as that harsh coil in his belly begged for the wolf to come, to 
spill deep inside so it could harvest the wolf's seed and hold it safely inside. Stiles whimpered as 
Peter continued to snap his hips hard into him, the teen feeling every hard introduction to the 
twitching cock as it rammed into the back of his cunt, pushing, straining against the confines. 


Stiles shifted as if to get away from the wolf's battering pace, only for Peter to grab his hips and 
yank him back. Stiles’ eyes widened as he gave a shrill noise of pleasure, undeniable pleasure, his 
eyes went lidded as he felt Peter slam hard into that place again, another burst of pleasure flowed 
through him. His cunt suckled on the wolf with each hammering blow as Stiles lay docile 
whimpering as he was waited for what he and his body wanted most. To be filled. 


Peter snarled as he snapped his hips forward again, burying himself to the hilt, cursing his knot for 
getting in the way of his rutting. Stiles was making the best of noises beneath him and the boy's 
cunt was swallowing him whole, hot tissue wrapping around him, suckling on him as if to draw the 
wolf deeper. Peter tried, he thrust hard but his knot kept him restrained, even so, he felt the crown 
of his cock slam into the warm swollen tissues of his lover's pussy. 


He snarled when Stiles made a sharp keen whenever he got that deep, he felt the boy shudder 
beneath him. Peter’s claws pricked the teen's hips as he arched harder as his knot throbbed, another 
sharp punishing blow of his cock cemented his fate and the wolf roared as he pushed hard, driving 
his cock as deep as it could go and letting the first burst of hot seed spill into the boys waiting 
body. He heard the sharp gasp Stiles gave but he was too busy rutting into the boy's cunt which 
was suckling on his spewing cock to consider what that might mean. Peter groaned as he rutted 
forcefully into the boy even as Stiles whined beneath him. 


Stiles whimpered when that first heady pulse of heat spilled into him, so very deep. Pushing hard 
against his straining sex that was being assaulted over and over again by the wolf's twitching sex 
slamming into him as Peter rutted into him during his orgasm. Every heavy burst of seed pushing 
against the succubus’ walls straining them to take it all. Stiles whimpered as he felt that deep recess 
of himself take in the wolf's seed, opening to take everything Peter had to give him, filling Stiles’ 
belly with the heat of the wolf's spending. Stiles panted below Peter as that heavy need to be filled 
was Satiated with every lovely pulse of seed, his belly filled in more than one way as he 
haphazardly fed from the orgasming wolf. 


Peter never stopped his motions, continuing to rut into him throughout. Hitting hard into him after 
Stiles stopped feeding to focus on the pleasure of being fed the man’s seed. His body quivered as it 
took every drop into himself, pooling it alongside Derek’s own to stir deep within him. Stiles 
groaned as he felt another torrent of heat enter him. The succubus smiled, this was pleasure, this 
was orgasmic to the sex demon who moaned in pleasure as the wolf fed him more. 


Peter sighed as he rutted half a dozen times more as his cock began to settle less and less seed 
leaving him before after long his knot solidified and stopped producing more come for him to give 
the succubus. He’d felt Stiles feed from him though it didn’t last long, given how the boy was 
moaning it might have been from distraction. 


At one point he’d felt the wet cunt around him tighten sharply so there was a good chance the teen 
had come from Peter fucking him full. The wolf licked his lips at the thought even as he reached 
down to stroke his mate's body. “How was that darling?” Stiles groaned, chuckling the wolf slowly 
pulled back with a sharp groan of his own before gritting his teeth as his half-hard cock slipped free 
of the gloriously hot sex it had been rutting into not moments before. 


Sighing Peter let his cock settle as he stared down at Stiles and grinned, licking his lips at the sight 
of some of his seed clinging to the boy's sex. Heavy and thick as it clung to the succubi's throbbing 
sex, the boy's cunt twitching even as the wolf watched it. He smiled as he gently helped Stiles to 
lay down, no longer speared upon the wolf's cock. Peter ignored the messy state of his own sex in 
favor of checking on Stiles. 


The teen seemed prepared to sleep, something that had happened right after Derek had come inside 
him fully, Peter had always wondered it if it was just a succubus trait or just a teen who reacted 
favorably to sex. Stroking a hand through Stiles’ hair he asked. “How do you feel?” 


Stiles moaned as he lay there, his body throbbed, ached for Peter to rut back inside him, to fill him 
again. Stiles whined at that desire, the need despite feeling so full of come. He heard Peter’s 
question but all he could come up with as an answer was. “Full.” 


Peter blinked, then smirked. “Yes? Does that feel good?” 
“So good.” 


Peter chuckled stroking his hand down Stiles’ hair to his neck and then his back where he trailed 
his fingers through the sweat that had formed. “So you’re not opposed to this happening again 
then?” Stiles hummed tiredly, Peter took that as his answer. “Rest Darling, you’ ve taken me well 
but that was a big change for you.” He stroked Stiles’ back as he listened carefully, the hum gave 
way to smaller noises of contentedness and then finally tired snuffles that Peter enhanced by 
wrapping the teen in the blanket he’d claimed. 


Peter smiled softly as he stroked the sleeping succubus’ face. He rose and went into the nearby 
bathroom to clean himself up before redressing himself, he came out to softly smile at the sleeping 
figure before heading back downstairs, Derek looked at him and the wolf shrugged. “You heard as 


well as I, he didn’t give much in the way of answers.” 
“I heard a lot.” 


Peter smirked at the annoyance there, of course, Derek would be jealous. “Don’t be sour, you had 
the first real taste of him, and given his response, I don’t think either of us will go wanting.” 


Derek hummed looking up towards the bedroom. “Did he feed?” 


“Hardly.” Peter slumped onto the other half of the couch. “I honestly think he was distracted 
because it was all different for him this time around.” Peter’s face contorted into something 
reminiscent of sorrow. “After all, this is the first time he’s had sex like that with someone he 
loves.” 


Derek nodded his head, Peter had a point there. Everything had changed for Stiles since it was he 
and Peter that were doing the sexual acts with him. It flowed naturally for them, and for Stiles. 
Who although skittish had been eager, and now it appeared ready for more. 


“T think him sleeping after sex is a succubi trait.” 
“Why?” Derek scoffed at the sudden deduction. 


Peter glanced towards his nephew. “Think about it, succubi hold onto their partners seed because 
they think they can get pregnant, Stiles is too young and too weak for that but his body still goes 
through with it as if he could... That was always the cause of his hormones, which he apparently 
didn’t have with you. Every time we ever have come inside him he’s slept like the dead, I think it's 
just his body's way of using that time of rest to pull everything it can store in that partition in his 
belly.” Peter patted his own stomach as a reference. “Surely he’d lose a good portion of it 
otherwise, but succubus were made to take it from more than one partner to boot. A means of 
feeding themselves and procuring a males seed for reproduction” 


Derek frowned, listening intently to what his uncle had to say about it, it did make sense. All the 
things they’d read about the succubi and their strange mating process had shown that it was all 
about harvesting the seed of their partners. He looked back up to the bedroom, Stiles’ stomach had 
swelled slightly when Derek came inside him and the Alpha knew it normal though he wasn't sure 
if it would be more pronounced if the succubus held onto Peter as well. Sighing the Alpha told his 
uncle. “Then I guess he sleeps afterward.” 


Peter hummed. “It does make me wonder though.” Peter tilted his head towards Derek who was 
frowning at him. “Will he outgrow that when he’s healthy? Or is it something he will always do 
now that he feels safe enough to rest after feeding?” 


“He might I suppose...He’d have extra energy to do whatever is natural for his body.” 


“Exactly.” Peter smiled. “I think he’ll be quite glorious once he’s healthy, and he’ll grow more 
confident in his abilities.” 


“He'll be able to control himself better if he’s not starving,” Derek muttered. “We both knew that 
from the beginning...And if us having sex with him makes him feed better then that’s what we're 
doing, even if it makes him suffer through a nap.” 


Peter laughed. “Yes, he’ll be quite put out about that won’t he?” It was ridiculous but something 
that both wolves could see as the big ‘hangup’ of them having sex to feed him rather than just 
letting the wolves come on him as if it was a snack when they both knew a more intimate act 
would allow Stiles to feed properly. Now that the succubus appeared ready for such things, Peter 


had hope that he'd continue to flourish with the boon to the energy he could take from them. 


Forget I said that 


Chapter Summary 


Stiles wakes up after his romp with Peter and discovers some new things about 
himself, the wolves deal with the fallout of Stiles feeding. 


Stiles roused slowly, warm and content, he smiled as he twisted to lay on his back sensing his 
wings shudder under his glamour pinpricks of pain as even the glamour couldn’t restrain the 
wounds still pushing on his wings. Giving a small grunt of annoyance, Stiles shifted and then 
sighed when the small adjustment allowed him to stay laying on his back. His wings had to be 
nearly healed if that was the extent of pain he got, but then again, he’d been feeding a lot so that 
made sense. 


The succubus drifted for a time, warm and content after a very very satiating round of sex, he 
smiled at the thought, that he’d had Peter all the way inside him and that it had been wonderful. It 
hadn’t made him feel sick or used, it had just made him eager for more. Stiles bit his lip, there was 
that niggling sensation that he still did. 


Blowing out a slow breath the succubus unconsciously brought a hand up to lay upon his belly a 
small purr came unbidden as his hand felt the prominent swell that had formed while he slept. His 
body was clearly showing off his mate's seed with how round he was with it. 


Stiles froze, his eyes widening as he glanced down to stare at the swell that was warm, inviting, 
and calming even as he knew that it was the wolf's seed that his body was holding tight to. Eager to 
use it for things that Stiles refused to acknowledge, but that wasn’t what had scared him. 


Mates. 


He’d called Peter his mate or was it both of them cause it was plural? Because it was both of their 
seed that had made him swollen. Stiles swallowed tightly even as he stared down at the proof of 
both of the wolves' seed resting tightly inside him, trapped by his succubi nature. 


He leaned back staring up at the ceiling internally freaking the hell out at the notion that he’d had 
sex with both Derek and Peter and somehow that had been linked to him calling them his mates. 
That both wolves had come in him, he’d felt both of them inside his body deeper than before and it 
had been good. Really good, like Stiles wanted it to happen again good. Many many times good. 


Stiles grinned even as he rubbed the swell of his belly some recess of his mind purring once more 
at the sensation of being full with the virile wolves come. Of showing off with pride that his mates 
filled him well enough to swell large with them. 


Stiles closed his eyes and sighed, his hand stilling on the swell of his normally slim belly. The teen 
swallowed as he took stock in how relaxed his body was, how calm it was, but also how eager. His 
cunt was sore from Peter fucking him, but it wasn’t bad compared to previous times and the ache 
deep within him was almost pleasant as he knew it had been Peter who had sunk in deep and came 
inside him. That it was the wolf's seed he was carrying and not someone else's. 


Stiles nodded his head, slowly sitting up gritting his teeth at that first rush of heaviness that settled 


in his gut, he breathed steadily and forcibly ignored how his cunt moistened at the idea of more sex 
as the wolves' seed sunk low into that internal pouch. 


Stiles took a few even breaths and then got up, he grimaced at the sight of his sex, he always hated 
looking but this was necessary given how covered in come he was, clearly his body hadn’t taken 
everything...Or maybe Peter had still been coming when he pulled out. Shrugging Stiles walked 
into the accompanying bathroom and bathed the traces of what he and Peter had done. 


Stiles stepped back to stare at his reflection, his eyes going down to the swell of his belly to the 
pride that zipped up his spine upon the proof of his mating with the wolves. Proof that someday his 
mates could fill him like this and sire children. 


Stiles had seen pregnant women before, all around town or in the many places he’d traveled after 
leaving Beacon Hills, it was a strange thing for a succubus to notice but he had a strange duality of 
being attracted to life and death. He supposed it was how he knew the girl was murdered on the 
one property they had toured, sensing death, sensing her when no one else could see anything but 
him. When he walked by a woman on the street who wasn’t even aware of their pregnancy but he 
could sense that life inside of them clear as day. 


That eagerness that had lurked inside him the whole time, since before Angelica had told him what 
it was, his body's instinctual desire to get pregnant and carry a brood of its own. 


Staring down at his belly, Stiles knew he looked nearly three months pregnant, if he was, which he 
wasn’t. The notion that someday he could be still frightened him, but it also brought about a weird 
sense of peace as he stared at the proof of his mate's virility. 


Stiles swallowed as he let his hand come down to stroke over the swell. It was bigger than when 
he’d been fucked by the Beta from Marcus' pack or the Alpha that gave Derek his spark. Then 
again, Peter had finished inside him shortly after Derek had...And the Alpha that gave Derek his 
spark hadn’t truly finished before he was ripped free of him. 


So staring at his belly made a lot of sense as he’d been fucked by two Alpha’s and his body was 
holding onto all it could, it was also far too arousing to stare at the proof of the virile wolf's seed 
resting in his belly. Sighing, Stiles twisted away and forced those stupid succubi instincts away. 


He was clean and now he could go in search of his wolves, though it wasn’t hard to find them. He 
could hear Peter talking to someone on a phone, more than likely Derek’s because Peters was 
probably somewhere in that pit-stain of a meat factory. Stiles grimaced, he needed to apologize for 
that. 


Coming down the stairs he looked up sharply when he heard the wolves make shocked noises. 
Stiles stared back at them. “What?” 


Peter blinked, coughed, and then spoke into the phone. “Steve, I need to call you back... Yes, thank 
you bye.” Peter put the phone down and walked over to the succubus as Stiles had come to stand at 
the foot of the stairs staring at him oddly when the boy was the sight to behold. 


“What’s going on?” Stiles huffed crossing his arms over his chest, he jumped looking down when 
Peter touched his stomach. Oh. 


“T'm sorry.” Peter pulled his hand back when he realized what he’d done touching such a sensitive 
area when it was clearly swollen. “Did that hurt?” 


Stiles thought about it a moment before shaking his head. “Oddly, no.” Stiles smiled the shouted in 


glee. “Which is great!” 
“Tt is?” Peter was still staring at the prominent swell on the boy's stomach. 


“Yes, it's not just Derek, it's you too! You can touch my belly and...And I don’t have the urge to 
murder you.” Stiles laughed snuggling up to the startled wolf. 


Peter smiled. “Well it's a bit early to call in on that one, but I am happy that you can stand my 
touch in such a delicate place...Given its current state.” Peter looked to Derek as the younger wolf 
came over and gently placed a hand on Stiles’ back prompting the teen to pull back and smile at 
them both. 


“Stiles are you okay?” 


“T m fine, why?” Stiles tilted his head at the concerned wolf. “I just told you it doesn’t hurt for him 
to touch me.” 


“Yeah...I got that part.” Derek took a deep breath before gently reaching out to touch the swell on 
the boy's stomach, they’d seen it after the boy had been raped by the Alpha and after the Beta 
though to a latter extent a swelling of the trapped seed. This, however, was theirs. Derek had seen 
the small slope from when he’d come inside Stiles shortly after Peter was forced to pull away and 
it hadn’t given any indication of becoming this. “Does this hurt?” 


Stiles looked down at his belly and then back to the worried men, he smiled. ““No...Normally it just 
feels gross cause it's like ten different guys come inside me, but this just feels...Nice.” He shrugged 
as he struggled not to go down that dangerous road of explaining just how nice it felt. “It's you two, 
so it doesn’t bother me. Feels nice, comfortable.” 


“Y-You’re very big.” Derek coughed. “I mean-” 


“What Derek means darling is that this is quite a bit of proof to what we were doing, you’ ve never 
looked quite like this before. Are you sure you’re not hurt?” 


Stiles snorted, looking at one and then the other before stating in a bland tone. “Its succubus 101 
learned it the hard way but here’s the lesson, my body doesn’t care how much of it there is, if it's 
there it’s gonna hold onto some of it...Given you’re wolves and have a bit more.” He blushed a bit 
when talking about such things. “My body just holds onto it as there’s...Uh, ample supply.” 


He saw the wolves tremble, Stiles smirked looking to Peter he saw the man's attention on his belly, 
he frowned a moment watching the wolf stare at his stomach before it clicked. “You like this don’t 
you?” Peter’s gaze shot up to him, Stiles laughed and poked the man in the chest. “You do!” 


Peter cleared his throat. “Wolf instincts darling.” 
“HA!” Stiles shook his head. “This is hilarious.” 


Peter took a deep breath and did his best not to look down to see the swell on the boy's belly he 
didn’t want to feed Stiles’ amusement or give in to his own baser desires. “Darling, I’m glad to 
hear that you’re amused and not hurt...But this is different for me and Derek. The only times we’ve 
seen you like this were-” 


“When I fucked or was fucked by strangers?” Stiles quipped earning a sharp flinch from the wolf. 
“Well, it's not something I can control...And seeing as you like it it's kinda win-win.” Stiles 
grinned. “And it doesn’t feel gross or wrong.” Stiles stroked his belly. “It'll go away in a few 
days.” Stiles froze. “Shit.” He looked back up at Peter and glared. “Okay, now I wanna kill you.” 


The wolf took a hasty step back at the sudden change. 
“Sweetheart?” 
“T can’t say goodbye to my dad like this.” He waved his hand at his stomach. “You did this.” 


“You asked me too,” Peter muttered before raising his hands in surrender when the succubus 
hissed at him, so much for the theory on hormones. “I’m sorry, what I meant was...We can hide it, 
clothing or a glamour?” 


“T m wearing my glamour right now, hiding my wings and tail.” 


“But not with clothing,” Derek interjected. “You can change anything about yourself, Stiles, 
change how you look, your stomach, or make yourself wear bulky clothing.” 


Stiles hummed, looking down he tried to focus his magic to hide the swell on his belly. A pinprick 
sensation went up his spine settling at the base of his skull, a wrongness settling there as his 
glamour refused to comply, his body refused to allow the magic to bend him that way. 


It had no problem with hiding his other features but this, this is where it drew a line. Oh. Stiles 
looked up and glared at Peter, the wolf wisely took a step back when the succubus growled his 
shift falling into place. 


“Stiles.” Derek stepped between the angry succubus and his uncle when it actually looked like 
Stiles might mean to take a chunk out of the older wolf. “What’s wrong?” 


Stiles gave a pitiful look to Derek. “My body doesn’t want to hide it.” 


“You mean you can’t?” Peter called as he stepped to the left of Derek still a step further back but to 
visibly see the Succubus. 


“I can it just doesn’t want me to, it's... That feels wrong.” Stiles muttered as his shift fell away as he 
sourly stared down at his stomach stroking the swell that the wolf had caused. “It's probably 
because my stupid body sees it as a betrayal or some shit...Stupid instincts.” It made sense Stiles 
reasoned, it felt proud of this, wanted to show it off despite Stiles wanting to be able to hide 
it...Well, at least when it was necessary. 


“Betrayal to what?” 


Stiles didn’t even hesitate as he continued staring down at the swell of his belly stroking it. “My 
mates.” Stiles froze, his hand stilled on his gravid belly as he looked up sharply to wide-eyed 
wolves and uttered. “Oh shit.” He’d really said that out loud, it had been bad enough that he’d felt it 
inside himself but to actually tell them?! “Um...Please forget what I just said.” 


“Are we?” Derek asked ignoring the teen's request. “Both of us?” He waved a hand between 
himself and Peter. “Peter’s the one who actually had-” 


“That doesn’t matter,” Stiles stated with a sharp hiss, surprising himself as well as the wolves upon 
knowing that the type of sex they had didn’t matter and the sudden aggravation he felt towards 
Derek’s assumption that it wasn’t both of them. It was instinct or so he guessed, but Stiles just 
knew that Peter having had sex with him, all the way, didn’t mean that Stiles only considered Peter 
his mate. It was both of them, it always had been, so in a calmer voice with no hissing attached he 
said. “‘I-Its both.” He swallowed tensely before shaking his head. “Forget it, it's just my stupid 
body doing stui-MPH.” Stiles' eyes widened when he suddenly had lips on his own, Derek growled 
at him surprising the succubus in how he lifted Stiles, the teen wrapped his legs around the wolf 


and whined into the harsh gestures of their kisses. Stiles gave a great gasp for air when Derek 
pulled back still growling. “O-Okay then.” Stiles swallowed give a short series of nods. “I- 
That...That isn’t an upset response or if it is then something is seriousl-” 


“Darling, he’s not confused.” Peter walked forward to stroke the back of the teen's head as he 
assured him. “We both know what that means.” 


Stiles looked to Peter before back at Derek. “You do?” 

Derek nodded his head. “We do.” 

“B-But its just my stupid bod-” 

“Do you love us?” Derek cut him off with a clipped voice. “Do you?” 
“Yes.” 


“Then it's not your stupid body,” Derek growled as the teen tried to brush it all aside. “It's what you 
feel and what you want.” 


Stiles blinked back tears as he shook his head. “But that’s not fair to you...Either of you.” 


Peter huffed reminding him. “I think we’ve managed just fine thus far sweetheart.” Derek nodded 
backing him up. “I don’t think your little surprise is going to change that much, it just makes it all 
the easier to explain why we’re so eager to have you with us.” 


“Wait!” Stiles went still in Derek’s arms. “I’m not bewitching you or some shit am I?” 


Peter laughed shaking his head at the adorable response to his attempts to explain Derek and his 
own attraction to the succubus. Given how Derek was sighing, the younger wolf was in disbelief as 
well. “Darling you can only bewitch people to feed and that’s your allure, you have no power to 
make people love you.” 


“T don’t?” Stiles gave the wolf a wary look. “Are you sure?” 
“Positive.” 


“Oh. Okay.” Stiles met Derek’s exasperated look, ignoring it in favor of saying. “It still isn’t fair to 
you two.” 


“It's perfectly fair,” Derek smirked. “We might be Alpha’s but I don’t think either one of us could 
keep up with you on our own.” 


Stiles snorted, smirking at the wolf's tease. “Are you sure you want to deal with the seriously 
fucked up bag of angry cats that is my body?” 


“T ve grown rather fond of you hissing at me.” Peter drolled. “I think it's cute.” 


Stiles glared at the wolf. “That’s why you get my claws in you a lot.” Stiles felt Derek chuckle as 
the wolf let him down, but didn’t let him go. Looking up at Derek he waited for an actual answer. 


“I don’t care how many cats you think you have, I’m not going anywhere.” 
Stiles smirked. “Even if they’re really really angry cats?” 


“I heal.” 


Stiles grinned back at the smart-ass remark. “Good...Cause even if I never get the hormone shit 
again sooner or later you’ ll piss me off.” 


“T count on it.” 


KOKK K KKK K ok 


Turns out the wolves being his mates didn’t exclude them from hormones, it was just a late-onset 
or so it felt...Then again he’d hissed at them a few times when talking about the whole thing so 
maybe that had just been the start of it. Either way, one minute Stiles had been curled up with 
Peter, and the next he had his talons in the man's thigh sparking a hiss of pain from the wolf even 
as Stiles growled and muttered. “Don’t do that.” 


Derek walked in from the kitchen to see what was going on only to smirk as Peter sat there with a 
grimace on his face while Stiles had his talons in his leg. “Hormones?” 


Peter glared at him even as Stiles stopped digging his talons in deeper into his leg to send a sharp 
look to the other Alpha giving a hiss of his own, Derek nodded his head and said nothing more as 
he twisted about and went back into the kitchen. 


Peter stroked the nape of the teen’s neck doing his best to calm the succubus and avoid further 
bloodshed. “Darling, none of that.” He gave a pleased hum when after a few tense minutes Stiles 
retracted his talons allowing Peter's body to heal even as the teen grumbled from where he lay 
against him. 


For the life of him, Peter wasn’t even sure what he’d done to upset the succubus, Stiles hadn’t 
given any particular clue as to being upset by him which meant that his breathing could very well 
be the cause. Joy. The wolf continued to gently stroke the nape of the boy’s neck smirking when 
not five minutes after trying to filet his thigh the succubus began giving the small purr-like noise 
that amused him so. Peter was smart enough not to comment on its presence, allowing himself to 
enjoy it all the while settling Stiles. 


Derek walked back in and smirked at the sight of Stiles spread out on the couch with Peter, the 
holes and bloodstains in his uncle's pants proved that the teen was irritable. The fact that Stiles had 
gone from wanting to murder Peter to purring in his lap just proved that the hormones from them 
having sex with the demon were very much in full swing. 


Derek knew they’d manage, they always had before and in a few days, it would be like nothing had 
happened...Until the next time at least. The Alpha wondered silently as he took a seat at the other 
side of the couch if there wasn’t something they could do to help settle the succubus, limit 
whatever hormones he did feel. Surely the creatures weren’t meant to be this testy for having 
gotten fed, that seemed rather illogical. Then again, a lot of things in the supernatural world were. 


Stiles knew he was making that stupid purring noise that made him sound like a damn cat, but he 
had warned them about the angry cats... Which had shown themselves just a few minutes prior, 
now, curled up on the couch without any murderous thoughts rolling around in his head Stiles 
enjoyed the sensation of being close to Peter. 


The wolf was stroking the nape of his neck in smooth methodical strokes of his hand and fingers. It 
felt good and the sudden rush of murderous rage he’d felt was gone, leaving Stiles just laying there 


in peace as if nothing bad had happened before. 


The succubus frowned, he wasn’t even exactly sure what had set him off, he knew he hadn’t given 
Peter any warnings...So there was the supreme likelihood that it was just random aggression, 
lovely. Still, Stiles was lucky that neither wolf seemed to take these outbursts to heart, nine times 
out of ten teasing the other about getting clawed up or bitten by the angry succubus. That should 
have pissed him off, but Stiles found it kind of amusing too. 


“So darling, how are you feeling?” 


Stiles snorted, quickly remarking. “Well at the moment I don’t feel like murdering you so you 
might want to keep the questions to a minimum and just keep cuddling with me.” 


Peter chuckled at the brash honesty the succubus was choosing to use with a sharper tone of voice 
than the teen used on any given day. “I wasn’t planning on going anywhere Stiles, we can stay just 
as we are.” 


Stiles hummed, nuzzling his head against the man’s leg happy to hear that. “Good.” He smiled as 
the wolf continued to stroke the nape of his neck, sighing at the gentle but firm touch that relaxed 
him. “Who were you talking to...On the phone?” 


“Ah, that was Steven, one of our contractors for the new house.” Stiles hummed a clear indication 
for Peter to continue talking. “He wanted to know our preference on a few items for the house.” 


“Like?” 


Derek smirked as Stiles' curiosity had somehow gotten them into a somewhat civil conversation 
without further bloodshed. “Countertops.” 


Stiles huffed. “What about them? You say we wanted some?” 


Both wolves gave a small laugh at that, Peter stroking the succubus’ shoulder. “No darling, he 
meant color and material.” 


“Oh.” Stiles twisted carefully maneuvering himself to lay on his back without straining his 
glamoured wings, he sighed when he found a comfortable spot. “So what did you choose?” 


“Derek and I are going for a darker kitchen outlay than some prefer, I think black granite looks 
beautiful myself.” 


Stiles tilted his head down to Derek. “And you?” 


“I like it.” Derek shrugged. “A lot better than the white that he was trying to sell us...He was going 
off of reselling value.” 


Stiles snorted. “Wow, hate to break his heart but wolves don’t exactly migrate a lot.” 


Peter chuckled as he stroked the boy's hair. “True, but he’s not aware of what we are sweetheart, 
regardless we informed him of our choice. We’re even doing a cobalt backsplash to add a hint of 
color in there...We’re still undecided on paint though.” Peter glared at his nephew, Derek glaring 
right back at him. 


Stiles smirked at the two wolves glaring at each other over something entirely stupid like paint 
colors. “What are your choices?” 


“Peter wants to keep things white.” 

“Eggshell.” 

Derek glared. “White.” 

Stiles smirked, tilting his head up to Peter. “And Derek’s choice that you apparently hate?” 


“He wanted to use the cobalt black splash color, but that’s far too much blue.” Peter reminded his 
nephew. 


Stiles hummed, listening to each side before asking. “Couldn’t you just do a neutral gray with blue 
tones in it? That would add more color without being in your face about it.” 


The wolves looked towards the succubus in surprise, Peter smiled. “Since when are you a little 
interior decorator?” 


Stiles shrugged. “When all you have going on is fucking strangers you get a lot of spare time, I 
went to libraries and read a whole bunch of stuff.” He ignored the small rumbling growls the 
wolves developed after hearing him reference his earlier life. “Some of it had to do with colors and 
shit, it was interesting.” 


Peter clenched his jaw a moment to stop himself from saying something withering about Scott 
again, it was pointless seeing as the teen was dead but he still felt the desire to protect Stiles even if 
the threat was gone. “Well, we’ll have to look at paint swatches when we get back home... You also 
need to go scouting for a tree.” 


Stiles hummed, closing his eyes. “Yeah I know...I’ ve never really done that before so that’ ll be 
interesting.” 


“It's instinct.” Derek chimed in. “You'll know when you’ ve found the one that fits what you need, 
we’ ll get whatever supplies you need for the nest and leave you to it.” 


“Yes, because unless you’re giving us a rope or a ladder that will be up to you.” Peter smiled when 
Stiles opened his eyes once more to smirk at him. 


“You’re not abusing my tree by hammering planks into it for a ladder.” 
“Of course not.” Peter balked. “But we could always get a metal one.” 


“Eh, tacky.” Stiles closed his eyes once more. “Besides you two don’t belong up in the air, I’m the 
one with wings.” 


“So long as you come down from there we won’t need to be tacky.” 


Stiles snorted. “T11 come down, I mean I’ve been stuck sleeping in a bed for the last few months 
now...Pretty sure that Pll alternate once I have the chance.” 


Peter nodded his head, yes, Stiles had been trapped inside his apartment without a high space to 
nest in. Granted the boy had never used a tree to nest, but any high place could do in a pinch. 
Peter’s apartment was none of those things, how Stiles had dealt with the void in his instinctual 
sleeping habits confused Peter, though he supposed when compared to feeding it might be easier to 
cast off. Glancing towards Derek, he stated. “Tomorrow we should go back into the woods and get 
the rest of the ash.” 


Derek gave a nod. “I’m pretty sure I still have a cooler tucked away here, we can use that.” 


Stiles tilted his head up from Peter’s leg to frown. “How much ash was there that you need a 
cooler?” 


Derek smiled. “There was quite a bit Stiles, a whole tree turned to ash.” 


Stiles hummed. “Is the cooler going to be enough cause we could call my dad and he’d run over 
shit for us.” 


The wolves smiled at how Stiles was easily falling back into trusting his father, now that the man 
knew about what his son had gone through it was almost as if none of it had happened. All of them 
knew otherwise, but at least Stiles and his father could have somewhat normal interactions. 


“We’ll see, if the cooler isn’t enough then we’ Il call him. We need to get all of it.” Peter stroked a 
hand down the boy's head as Stiles reclined again. 


“Really rare stuff huh?” 


“Very,” Derek admitted painfully. “We’re lucky that stupid ritual burned the tree as if it was one of 
yours.” 


Stiles frowned at the strange statement. “One of mine?” He sat up, smirking a bit when Peter 
wrapped an arm around him and pulled him sideways into him. Stiles reclined against the wolf 
with ease, waiting for Derek to explain. 


“You claim a tree to nest in, its... Your tether to the earth, to living beings I guess.” Derek shook his 
head he knew he wasn’t explaining this right but he continued regardless. “So it's a part of you and 
since you’re an ethereal being if that tether breaks, if that tree is burned, you lose that link to the 
living.” 


“Meaning?” Stiles hummed when Peter nuzzled his hair before answering him. 
“There are far darker things than succubi darling, and it is best we do not tread there.” 
“So...Monsterville?” 


Derek sighed at how Stiles disregarded the real threat to himself by joking. “Think rogue 
Alpha...Only vengeful ethereal being who can take the life forces of the living.” 


“Wow.” Stiles nodded as he let that sink in a moment then laughed, startling the wolves. 
“Stiles?” 


Stiles canted his head up to Peter. “Bet those hormones would kill.” The dower expression the wolf 
gave him proved that Peter wasn’t amused. “What? It's true.” 


“Let's not go there shall we? I much rather keep you like this than deal with the vengeful wraith 
you could become if someone burned your tree.” 


Stiles hummed, shrugging his shoulders before looking back at an equally annoyed Derek. “So 
when you say burned? Is that literally with fire or-” 


“Fire... Though I guess other things would work.” Derek muttered, they would need to look into all 
of that when they decided what protections to put around the area. 


“Question.” The wolves hummed. “Would an axe do it? Like if someone just cut that tree down is 
that gonna do the same thing as burning it? Cause technically the tree would die and I have a 
feeling that’s what this is all about.” Given how Derek and Peter traded looks, they didn’t know. 
“Right...So maybe I just hold off on claiming a tree until we don’t have a construction crew tearing 
up the woods to build us a house.” The wolves both nodded unanimously agreeing with him. 


Stiles smiled when Peter snuffled into his head again, probably trying to reassure himself that 
Stiles wasn’t hurt. The succubus didn’t say anything about it though he did scowl at Derek when 
the man popped his knuckles, he sighed agitated at the stupid bullshit that made him want to tear 
their faces off. Given how Derek tilted his head he was waiting to hear what the sigh was about, 
Peter had likewise gone still. 


“Darling, are you alright?” 


Stiles hummed before waving a lax hand. “His cracking his knuckles bothered me and how 
fucking stupid is that?” 


Derek smiled back at the teen. “I'll try not to do it again.” 


Stiles huffed at the nice gesture that was all too common when his body got out of sorts. “You 
shouldn’t have to walk around on eggshells cause of this crap.” 


“Stiles.” Derek waited until he was sure the teen was staring back at him. “Bag of angry cats.” The 
snicker that turned into a laugh from the teen had Derek nodding his head, his point was made and 
it had made Stiles laugh. 


Peter nuzzled into the succubus’ hair once more relishing the scent of him and Derek lacing the 
boy’s own sweet scent, a clear claim on the teen that only those in the supernatural community 
would know about. Stiles probably didn’t realize just how effective being scent-marked by two 
Alpha’s would be for him, but that was fine, it wasn’t as if the claim was baseless. Derek and 
himself were going to be there to protect the succubus, come hell or high water. 


Goodbye for now 


Chapter Summary 


Stiles and the wolf's go into the forest to collect the rest of the ash, Stiles gives a 
startling opinion of the material. The succubus says goodbye to his father before they 
leave town. 


The wolves watched on with pleased smiles as Stiles extended his wings fully with a great flourish 
before sighing in relief as he stretched them a bit. Stiles folded his wing inward to see if the healing 
flesh had finished binding itself, Stiles nodded his head. “Well, it's healed but it's real weak...No 
way I can fly like this.” 


“You have no reason to.” Peter counseled the teen as he came forward to see for himself that the 
black leathery skin had knitted together though the area that had been split apart looked lighter, 
scar tissue that had yet to heal. “But if you can safely tuck them away without any harm then that’s 
all the better.” 


“Yep.” 


Stiles grinned as he pulled them around to hook in front of him, cloaking his naked body. He’d 
forgone a glamour as he’d been pretty sure he’d be able to do this simple trick. If no one was 
paying attention you could pass it off as some kind of weird cloak, only Stiles and the wolves 
would really know that the black ‘cloth’ draped around him wasn’t cloth but rather wings. 


“Are you comfortable?” Peter frowned. “We are hiking into the woods.” 
Stiles kicked out his foot to show his sneakers. “I’m good.” 


Peter smirked, the teen was literally draped in his own wings, naked except for the sneakers on his 
feet. It was rather cute, endearing that the teen chose to do their venture into the woods like that. 
Granted if he chose to use a glamour he’d be naked should the illusion fall. “Come along then.” 
Peter twisted, rolling his eyes at Derek, the younger Alpha had the cooler balanced on his shoulder, 
giving a small smirk in return. 


Stiles smiled as they began their trek into the woods, they’d driven as close as Derek could get 
them before entering the expansive woods of the preserve. The forest was nice, crisp with fresh air 
that smelled of moss, freshwater, and unturned dirt. Stiles took a deep breath of it all, smiling at 
how peaceful it all was. 


He happily followed along with the wolves, jumping over obstacles and keeping pace with them 
even as he looked about. Occasionally a little spark of longing would come up his spine, always at 
trees. Stiles rolled his eyes silently telling himself that it wouldn’t be long before he could nest 
outside again, they just had to make sure some idiot construction worker didn’t turn him into some 
nosferatu succubus. 


Derek led them all to the creek, the forest was alive and well as they followed it for a short while. 
The moment that they drew nearer to the corruption things changed, there were no signs of wildlife 
and when they came upon the dead earth it reinforced the darkness that had been born there. 


“Wow.” Stiles scuffed the ground with his shoe watching it crackle and break as brittle pieces of 
earth. “This is not how I remember it.” He looked up to find the wolves staring back at him. 
“What?” 


“How did it look then?” 


“Um...Like a forest?” Stiles frowned at the rather stupid question. “There was druidic magic shit 
everywhere though.” Stiles glanced about seeing no trace of that. “It's gone.” 


“Of course it is sweetheart, you sacrificed yourself.” Peter glared at the deadened trees before 
telling the boy. “Don’t touch anything Stiles.” 


The teen smiled and made a show of hiding his hands beneath his wings as they tucked in closer 
around his chest. The Alpha gave him an approving nod before they continued forward, Stiles had 
to say that the whole place looked dead. Eerily dead, all grey and broken, dry and brittle. It was 
pretty alarming to see the change to the once vibrant part of the woods. 


Stiles swallowed tightly when they came to the middle of the ritual site, the teen stared at the ash 
that had once been the tree he’d laid himself upon. Derek had placed the cooler down and the two 
wolves were talking about the best way to gather it without spreading too much in the air. They 
didn’t want to lose any and Stiles knew that was because of how precious it was for him, for them 
really. 


Stiles crept closer and stared down at the ash, the proof of his sacrifice. It was almost ironic that 
the ash on the ground was supposed to be the ‘birth’ of a succubus, all Stiles really saw was the 
death of his old life. He supposed those were the same thing when you got right down to it. 


Stiles crouched down, shifting his wings a bit so he could comfortably sit back on his heels 

without pinching anything. His tail was swaying listlessly as Stiles watched the wolves carefully go 
about transferring the ashes to the cooler. Stiles took a deep breath prepared to tell them how much 
this sucked only to pause, he frowned and then surprised the wolves by shooting out a hand to grab 
some of the ash. 


“Stiles!” Peter snatched the boy's wrist but it was too late the teen had already touched the ash, had 
a handful of it. “Drop it you sill-” 


“It smells strange.” Stiles cut off Peter, he frowned and leaned forward not attempting to fight the 
wolf for possession of his wrist. The growls both wolves were giving him, the noise that proved 
Derek was moving to help Peter in pulling him away was all ignored as he scented the ash once 
more. 


Stiles sat back just as soon as he’d realized what it all was, he looked towards Derek who had 
come to kneel on the other side of him and had made to force his hand open, Stiles let the ash fall 
before Derek got a chance to try and fight with him. “What’s it smell like to you?” Stiles asked the 
wolves quietly. 


“Smell?” Peter scowled at the odd question even as he did his best to aid Derek in ridding the ash 
from the boy’s hand. There was going to be one hell of a lecture about touching mystical properties 
related to one's own ethereal being later that afternoon. 


“Yeah, does it smell like ash or dirt or-” 


Understanding what Stiles wanted to know, Derek took a breath before uttering. “It smells like 
rotting leaves.” 


Stiles twisted to frown. “Really?” 
“Yeah.” Derek nodded before questioning back. “What does it smell like to you?” 


“Like death...B-But not like normal death.” Stiles frowned shaking his head as he tried to explain it 
better. “Not like what I sensed at the dead girl's grave.” 


“Alright sweetheart, what is the difference?” Peter grumbled as he wiped the boy’s hand clean with 
his shirt. 


“Smells like my death.” The wolves froze. “Smells like a human...Me, when I was human and 
death. I died.” 


“You didn’t die,” Derek growled grabbing the boy’s shoulder to make him face him rather than the 
pile of ash he was staring at. “You didn’t die, Stiles, that’s not how succu-” 


“Tm not a normal succubus Derek.” Stiles glanced back to the ashes. “I remember feeling 
cold...Like that razor-sharp cold of wind or ice biting into you...But I passed out, woke up with 
Scott freaking out.” Stiles met Derek’s gaze. “He was freaking out because I died.” 


“You didn’t die.” Peter soothed. “Scott was an idiot, he’d be scared of a squirrel if given the right 
atmosphere.” 


Stiles huffed, sending an amused look towards Peter. “That I could believe...But I’m not lying, I 
think that’s what happened. It would make sense right? It’s not like a bite from a werewolf, 
succubus are made from sex magic, but I was none of those things. Just a virgin sacrifice that 
somehow wound up being a succubus.” Stiles frowned at the ashes before sighing. “You should 
finish up, the last thing we need is some rain coming and turning this crap to mush.” 


The wolves shared a look, but after Peter reemphasized the no-touching rule, began to help Derek 
in collecting the ash. Stiles just sat back on his heels and watched their progress, running the truth 
around and around in his head. 


The coldness he’d felt, so bitter, sharp, and cutting into him from everywhere. Then nothing, he’d 
passed out or so he’d always believed but now, looking back what Scott had said made more sense. 
How his best friend acted those next few days just backed up his theory, he’d died so this new 
form could be born. Those were his ashes. Stiles wrinkled his nose glaring at the wolves after 
muttering. “You made me drink dead me.” 


Derek and Peter froze, frowned, and then looked back at the scowling succubus. “What?” 
“You made me drink dead me...The ashes are mine.” 


Derek blew out a long breath mindful to not stir up the ash. “Stiles, these aren’t your ashes. You’ re 
alive.” 


“T m ethereal.” Stiles pointed out crisply. “The trees are supposed to be my link back to humanity 
right? Back to the living cause, I defy all logic or whatnot...My humanity was my tether, it died, I 
died. That’s how we have magical voodoo ash as if it was a tree.” 


Derek wasn’t pleased to hear Stiles’ thoughts on this, that the teen truly believed that the ashes 
were his own, that he’d died that night. It just made it all the harder to control himself, to know 
that Stiles might have been right. That if the ritual hadn’t changed him into the succubus he was 
now, that he’d be dead because of Scott. He’d almost killed him this time, that would make twice. 
Derek looked sharply at the teen when his arm was grasped by talon-tipped fingers, Stiles was 


smiling at him. “What?” 


“Just trying to make you stop growling.” Stiles grinned at the clueless wolf. “Whatever’s going on 
in that head of yours was stirring you up good.” 


Peter huffed. “Is that really any surprise darling? All of this is a mess, one that should never have 
happened.” 


Stiles patted Derek’s arm before turning to nod at Peter. “Oh I know that much, but it happened 
and here we are...Collecting my ashes.” 


“Stop saying that.” 


Stiles sent a smirk to Derek the wolf growled back at him a clear show that he wasn’t joking. Stiles 
looked back down to the ashes without comment. “I have a feeling that storage requirements are 
sealed and dry containers.” 


Peter chuckled. “We’ll get some jars for it all sweetheart, that’ ll keep it dry and allow us to keep 
track of it all.” 


“Are we planning on using this stuff liberally? Cause I distinctly don’t want to be doing that again 
anytime soon.” Stiles watched as Peter put more ash into the cooler that was steadily filling up with 
the grey lifeless soot. 


“Never if we have a choice.” Peter drawled. “But we rarely have those, so it's best to be prepared.” 


“Sure.” Stiles chirped, sitting by as the wolves finished their task. When all that was left was a 
stained ground traces of the ash-strewn about the group stood and with cooler safely secured 
prepared to leave. Stiles glanced about, the place looked so devoid of life, so eerily still even the 
air felt dead. 


“Sweetheart?” 


Stiles hummed as he glanced back down to where the tree had once been, where the altar he’d laid 
upon while human had been. How foolish Stiles had been to just lay down with the nary hope that 
Scott was right and this was all some harmless magic that needed proof that the forest was alive or 
some shit. Well, this area certainly wasn’t anymore, but Stiles was, and Stiles didn’t have to stay 
trapped in this place anymore. 


Not in this forest of bad memories or in the town where he’d be plagued with the knowledge of 
how his life spiraled out of control, devolving to the point where he was a pathetic street whore. 
Stiles swallowed, he’d found a new life with Peter and Derek, Scott didn’t get to ruin that. 


Not anymore, Peter had stopped that from being a reality and Stiles couldn’t mourn for the teen 
who had ignorantly nearly fulfilled his promise to kill Stiles if he ever came back home. Stiles fell 
back against the warm chest that pressed into him, an arm wrapped around his ribs as the man’s 
nose buried into his neck and rumbling growl that Stiles knew was just a promise of safety had the 
teen smiling. “I’m okay Derek.” 


“You’ve been quiet darling, staring at nothing.” Peter appraised the teen carefully. “Are you sure 
you’re alright?” 


Stiles hummed, twisting his head to the side as Derek pulled back a bit. The succubus kissed the 
wolf before pulling back. “We should totally put that shit in an urn.” The glare that morphed across 
Derek’s face had Stiles kissing him again. “I’m kidding sourwolf.” Twisting about in the wolf's 


arms Stiles burrowed into the man’s solid chest and sighed. “Please tell me we never have to come 
back out here again.” 


“Never.” 


“And that we’re leaving town and not coming back...I-I mean visiting my dad might be alright but- 
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“Never.” Derek kissed the top of Stiles' head. “He can come and visit us, it'll be easier that way.” 


Stiles smiled, looking up the teen replied. “Might make him feel better to know that you’re not 
locking me up in some sex dungeon.” 


Peter laughed. “Sex dungeon? Sweetheart, I doubt that’s an adequate term for our bedrooms.” 
Stiles shrugged. “Never know... You’re into some kinky shit.” 

“Says who?” Peter tilted his jaw up curious to hear the boy's response. 

“You liked jacking off on my wing.” 


“And you liked it,” Peter replied earning the boys’ quick refusal to meet his gaze, nodding the 
Alpha suggested. “We can argue over what to call our respective bedrooms later, it's time we get 
out of this place.” 


Derek snuffled into Stiles’ hair one last time, assuring himself that the succubus was safe and if not 
happy at least content. “Let's go.” 


Stiles watched as Derek carried the cooler once more, walking beside Peter as the wolf seemed 
dedicated to keeping him within reaching distance, herding him out of the deadened area like some 
kind of sheepdog. Stiles really wanted to make that comment, but just as they crossed the river it 
was like life snapped back to reality, they could hear birds, feel the fresh breeze and smell all the 
leaves and dirt around them. Stiles frowned, twisting about to stare back into the deadened area. 
“That’s really fucked up.” 


“Magic leaves its mark.” Peter ushered the boy away, he refused to allow any of them to go back 
inside that dead area, least of all Stiles. “Leave the forest to sort itself out, it will heal given time.” 


“That’s good,” Stiles replied as he took the wolf's hand and told them seriously. “Did you guys 
ever sort out the whole balcony nonsense?” 


Peter and Derek smiled at how easily Stiles transitioned towards their new life, leaving the dead 
things behind him. 
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“Let me see.” 


Stiles grinned and unfolded his wings, stretching them all the way out with a pleasant groan, god 
did that feel amazing and not just because it didn’t hurt anymore, it had just been a while since he’d 
had a good stretch. “That’s better.” 


Peter smiled as he came forward once the boy’s wings were fully extended, he stroked a hand 
down the boy’s wing, his fingers ghosting over the area that had been ripped apart by hunters but 
now was blemish-free and no longer paining the succubus. “As stunning as ever.” 


Stiles snorted as he folded his wings back into himself, pointing out to the wolf. “You say that 
about all of me.” 


“T do, and it's the truth. You’re a very stunning creature Stiles and I know how you hate it when I 
say it, but you’re beautiful...Strong and fierce, I was so wrong about how you’d be as a wolf. 
Nothing could compare to this.” 


Stiles rolled his eyes as Peter tried to cover up the annoying remark by soothing him with sweeter 
words. “Uh-huh.” Stiles walked away from Peter to climb up onto the couch with Derek, leaning 
against the Alpha to mutter. “He’s doing it again.” 


Derek’s lips twitched as he flipped the page in the book he was reading. “Hm?” 
“Don’t hm, me. You know what I’m saying.” Stiles hissed. 


“T m sure Derek just sees the fact that there is no reason to argue against me, you’re being 
beautiful is simply a fact.” 


“Like the fact that if you keep saying that I'll rip out your tongue.” Stiles smiled in a sinister way. 


Peter didn’t take the threat to heart, he heard the lie though it was not quite a straight lie which 
meant the succubus did plan to hurt him if he continued. Peter didn’t fear any kind of rebuke but he 
did strive to get Stiles to accept that he was beautiful. “You realize that my calling you beautiful 
has nothing to do with the changes to your sexual anatomy and all to do with yourself as a whole.” 


Stiles frowned. “What?” 


Peter sighed at the teen's confusion, that was what he expected even if it was disheartening to hear. 
He walked over, sitting on the coffee table and stoutly ignoring how Derek growled at him for it. 
“You’re not beautiful because you could be deemed female Stiles, I don’t consider you such. 
You’re male and men can be beautiful, being gay I would think you realize that. I find the 
sexuality of this new form pleasing, your wings are quite evocative and the tail...” Peter grinned at 
the flickering appendage. “Quite a tantalizing sight.” 


Stiles frowned as he listened to the wolf go on a spiel about his new attributes and how those were 
the reason why he was beautiful and not the sex between his legs. It was calming to a degree to 
hear Peter say as much, to not think of him as a woman when calling him beautiful as that was 
constantly the direction people took with the word. “Wouldn’t calling me sexy be a better word?” 


“You’re that, but it isn’t always the right description darling, sometimes you’re simply beautiful.” 


Stiles glanced towards Derek the wolf hadn’t lowered his book to pay attention to the conversation, 
continuing to read while he and Peter discussed his apparent beauty. “What about you?” 


“What about me?” 


Stiles huffed when Derek didn’t bother to even look his way. “Do you think I’m beautiful because 
of that?” 


Derek smirked at the outrageous question, setting his book upon his lap for the moment the Alpha 
told the succubus. “I thought you were beautiful before you were a succubus, you being one 


doesn’t change my opinion.” 
Stiles blushed, that was news to him. “O-Oh.” 


Derek smirked at the surprised teen, he leaned over to offer a gentle kiss to the stunned sex demon 
and then returned to reading, giving the off-handed comment. “But if you still want to maim Peter, 
go for it.” 


“Thank you, dear nephew,” Peter growled at the smirking man who was hiding behind his book. 
“I’m happy to hear that you have motives to hurt me for thinking him beautiful.” 


Stiles snorted, clearing the air. “He’s just saying that cause he’s pissed you’re sitting on the coffee 
table.” 


Peter held out his hand, Stiles tilted his head but did reach out to take it. Peter grinned devilishly as 
he pulled the startled teen forward, catching him and making the succubus straddle his lap. “Now 
it would seem we’re both misbehaving.” 


Stiles snickered into the wolf's neck, he heard Derek growling at Peter for the little tease. “I wasn’t 
doing shit you pulled me onto your lap.” Leaning back he poked the wolf in the chest. “You’re the 
one misbehaving.” 


“Ah, but you haven’t tried to stop me.” 


That was true, but only because Stiles saw no real reason to do so. He shrugged. “You’re a bad 
influence.” He grinned when Peter laughed loudly at his little remark, he twisted to smile at Derek. 
“And live a little sourwolf, we’re going to be leaving tomorrow, why not sex up the place? I’ve 
never done anything remotely sexy on a coffee table before.” 


Derek rolled his eyes as he continued to read offhandedly commenting. ““That’s because you’ re 
normal.” 


Stiles snickered at the droll response the Alpha gave him, twisting about to give Peter his 
undivided attention Stiles asked. “So...What kind of coffee table are we getting for the new place?” 
Stiles didn’t turn around when Derek growled at him, clearly aware of where that question was 
coming from and what it really meant. 


Peter smiled down at the mischievous little demon. “Something sturdy.” 
“T like sturdy.” 
“So do I.” 


Derek blew out a long breath through his nose and flipped the page in his book, already struggling 
not to bring up the ten different ways he saw that going wrong. Peter wasn’t thinking things 
through, a wolf was strong, a rutting wolf was stronger, and a coffee table wasn’t shit compared to 
their strength. He’d wait until the damn thing broke and they were left in a compromising position 
to say I told you so. Derek smirked at that, flipped to the next page all the while listening to the 
pair's plans to get a coffee table capable of them having sex on it. 
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Stiles sighed, Derek had loaded up the car with the meager belongings that they were taking with 
them. His dad had been kind enough to bring him stuff from the house, the cooler of ash was safely 
taped together with a full roll of duct tape, his wolves weren’t playing around with that crap. Stiles 
watched as Derek shut the trunk of the Camaro, with that done it was time to say goodbye. Stiles 
turned a pained smile on his face as he walked over to hug his father tightly. “I’m going to miss 
you.” 

“Me too son.” Noah smiled as he stroked the boy’s back, he was still getting used to the fact that 
Stiles didn’t have those wings or tail all the time. Seemed like some kind of mirage despite Stiles 
and the wolves just claiming it was the succubus’ unique skill set to hide what it was. Pulling back 
Noah smiled patting his son’s shoulder. “I wish you could stay.” He saw how Stiles frowned, but 
Noah didn’t let that last. “You just got here and we didn’t have much time to talk what with my 
work and all...But you’ll come back to visit right?” 


Stiles sighed in relief when his dad didn’t disappoint him in requesting that he stay, no, his dad had 
taken all he’d told him to heart and wasn’t going to try and make Stiles stay in Beacon Hills when 
it was clear that he’d never have a good life there again. “Pll come to visit...But we talked about 
it.” He waved to the wolves who were standing beside the Camaro giving them the illusion of 
privacy. “When the house is done you’ll come out and see it, visit us.” 


Noah grinned. “I can finally use those vacation days.” 


“Exactly!” Stiles laughed. “You know that Berta was going to kill you if you kept rolling them 
over.” 


Noah huffed. “She exaggerates I don’t have that many saved up.” 


Stiles raised a brow. “Really cause the last time I was in the know, you had at least a month saved 
up. A MONTH DAD!” 


Noah raised his hands up in surrender. “Alright, Alright...Fine, but look at it this way I'll be able to 
come and visit you from time to time.” 


“Yeah.” Stiles was happy to hear that, living away from home was going to be far harder now that 
he knew his father was missing him as much as Stiles missed him. “We’re gonna get me a phone 
so we can talk and I will check in on your deputies to find out if you’re cheating on your diet.” 


Noah shook his head, of course, his son would find a way to police him even when he didn’t live in 
the town anymore. “I only cheated a bit, but that was stress. I didn’t know where you were or if I'd 
ever see you again.” 


Stiles gave a pouting look at his father. “Now you’ re just covering for yourself with the shit I did 
because you know I can’t say anything bad about that.” The grin his father gave him had Stiles 
snorting. “Smooth dad.” 


Chuckling the sheriff pulled his son into another hug, squeezing him tightly. “God I’m gonna miss 
you.” They held each other tightly for a minute or two before reluctantly Noah released him. “You 
call me when you get home alright?” 


Stiles smirked, his dad didn’t even know where ‘home’ was but he was still wanting Stiles to 
check-in like he had a curfew. “I will.” 


“Good.” Noah wrapped an arm around his son as they walked over towards the wolves and the 
vehicle that was about to whisk his son away. “I know you heard all of that, I do expect him to call 


me and I want to know where you lot are...Once you’re established alright?” 
Derek and Peter shared a look before nodding. “Once we have the place warded we’ ll inform you.” 
Noah frowned. “Warded?” 


“It's just safety mojo dad, once it's done we won’t have to worry so much about people knowing 
where we are.” 


“I wouldn’t tell anyone.” Noah scowled at his son and then to the wolves at the sudden distrust. “I 
have no one to tell.” 


“All the same.” Peter smiled. “It’s what’s best for Stiles, his kind are delicate when it comes to 
home territory. We need to make sure it's safe before we let our guard down.” 


“TIl be fine,” Stiles assured his father when he looked his way with that guarded worried 
expression that said he thought Stiles was keeping something from him. “It's no different than 
them being allergic to wolfsbane.” 


Noah huffed. “They’re not allergic-” 


“They go into a similar state as anyone when entering anaphylaxis shock from something bad to 
their system.” 


Noah glared at his smart-mouthed son. “This isn’t a bee sting Stiles.” 
“It works the same way...I mean minus the hurling black goo bits.” 


Peter and Derek smirked as Stiles got into an argument with his father about whether or not 
wolfsbane could be considered an allergen to werewolves rather than just a poison. They stood 
back and let Stiles squabble with the man, knowing that both men were in need of this time 
together even if it was just to run each other up a wall. 


Peter cleared his throat, pausing the two men's argument, he smiled. “I think we can all agree that 
wolfsbane isn’t good for wolves.” Both men nodded. “And let’s leave it at that, Stiles will be well 
looked after sheriff. Once the house is built and the land protected you can come and stay awhile, 
see how well he’s been living with us.” 


Stiles muttered. “You just want to do your macho show-off thing of being an Alpha.” When his 
father frowned at him and the wolves glared, Stiles waved a hand to dismiss it all. “Doesn’t matter, 
Pl call you when we get home and once we know how long it’ ll be for the house you can put in 
that vacation request.” He smiled sweetly to his now scowling father. 


“Alright smartass.” Noah kissed his son's forehead before letting him go to the car, painstakingly 
watching as Peter Hale of all people escorted his son into the vehicle with a conversation he 
couldn’t hear but that made Stiles laugh. 


His son looked happy, he let his gaze wander to Derek. The wolf gave him a nod before turning to 
get in the car, Noah smirked. He gave a wave when the Camaro backed up and began to pull away, 
taking a shuddering breath when the sleek muscle car was no longer in view. Walking back to his 
patrol car with a tighter throat, the man sat in the driver's seat heavily a moment before grabbing 
his radio. “Hey Susie, I got a tip from some tourists of something odd going on around the meat 
market, said they heard some screaming or something...Probably damn kids throwing a party but 
I’m gonna check it out.” 


“Alright sheriff.” 


Noah placed the radio back and sighed, it was time to go and clean up the last mess Scott McCall 
had left behind. This was one secret that he’d take to the grave and as hard as it would be to lie to 
Melissa, it was for the good of everyone. More so his son, which he knew was selfish but he’d like 
to think the woman would see how evil her own son's actions had been. That didn’t take back from 
her loss and it wouldn’t make her see such things which was why it was far better for her to go on 
thinking it was some supernatural squabble that went bad. Lord knew both of them had feared such 
things in the past after learning about the strange world they’d never noticed. Pulling out his phone, 
he dialed a phone number that he knew well. It rang. 


“I wanted to get our story straight, if anyone asks you saw Derek and Peter, you helped them with 
something with Deaton’s clinic and saw them leave. I saw them leave, you know nothing about 
Scott or where he’s been or who he’s been with. Do you understand?” Noah nodded when the girl 
returned a firm agreement. “Good...He said to say thank you, he’ll call once he gets a new phone.” 
Noah chuckled. “Yeah, I know...Just stay out of the limelight while this goes down, it won’t be 
pretty. I didn’t expect you to, I don’t, ’'d choose Stiles every time and not just cause he’s my 
son...He was the victim in this and Scott just got what was coming for him. Yes, alright, thank 
you...Goodbye.” Noah shoved his phone back into his pocket slowly pulled the vehicle back away 
from Derek’s loft and rounded about, heading towards the meatpacking plant well aware of the 
grisly scene that was waiting for him. 
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Stiles smiled as he stared out the window, he let his gaze walk across the ‘you’re now leaving 
Beacon Hills’ sign before sighing. They were leaving home, to go back to a new home that felt far 
more like home than his original home. Stiles frowned at the twisted-up thought in his brain, he 
glared out the window as he pulled himself together. Beacon Hills would always be home, but it 
wasn’t HIS home. 


Nodding, the succubus twisted to lean forward through the center console smiling at Derek when 
the wolf gave him a passing glance before returning his eyes on the road. Peter twisted to 
accommodate his need for conversation which was good seeing as Stiles wasn’t going to not talk 
just because they might not be listening. 


“Yes, sweetheart?” 
Stiles grinned. “I want coffee.” 


Derek smirked as he stared straight ahead, signaling to change lanes as he called out. “Next towns 
not for ten miles...Should have said something before we left.” 


Stiles rolled his eyes at Derek’s little quip, sending a put-out expression to Peter. “I meant when we 
get back home.” 


“Ah, yes from your little coffee shop.” Peter chuckled, Stiles had rather sold them on the place. 
They did make great coffee and the adult hot chocolate that Peter referred to as Stiles’ drink of 
choice. “We can stop on our way home.” 


“Good.” Stiles took a deep breath, things seemed to be going back to normal, or at least they 


appeared that way now...Which was odd since just a few days ago he’d been fighting for his life. 
Stiles frowned as he thought about that, how he’d gone from his happy little life with Derek and 
Peter, to racing home because he feared his dad dying only to find out that Scott had betrayed him. 
Again. Being tortured and poisoned by hunters, left to their mercy by Scott only to have Peter and 
Derek come to save him. Vomit black goo that really could only be described by its consistency 
and taste as death pudding, slowly healing his desecrated wings and then...Now. 


“Stiles?” 
The teen blinked, looking to Peter as he hummed. “Yeah?” 


Peter frowned back at the teen who had been staring out through the center console at the dash as 
if it was the most important thing in the universe all while wearing a rather dreary scowl. “What 
are you thinking of darling?” 


Stiles shook his head at the wolf's concern. “Nothing, just thinking about all the craziness lately.” 


“And you’re okay?” Derek questioned despite both he and Peter smelling the discontent on the 
succubus. 


“Pretty sure.” Stiles leaned his head against the wolf's bicep. “Be better with coffee,” Stiles 
smirked when the wolves laughed at him. “Just saying, coffee makes things better.” 


“We'll get you coffee.” 


Stiles sighed, yep, he could live like this just him and the wolves starting a new life away from 
anyone who might try to fuck with them...Granted that list was smaller now than it was before and 
Stiles didn’t know of any particular enemies they had...So, maybe they were safe? Interesting 
theory, hardly worth risking though. “Sooooo...Who are we getting to do druidic mojo for us?” 


Peter smirked. “We’re not getting an emissary let alone hiring a druid sweetheart, just a spark. 
Think freelance druid.” 


Stiles snickered. “Nice.” 


“They’ll come out once the house is built and yov’ ve picked a tree.” Peter twisted more to face the 
teen. “They’ ll do the normal protections for the land and the house along with a specialized series 
or runes for your tree.” 


“So it can’t be lit on fire and used as kindling?” Stiles grinned at the glare that earned him. “What? 
It's a tree and trees are made of wood which is clearly used to start fires whic-” 


“Stiles.” Derek cut in sharply. “It’ll protect your tree from a lot of things and that’s all that 
matters.” 


Stiles hummed before poking Derek. “Can it protect it from chainsaws?” Silence, Stiles nodded. 
“We should look into that.” 


Peter sighted twisting about to write down on their makeshift list of what they needed from the 
spark and what they had left to do for the property in general. He smirked when Stiles leaned 
against him to watch him jot it down. 


“Neat...Are we seriously going to ask a freelance druid whether or not they can protect me from 
chainsaws?” 


Peter tilted his head down to the smirking succubus who clearly wished to make a joke of all of 
this. “We really are.” 


“Can we include pitchforks?” 


Peter chuckled at the smart-ass retort. “Maybe, they might charge extra for that.” Peter smiled as 
Stiles sat back laughing and immediately falling into a tangent over how a spark would price out 
their services and whether or not pitchforks or chainsaws were considered some kind of odd 
request. Peter looked out the passenger window and smiled, listening idly to Stiles drone on about 
things. 


The wolf was relieved to fall once more into this companionable cacophony of noise. He chuckled 
when Stiles pestered his nephew about whether or not they were actually going to test the magic to 
make sure they didn’t get stiffed by the spark. Peter took things in hand when he heard his nephew 
growl. “Darling, we’re not going to set your tree on fire to test this, we’ll have them do it to another 
tree to be safe.” 


“Oh...Okay, yeah that makes sense.” 


Derek sent a sharp look towards Peter the older wolf was just shaking his head in amusement. 
Derek wasn’t amused, they weren’t going to tempt fate by poking and prodding at Stiles’ tree. 
They were going to lay as many wards and runes as possible to make that tree for lack of a better 
term, bulletproof. Derek inclined his head a bit when he heard Peter mutter too low for Stiles’ 
hearing as the boy rambled behind them. 


“We’re not letting him near his own tree until that magic is stabilized.” 
Derek smirked, Stiles still unaware of his uncle's plot to protect the boy’s nesting site. “If we can.” 
“Huh?” Stiles leaned forward once more. “If we can what?” 


Derek glanced from the road to Stiles before giving his attention back to his task of driving. “Agree 
on a floor for the bathroom.” 


“It's a floor, what’s there to agree about?” 


Peter cast his nephew a ‘really’ look for distracting the boy with their home renovations, Derek 
didn’t look his way but smiled as if he knew Peter was giving him a dirty look. Sighing the wolf 
went into great detail with the newly distracted succubus on all the different options they had for 
flooring. Needless to say, the next twenty miles was an interesting conversation. 
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The group arrive home and settle in to finish their plans for the new house, Stiles and 
the wolves go shopping only for Stiles to be surprised by a change in his own 
demeanor. 
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Stiles breathed in deeply the moment they stepped inside Peter’s apartment, it seemed like forever 
since they’d been home even if in reality it had been just a few days. The fact that those few days 
were basically torture and healing for him wasn’t to be mentioned. 


Granted some good things had come from it, Stiles smirked as he acknowledged that despite all the 
shit they’d gone through Stiles had somehow managed to have sex and not hate himself for it. Peter 
was an Alpha again and hadn’t shown any inclinations to go dark side again, so all in all things 
were good. 


Stiles didn’t pay any mind to Peter and Derek arguing about food, it wasn’t for him after all, he ran 
forward and flopped onto the couch after setting his coffee aside with a sigh. He snuggled into the 
leather, scenting it, it smelled like home. 


It smelled like Derek and him when they snuggled up with blankets and books, it smelled like him 
and Peter when they made out or simply sat touching each other in soothing touches that seemed to 
help the frayed edges they both had. Stiles hummed ignoring how Peter laughed upon finding him 
burying his face in the leather upholstery. 


“What are you doing sweetheart?” 
“Smells good.” 


Peter blinked before tilting his head. “Alright, and is there a particular reason you missed my couch 
for that reason or i-” 


“Smells like us.” 


Peter smiled, looking over to Derek when the other Alpha was walking into the second part of the 
open floored living room a small smile forming on his own face. Peter knelt down to stroke the 
back of the boy’s head. “You realize the rest of the apartment smells like us?” 


Stiles hummed, twisting his head a bit to eye the wolf from the corner of his eye. “Yeah, but this 
really smells like us, we curl up with each other here all the time.” 


“We do.” The wolf acknowledged though he did point out. “Our beds smell the same way.” 


Stiles shook his head as he twisted to face Peter. “Not really, we’re hardly together in one bed, I 
mean all three of us.” 


The boy had a point there and his apparent desire to have both of the wolves' scents near him made 
an uncanny sense. Pack. A need to sense the others were safe and in home territory, something that 
none of them had back in Beacon Hills, not anymore. Peter let his hand come up to stroke the side 
of succubus’ face. “We can change that if you’d like.” 


Derek hung over the back of the couch. “If you want us both there we’ ll be there.” 
“Derek is right, so long as you’re in between us we’ll be fine.” 


Stiles glanced between both wolves before smiling and in a sincere and happy voice said. “I really 
love you two.” The wolves smiled back at him, hearing the truth that they hadn’t once doubted. 


“And we love you.” Peter kissed the teen, soft, tender as opposed to his normal brash and fiery 
attentions he leveraged upon the succubus. When he pulled back Peter suggested. “Why don’t you 
go shower and get into some clothing that actually fits you, I know I'll be doing the same. When 
we’re all put to right we can lay about and argue over the dining room table again.” 


Stiles scoffed. “Two against one, Me and Derek have you beat.” 


Derek chuckled as his uncle glared at the succubus for playing the numbers against him, he 
shrugged when Peter sent him a dirty look. “To be fair he backed you up on the tile flooring.” 


Peter hummed, that was true. He eyed the succubus warily. “You’re sure I can’t convince you?” 
Stiles shook his head a resolute determination in his gaze, Peter nodded and gave in. “Very well, 
you win darling.” 


Stiles glanced back to Derek. “Told you we’d win.” The growl that Peter gave off from the other 
side of him was ignored as Derek chuckled. “But don’t get cocky I still think you’re both wrong 
about the whole carpeting in the bedroom thing.” 


Both wolves shared a look before looking back at Stiles, Derek making the poignant argument. 
“Blood.” 


“Lots of blood and bloody clothing,” Peter added. 
“Mud, whatever else we get into in the woods.” 
“Right, and we’d stain it after too-” 


“Shut up and go shower.” Stiles hissed at the pair of wolves who for once were teaming up 
together to outbid him on something for the house. The laughter that his little cutting remark made 
had Stiles smiling, it was hard to stay mad when everything just felt right again. Sitting up Stiles 
wrapped his arm around Peter and gave the wolf a small peck on the lips. “I’m gonna shower and 
then I'll meet you in your room.” He sent a look to Derek only to get a nod, good, he wouldn’t 
have to ask. 


Rising from the couch, the succubus trailed down the hallway an evil little grin coming to his face 
when he called back. “Not sure PII be in clothing though.” The growls that sparked had Stiles have 
a pleased little jig in his step. It was good to be home. 
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Stiles snuffled himself into Derek wanting to get those last few minutes of rest despite knowing 
that they were both awake, Peter was still out cold, but he and Derek had quietly been wrapped 

around each other, and Stiles very much wanted to stay that way. When Derek’s arm shifted but 
didn’t leave as it coiled around him Stiles smiled. “This is nice.” 


Derek smirked as he buried his nose into the boy's hair, inhaling deeply to get the succubus’ scent 
that was heavily laden in happiness. He let out a pleased rumble of his own from deep in his chest, 
Stiles giggled against him probably from hearing Derek make such a noise but the Alpha didn’t 
care. 


His pack was whole, Stiles was safe curled up in bed with him and his uncle was sleeping just a 
few feet behind Stiles. Nobody was going to hurt his pack ever again and if they tried, Derek 
would take great pleasure in ridding them of their lives. 


Derek had found happiness like this, a strange relationship sparked between himself and Stiles, his 
uncle sharing the space and claim upon the succubus. But it didn’t bother Derek not as much as 
he’d originally thought it might, Peter had been right about familiar attachments helping with that. 


He didn’t feel territorial over Stiles with Peter, not more than usual at least and certainly not 
because the other Alpha was laying claim to him too. No, there was a tether between them all and 
Peter wasn’t going to be an issue, anyone else however would be dealt with. Though the threat of 
anyone else being about was going to be lessened soon enough. 


The Alpha was looking forward to the house being done and moving out of the city, having their 
own space that was well guarded against intruders and any threats that might come for them. A 
means of protecting his pack, Stiles. 


Stiles smiled relishing the noise that Derek was making, most would think it was some deep dark 
threatening noise but Stiles knew better. He knew wolves and the noise that Derek was making 
was just a whole lot of pleased Alpha. So, he’d giggled at it, such a prideful move on Derek’s part 
but Stiles didn’t say anything about it because both wolves had good reason to feel that way. 


The succubus wasn’t going to intrude on their territorial claiming of him, Stiles did it too, just not 
in such an obvious manner. They were all creatures of habit, of instinct he supposed. No matter the 
fact that he wasn’t a wolf, Stiles felt the same pull to protect what was his and being wrapped up in 
Derek’s arms safe in Peter’s bed with the other Alpha peacefully asleep...This felt right. Stiles 
smiled snuffling into Derek a bit more and praying that the wolf wouldn’t be the one to break this 
moment up, Stiles wouldn’t be the one that was for sure. 


Eventually, the calm was broken and the cruel wolves forced Stiles up from the nice warm bed, 
dragging his unwilling form out into the wider part of the apartment to be abused. 


“Are you done?” Peter smirked at the bemoaning teen, Stiles was all but flopped over the side of 
the chair as if he’d been left to rot. “I started coffee.” 


Stiles waved an errant hand to the wolf. “No.” 


Peter took the boy's dismissal with a nod, sometimes the succubus didn’t wish to partake in the few 
foods he still liked. That wasn’t to say his mood was poor, his little pouting was more teasing than 
truthful. The succubus had tried to be enticing in getting both or even one of the wolves to stay in 


bed with him. Peter had just given his nephew a look before commenting on starting coffee. The 
pitiful whining the boy did with Derek got him nowhere and soon enough Peter had given a bark of 
laughter to seeing Derek carrying Stiles over his shoulder into the living room. Thankfully after 
having forced the boy to wear pants as Peter’s drapes were open and someone would have surely 
seen that. Now, left to his own device to pout over the side of the armchair that he and Derek 
constantly fought over the wolf shook his head to his nephew. 


Derek lifted his cup of coffee to him with a smirk before taking a drink a clear ‘your turn’ in the 
gesture. Rolling his eyes Peter prowled across the room and peered down at the teen who was 
laying stretched out from arm to arm of the chair sideways, his head spilling back over the arm of 
the chair. The teen’s pout might have worked on anyone else, but Peter knew better. “You realize 
that us staying in bed all day accomplishes nothing and we do have things to do.” 


“No...Pretty sure being in bed accomplishes what I wished to accomplish.” 
“Which was?” 


“Cuddling and then maybe fooling around.” Stiles smiled, his head canted backward, hanging 
down from the arm of the chair. 


“Cute.” Peter knelt down to kiss the boy's lips nipping at his lip before pulling back. “But there is 
always time for fooling around later, we still have things to discuss about the house and now that 
you’re feeling better you can help break up the arguments.” 


“And make sure there’s carpeting in the bedroom?” 
Peter smirked at the little remark. “Perhaps if we’re drunk.” 
Stiles huffed. “Rude, I know wolves can’t get drunk.” 


“Ah, that’s not entirely true...If small amounts of wolfsbane are in the alcohol it gives a similar 
effect.” 


Stiles gave a small grimace. “Yeah...Let’s just not do that cause me throwing up black death 
pudding is bad enough I don’t want to see either of you two do it just for a beer.” 


“Death pudding?” Derek walked over with his coffee giving the teen a peculiar look. 


“What?” Stiles shrugged upside down. “It's got the consistency of pudding but it sure as hell ain’t 
chocolate.” 


Peter chuckled at Stiles’ decision to call the poisonous reaction from a supernaturals body 
something absurd. He kissed the teen once more before rising and patting the chair. “Come along 
darling, you can help pick out paint colors...Something you boasted about earlier.” 


Stiles gave a forlorn sigh until he saw Peter procure a large ring of color swatches. “Oooh, give 


me.” 

Peter chuckled as the succubus suddenly decided to like that task, he handed the swatches over 
along with a piece of paper with the minimized floor plan. “There, have fun. Keep in mind the 
furniture and appliances.” 


“Yeah-Yeah.” Stiles waved him off as he began to flick through all the colors. “What’s the 
backsplash in the kitchen look like again?” 


Derek set his coffee aside pulling out his phone before leaning forward on the couch to show the 
teen the picture he and Peter had gotten from the contractor. 


“Ooh, that’s pretty.” Stiles nodded his head before returning to his task. “Totally going with an 
ashen blue-grey...Won’t be white like Peter wants but it’s a happy medium to the blue.” 


“It's not white darling it's eggshell.” 


Stiles looked to Derek. “You and I know better, white is white.” The wolf smirked back at him 
even as Peter complained. Stiles hummed along with each flick of his hand as he went through 
paint colors and jotted down the numbers in various sections of the house, leaving them as options 
for the trio to argue about later. 


“Hm...Take a look.” 


Peter came over from the dining room table to show the others the picture of the frame of the house 
which had apparently gone up over the days they’d been away. 


“Wow, that’s fast.” 


Peter smirked. “Darling money has a way of speeding things up.” The boy rolled his eyes, but the 
older wolf pointed out. “See that there is the kitchen.” He flipped through a few pictures before 
settling on one in particular. “I know it looks like a bunch of popcycle sticks at the moment, but it's 
quite large.” 


Stiles snickered at Peter’s choice in words before nodding along. “Is that where the islands going?” 
Stiles tapped at the center of one of the images blowing it up on the phone. 


Peter shook his head, flicking the photos before finding the rough layout of where the island would 
be placed. “Around there.” 


Stiles looked over to Derek and with a teasing voice asked. “Are we allowed to screw around on 
that?” 


Derek blew out a long breath to the taunting question. “At least it's not a coffee table, that’ ll support 
one of us.” 


Stiles gave a happy noise. “Yes! Totally want to do it on the island.” 


Peter chuckled at the boy’s exuberance on having sex in random locations in their new house. 
“Finish picking colors, then you can start laying down the repertoire of places you wish to have 
one of us in.” 


Stiles hummed happily at the task given to him, returning to his picking of colors before 
remarking. “Fine, but I’m going shopping tomorrow.” 


Both wolves froze, they’d just gotten home and after what happened in Beacon Hills neither wolf 
was keen on having the succubus out of their sights. Derek swallowed and in a cautious voice 
asked. “What for?” 


Stiles tilted his head back again to smile. “Blankets.” 
Derek had to smile at that. “One of us will go with you, but you should look on Amazon.” 


Stiles huffed. “I can’t feel stuff on Amazon.” 


“Ah, but if you don’t like it we can return it,” Peter explained coolly. “Or have it used elsewhere in 
the house.” 


Peter was right about that. “Fine I'll look at Amazon but I’m still going shopping.” 


“Of course darling, neither one of us is going to stop you.” Peter quickly added before Stiles got 
into a mood. “After all, the idea of fondling you in public is rather tempting.” 


Stiles laughed sitting up more to tell the randy wolf. “I’m going blanket shopping Peter, not 
looking for lingerie.” 


Peter shrugged. “Some of those blankets might well end up being below or on top of us at some 
point.” 


Rolling his eyes Stiles gave the man’s nephew a ‘really’ look, Derek shrugged clearly not eager to 
comment or perhaps of a similar mind to Peter. Whatever the case, Stiles muttered. 
“Whatever...Their just blankets the only ones that’ ll be an issue are the ones for my nest, otherwise, 
we can do whatever the hell we want on or in them.” Stiles returned to his color endeavors, 
smirking as he added. “Though I suppose that’s one way to scent mark a blanket.” 


“Oh, you have no idea darling, no idea.” Peter grinned, there were a lot of ways to scent mark their 
new house and sex was going to be one of the bigger ones simply as it would spread their scents in 
a cloud of pheromones. 


Making the house be covered in two or even three of them at a time and given Stiles’ penchant for 
wanting to have sex in different places in the house it wouldn’t take long for the newly built house 
to smell of them. Peter was all for that, so he allowed his thoughts to lead him astray and not delve 
into the finer points with Stiles or Derek. His nephew would understand more than Stiles, though 
the older wolf knew Stiles was cognizant enough to realize how important it would be for the 
wolves to establish their territory. 
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Stiles froze, not even halfway out of the car he froze, a scowl forming fast. The succubus took a 
shallow breath trying to calm himself from that knee-jerk panic response that his stupid brain 
seemed to want to have for some innocuous reason. Stiles glanced about nothing was threatening 
here, they were in a parking lot, about to go shopping. There were a few people about, but surely 
nothing supernatural given how easy-going both wolves were...But if that was the case, why were 
his wings fluttering? Stiles shut the door carefully behind him twisting to ask Derek if he sensed 
anything only to find the wolf frowning back at him. “What?” 


Derek stepped forward having finished his brief conversation with his uncle only for them to both 
clue into Stiles being absent. The teen had been standing stalk still, glancing about as if he was 
waiting for something to happen. Derek knew that he and Peter’s senses were different than Stiles 
and just because neither of them sensed something didn’t mean it wasn’t there. “Stiles are you 
okay?” 


Stiles gave a nod, he thought he was okay. Weirded out maybe, but that wasn’t altogether new, a 
lot of things freaked him out. “I-I think so, it's just-.” He looked back around his eyes catching onto 
the different people before the teen uttered a soft. “Oh.” 


“Oh?” Peter walked around the car eyeing the succubus curiously, his gaze flitted about only to 
find that there was nothing out of the ordinary. Sending a speculative look to the teen, the wolf 
questioned. “What's gotten you in such a state darling?” 


“T-” Stiles stopped himself, how could he tell them that his body was tensing, prepared to fight or 
run because he was out in public. Out in public where humans were, weak defenseless humans who 
for some strange reason now evoked a response of threat. Fucking hunters. “I’m fine.” He shook 
his head already well aware that they’d call him on his bullshit. “I think I just daydreamed or 
something.” 


He smiled back at them, hoping that they wouldn’t ask more and that they could go about their 
shopping trip all the while Stiles would force his stupid brain and his stupid body to realize that not 
all humans were evil bastards, after all, Lydia and his dad were humans and they kicked ass. 


“Are you sure?” Peter reached out to stroke the boy's face, watching him like a hawk for any sign 
that something might be amiss. 


“Pretty sure.” Stiles smiled back, he took a deep breath and after grabbing Peter’s hand to try and 
distract him pulled the wolf along calling back. “Come on Derek, you don’t get to fondle me until I 
fondle blankets.” That at least spurned some laughter from Peter, Stiles grinned, he could do this 
there was totally nothing to worry about. Humans had nothing on him and the wolves. 


Peter grunted when Stiles jerked hard back into him, the wolf's arm wrapped around the teen only 
to see the wolf frowning. Stiles was shaking, Peter glanced up to see what had scared the boy 
prepared to do any great manner of mean things to it only to find a woman organizing her shopping 
bags. Tilting his head curious by this strange development, he looked down only to find that 
although still pushed into him the boy wasn’t shaking anymore. 


It was almost as if he’d simply been caught off guard by her presence but rather than just chuckling 
at the fright the teen had tried to run. Peter sent a strained look towards his nephew, Derek was 
making a twisted scowl back. Yes, it would seem he wasn’t the only one who was concerned by 
this little development. “Darling?” 


“Hm?” Stiles shook his head, looking back at the wolf with a smile. “Sorry, she startled me.” 


Peter smiled at the lie or rather half-truth as the woman had startled the boy, but there was 
something else there lingering along the edges of the statement the teen had just made, nodding his 
head as if he hadn’t heard it or seen the truth long before it was given. “We should go inside if you 
still wish to find blankets.” 


“I do.” Stiles nodded, walking into the store with a strained swallow of air, there were a lot of 
people. Okay, there weren’t really but to his stupid brain, it really felt like it. I mean there had to be 
at least thirteen people just within view shot from the entranceway, that was way too many 
humans. Stiles had nearly died from two humans, this was decidedly more humans...And sure he 
knew that none of these humans were hunters. Well, probably, the point was that humans, in 
general, weren’t a threat, and yet his whole body felt like it was one great live wire ready to spark. 
Stiles knew the wolves had to have heard the increase in his heart rate, even now it seemed like it 
was speeding up more and more as they walked along the aisles. 


Stiles jerked back sharply only this time it wasn’t because of a human, the succubus smirked as he 
went down a few feet of the aisle to what had caught his eye. Stiles pulled the red blanket out of 
the stacks of them and felt it, running his finger's tips across the plush surface and feeling all the 
little fibers that made it. 


“Is it good?” 


Stiles hummed, it was, it was a very nice blanket but not nest materials. Looking up Stiles smiled 
at Peter. “It might be nice for the living room.” 


“Oh? Not your...Ne-Bedroom?” 
Stiles snorted as Peter quickly changed his words when a clerk went by the aisle. “Yeah, I’m sure.” 


“Alright then.” Peter accepted the blanket questioning right after. “Tell me, is there something in 
particular that disqualifies certain blankets?” 


Stiles shrugged. “Not that I know of, it's just instinct I guess...I just know if it would work or if it's 
too soft or too firm, not the right thickness.” The succubus looked to the red blanket that Peter was 
carrying now. “It's a nice blanket but it's not what I need.” 


“Tt can go in the living room.” Derek chimed in with ease. “We’ll have plenty of space for blankets, 
we’ ll have to replace the ones you use the most.” 


Stiles groaned at the horrible fate that many of his blankets had already fallen to. “Don’t even go 
there with me Derek, it's cruel.” 


The wolves smirked, but Stiles poked Peter in the chest. “Don’t you laugh, it's horrible. I swear to 
god there is no reason for that shit to destroy blankets.” 


Peter shook his head good naturally to the raging teen, none of them were aware of why the oil the 
boy's wings produced destroyed fabrics but it was safe to say it annoyed Stiles. “It's not hard to 
replace blankets darling.” 


“It's annoying. I like that blue one we have, give it a month or two and it’ ll be dead.” Stiles huffed 
irritated by the prospects of losing the nice blanket. 


“Perhaps we can ask the spark if they know of anything that might prolong your favorite blankets.” 


Stiles tilted his head, that was an idea but he wasn’t sure if a spark would know anything about 
blanket care for succubi “You think they’d know?” 


“Worth a shot.” Derek shrugged as he reminded the teen. “Sparks and druids know a lot about the 
supernatural world, Peter and I aren’t exactly experts in what you are.” 


Stiles snorted, rolling his eyes. “Nobody is.” 
“Which is why asking the spark about your blanket issue might see us finding a positive outcome.” 


Stiles made to answer only to jerk sideways sharply, grimacing as his arm smashed into the metal 
shelves he backed into, the man who had made to walk past shot him a dark furrowed look before 
going about his way. Stiles swallowed tightly, his head trailing after the man until he was gone 
leaving the succubus feeling a bit weak in the knees and a decidedly stinging elbow. 


“Stiles.” 
The succubus looked back to the wolves who were both scowling at him. “I’m fine.” 
“Darling.” 


Stiles shook his head. “I’m fine.” He took a few steadying breaths before gently pushing himself 


away from the shelves that he’d only moments ago tried to become one with, rubbing his sore 
elbow before explaining to the wolves. “I just got startled.” 


“Stiles, he’s been in the aisle for five minutes.” 


“Peter’s right, you knew he was there.” Derek stepped closer, wrapping an arm around the teen and 
whispering as another person walked past causing a sharp tremor to race up the teen's body. 
“What’s wrong?” 


“T-I don’t know.” 
Lie. 


Derek closed his eyes and blew out a steadying breath, getting irritated by the teen choosing to lie 
to them wasn’t going to help things. “Are you hurt?” 


“No.” 


Derek nodded at least there weren’t any physical ramifications to what was going on with the 
succubus. “Good, now tell me what’s going on?” He let a trace of a growl lace his words, hoping 
that the Alpha in him might spark the teen to answer him rather than avoid the topic. 


Stiles buried his face in Derek’s jacket, a hand coming up to curl into the well-worn leather as he 
rasped. “I-I’m not sure.” 


“Darling.” 
“I-I mean I think I know but-” 


“But you have doubts.” Peter trailed a hand down along the boy's neck. “What is this little theory 
of yours sweetheart?” 


Stiles bit his lip his eyes screwed tightly shut before he painstakingly rasped. “Humans.” 
“What about them?” Derek scowled down at the top of Stiles’ head. 

“I-I think I’m a little keyed up about it.” 

“About?” 


Stiles tilted his head up to stare back at Derek. “Hunters.” The wolves both began to give off a 
rumbling growl but Stiles quickly hissed. “Stop that!” The wolves silenced themselves and with a 
careful glance around Stiles sighed in relief. “No one's hurting me, I know that,” Stiles admitted 
shyly, ashamed that his body was reacting like this. “B-But I think that I’m just a little tense about 
being around peo-” 


“Who might not be people.” Peter smiled gently as Stiles twisted to frown at him. “There is a 
distinct difference between humans and hunters darling, namely longevity of species.” 


Stiles grinned back at the wolf's joke. “Well...Either way, I keep getting this knee-jerk reaction and 
I really don’t want to maim anyone or give us away.” Stiles let himself glance down both sides of 
the aisle they were in. There were no humans around, but Stiles could hear plenty around them, and 
that in and of itself was enough to have his body tremoring every now and then. His body wanted 
away, wanted him to leave and go far and fast away from the threats. Somehow the succubus 
didn’t think telling his own body that soccer moms weren’t going to be the next thing to try and 


kill him would help. 
“Do you think you can continue shopping? There is no rush in this darling you know that.” 


Stiles blew out a long breath, they’d only been out for an hour at most and they hadn’t done any 
shopping as the wolves had gotten food and they’d sat back in the car chatting while they ate. He 
shook his head. “I want to get some things.” 


“Alright.” Peter smiled gently pulling the boy from his nephew's grasp and into his own, he kissed 
Stiles’ brow before allowing the succubus to lead the way, sharing a look with Derek before 
following. 


Stiles found a green blanket that he liked two aisle’s over, another black one across the way where 
he nearly concussed himself in back peddling away from a pair of women who were shopping. 
Derek caught him and the heavily panting succubus muttered a hasty ‘thanks’ all the while 
ignoring the confused and slightly scared expressions the girls gave him before moving on. 


Stiles was grateful that neither wolf asked him if he was sure about continuing their present task, 
they trusted Stiles to know when to stop and that was nice. Trust was nice, a great thing, 
something that he’d missed greatly since losing Scott as a friend. 


“What about this one?” 


Stiles was jerked from his inner musings by Peter holding up a creme blanket, the succubus pulled 
away from Derek to reach out for the soft cloth. He felt it, running his fingertips along the felt-like 
texture. Feeling the fluffy fibers that were the type that would pill sooner rather than later. A great 
sofa blanket, but not nest material. “I like it, but not for my bedroom.” He grinned as they’d taken 
to calling his nest his bedroom since they were, in fact, in public with nosy humans who despite his 
best efforts to avoid were everywhere. 


Peter hummed keeping a hold of the blanket only to sigh dramatically when Stiles reached beside 
him on the same rack of blankets upon a different shelf to suddenly produce a grey blanket that he 
smiled at. “I see...And what pray tell is the difference between these two?” He held up the blanket 
he’d offered the teen only to have his other hand snatched up to feel the one the succubus was 
currently holding. Stiles arched a hard brow at him, the wolf carefully trailed his fingers across the 
plush fabric before sighing when he figured it out. “Yes, well...I see the difference now.” 


Stiles rolled his eyes as he tucked the folded blanket under his arm. “Told you so.” 


Peter glared at the grinning succubus, not taking the taunt idly the wolf threw out. “And just why is 
it that you can’t rely on fiber count for these things? Surely that would be more reliable.” 


Stiles snickered as he twisted about to shake his head at the Alpha. “Really Peter? Fiber count?” 
The wolf shrugged. “A great many people purchase things this way.” 
“Meaning him.” Derek grinned when his uncle glared at him even while Stiles laughed. 


“There is nothing wrong with purchasing things based on the fiber count, it just means that it's a 
higher quality.” 


Stiles smirked and nodded in a very unconvincing manner when Peter sent him a calculating look 
which quickly morphed into one of disdain when he saw he was being patronized. “Sorry.” Stiles 
burst out laughing again much to Derek’s amusement and Peter’s chagrin. 


Stiles led the wolves on a merry jaunt around the store, many times finding himself in one of their 
arms when becoming startled or having his personal space invaded by other people. Stiles was 
pretty sure that all the workers in the store thought he was some raving lunatic by now, but the 
succubus didn’t pay that any mind. No, Stiles was doing his best to have some sliver of normalcy 
despite this sudden curveball that his body felt the need to throw him. 


Derek let out a small sigh when he caught Stiles giving the succubus a forlorn expression when 
Stiles tilted his head back to smile up at him. The smile the succubus gave was clearly to reassure 
the Alpha that things were fine despite all three of them knowing that it wasn’t. “You okay?” 


“Yep.” Stiles nodded resolutely to ignore how Derek’s brow furrowed, quickly pulling out of the 
wolf's arms and pressing forward before either wolf could call him out on the lie. 


Truth be told Stiles was a little freaked out by his body's reactions to the humans around them, but 
everything he’d learned about this new body was freaky so Stiles was doing his best to roll with the 
punches...Even when it felt like he’d lost all of his marbles a while ago. 


His endeavors to enjoy shopping with the wolves was spent with Stiles choosing blankets, getting 
into arguments with Peter about thread counts and colors of said blankets. Being held between one 
or both wolves whenever startled, and then subjected to scrutiny that he chose to blatantly ignore. 


Everything was totally fine until a group of people came around the corner of an aisle and crashed 
into them. Stiles’ whole body went ramrod straight when a man grabbed his arm, instinct alone to 
stop everyone from falling to the floor which would have been great and all if Stiles’ body wasn’t 
screaming at him to maim the bastard. 


Stiles recoiled even as he fell, grunting hard as he landed sprawled backward against Peter even as 
Derek was trying to play interference to the now apologizing humans. Stiles panted, trying to catch 
his breath despite having done nothing physically draining his whole body felt like it had run a 
marathon. He jumped a moment warm hands falling around him, supernaturally warm, Stiles 
sagged into Peter and swallowed tightly upon hearing the wolf whisper in his ear. 


“Easy darling, nice even breaths, Derek’s handling all of them, and it's just you and I sitting on this 
rather dreary linoleum.” 


Stiles gave a breathy laugh at the man’s choice of explaining where they were as if Stiles had any 
doubt. It wasn’t as if they’d moved, well Stiles had a bit but only because Peter had all but pulled 
him into his lap which the succubus was more than okay with. 


Stiles nodded his head when Peter continued to say soothing words to him, the teen spared a glance 
up to Derek who was being rather imposing given his current stature and firm tone for telling the 
other people off, it wasn’t surprising to see them scurry away as fast as they could. 


Stiles still remembered when that had been effective on him, it wasn’t a good feeling in the least. 
He smiled wearily when Derek twisted about and crouched down a deep-set furrow to his brow. 
“Hey, Sourwolf.” 


Derek blew out a long breath at the nickname, Stiles’ little attempt to break the ice to the little issue 
they’d just encountered. “Stiles-” He was prepared to tell the teen that enough was enough when 
Peter interjected. 


“It's time to go darling.” 


Stiles twisted his head around to frown at Peter. “What? Why? They only bum-” 


“Sweetheart.” Peter held the boy tight into himself, kissing his cheek before he informed both 
Stiles and Derek. “Your glamour flickered darling.” 


Stiles froze. SHIT. He sent a furtive look to Derek to see if what Peter was saying was the truth, 
not that he even thought that Peter would lie about something like that but...Fuck it, instincts. 


Derek shook his head. “I was more worried about the group.” He looked past the teen to Peter. 
“But if Peter caught it anyone else could, he’s right.” 


“Time to go.” Stiles softly replied, giving a small nod as he twisted to wrap his arms around Peter 
clenching his jaw and eyes before rasping. “Sorry.” 


“Shhh, there’s nothing to apologize for sweetheart.” Peter crooned to the teen before pointing and 
sending Derek to intercept a concerned worker at the store. The Alpha smirked when Derek took 
his new task with pride and given how fast the little clerk scurried away his nephew was as 
intimidating as ever. “Let’s go home.” 


“We need to get these.” Stiles pulled back to pout only to huff when Peter chuckled at him. 


“I meant after we buy this Stiles.” Peter leaned forward to kiss the boy's forehead before gently 
urging him to rise. “Though you and Derek could go out to the car if you’d like.” He sent a wary 
look to the teen and then to his nephew. 


“Yeah.” Stiles rubbed his elbow. “Might be a good idea.” 


Derek drew the teen into his side and with a nod to his uncle escorted Stiles out to the car, trusting 
the other wolf not to dawdle in his task of buying the stuff they’d picked out. Stiles remained silent 
until they were standing beside the car and just as the wolf was prepared to be truly worried the 
teen spoke. 


“So that sucked balls.” 
Derek snorted at the eloquent terminology the teen thought to use. “Stiles you went through a lot-” 


“Did you even once react like that after hunter bullshit?” Stiles glared back at the Alpha, he knew 
Derek was just trying to make him feel better but frankly Stiles didn’t think he could. 


“‘Wasn’t too happy to be around car batteries.” 


Stiles smirked then snorted shaking his head at the wolf's joke. “Dude seriously, you know that’s 
not the-” 


“It's not.” Derek cut in. “But you went through a lot in a short amount of time, you’ ve never dealt 
with hunters like that before Stiles.” 


Stiles huffed crossing his arms over his chest. “Gerard.” The growl that sparked had Stiles sighing, 
alright so he was a great frame of reference but also something that would get Derek going. “Look 
I just meant-” 


“What’s going on?” Peter frowned looking from Stiles to Derek, eyeing his nephew carefully. 
“Why are you growling at him?” 


Stiles huffed at the defensive werewolf and explained. “I was answering him and he didn’t like my 
point.” 


“Which was?” 


“Gerard.” Stiles rolled his eyes when both wolves were growling. “Great, well that’s helpful just 
get in the damn car.” Stiles twisted about and climbed into the back seat, he had to wait a moment 
longer than anticipated before the wolves followed. Neither had started a conversation outside the 
car so that led Stiles to believe they were having one of those silent conversations that only Hales 
seem able to do. Thankfully the car ride home was done in silence, though Stiles was pretty sure 
that was due to the wolves both stewing in the Argents patriarch being brought into the 
conversation of Stiles’ current issues. Torture was torture after all, and neither Alpha was going to 
be forgiving in any case when it came to Stiles enduring hunters. Stiles smiled as he looked out the 
window, his fingers idly trailing across one of the purchased blankets as he mused at how much 
had changed and just how comfortable he was with both of the wolves. 


It's too green 


Chapter Summary 


Stiles and the wolf's visit the house, Derek and Peter taking turns to keep the succubus 
settled around the humans which are still triggering his instincts that he's in danger. 
Derek spends some time with the succubus before getting into a teasing argument with 
his uncle. 
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Stiles stayed tucked in tight to Derek, there were workers all around them and a few had already 
tried to greet them in a more personal manner than just saying a passing hello. Derek was 
‘shielding’ him from the humans who might want to shake his hand while Peter looked over the 
floor plans once more with the contractor while Stiles and Derek got to watch on from afar. 


The sight of the frame of the house was impressive, far larger than Stiles had imagined, but then 
again things were always bigger in reality than they were on paper. As he leaned against Derek the 
succubus commented. “And this is only the bottom floor.” 


Derek smirked glancing down to Stiles as the teen stared out in wonder at the sight of the bottom 
layer of the house that was taking form before their eyes. “Yeah.” He not so subtly shifted himself 
and Stiles away from a larger crowd of human workers, stroking the succubi’s arm when Stiles 
became unsettled. 


The best thing they could do was keep Stiles calm, his glamour had flickered a few times, stress or 
so they assumed. It had started back when they first went shopping, no matter how Stiles tried to 
hide how scared he was the wolves hadn’t taken long to figure out what the succubus was now up 
against. 


It was a leftover result of being tortured by humans who he'd assumed up until then were harmless 
to himself, though neither he nor Peter had brought up that Stiles would have to find his own way 
to cope knowing that some humans weren't safe now that he was a succubus. 


Now wasn’t the time, so the wolves played their parts in keeping him well away from any ‘threats’ 
and talked with him as if everything was normal. After all, if Stiles’ glamour was to fall in front of 
all these people...Well, even between the two of them it would take the Alpha’s all afternoon to 
take those memories and it just wasn’t something that Derek wished to entertain. So he did his 
absolute best to keep Stile securely at his side while they analyzed what was soon to be their home. 
“Peter said that it'll be done before Christmas, maybe Thanksgiving.” 


“Really?” Stiles looked up with a shocked expression. “But they’ ve only just gotten the framing 
done on the first floor.” 


Derek shrugged. “I don’t think they’ll have any problems, we gave the contractor leave to hire 
whoever he needed to make sure it was done as soon as possible.” 


“Wow.” Stiles looked back out across the lawn to the state of their soon-to-be home. “You two 
don’t fuck around when it comes to building a house.” 


“Of course not darling.” Peter smiled as he graciously took Stiles from Derek’s arms into his own, 
mussling into the boy's hair. “What use is all that money if we don’t buy things with it?” 


Stiles snorted not falling for that. “This is a bit much Peter.” 


The wolf chuckled and with a sassy return said. “I would like to see you say that if I showed you 
the interest on the account we’re drawing upon.” 


“Interest?” Stiles frowned up at the grinning wolf, now lost on the joke that the wolf was giddy 
with. “What do you mean?” 


“Were only using interest, not the principal amount that’s inside the account.” Peter grinned at the 
now silent succubus. “And it's still accumulating income while doing so, we don’t lie to you when 
we Say that as the last Hales we’re quite well taken care of...Though the Hale line has always been 
well looked after.” 


“He’s right.” 


Stiles glanced back over to Derek catching the other man’s nod. “Seriously? You guys just draw 
from interest and not the account itself?” 


“We could build quite a few more houses before that would happen sweetheart and that’s only for 
that account.” Derek hummed in response making Peter smile down at a stupefied Stiles. 
“Needless to say if we ever want a swimming pool we could arrange that.” 


Stiles snorted at the over-the-top luxury item. “I don’t think we’ll need one.” 
“Me either, but it's an option.” 


“TIl make sure to remember that.” Stiles rolled his eyes at the amused wolf, tucking himself tighter 
into Peter when two men walked by with a large beam. 


“Easy darling.” Peter stroked the boy's back carefully, trying to settle him and not see the boy's 
glamour fall. “You’ve been doing so well.” 


Stiles huffed, he didn’t believe that at all. “It was never this hard before, I’ve walked around town 
thousands of times, Peter. Hell, look what I was up to before you two kidnapped me.” 


“We didn’t kidnap you,” Derek growled at the teen only to earn himself a roll of the boy's eyes. 
“You know what I meant, I’m not scared of people.” 


The wolf hummed, he knew that, hell they all knew that but Peter wasn’t going to bring up the 
reason why this had suddenly become a hardship for Stiles. Not here, that would just increase the 
likelihood of something going wrong. 


So Peter stroked the boys back and started to talk about the house, it was a good distraction from 


all the issues in their day-to-day lives as members of the supernatural. “Clyde wished us to 
reconsider on the stairs.” 


“Clyde?” Stiles snickered, unable to help himself even when Peter gave him an amused yet stern 
look. “What?” He rasped in a chuckle. “It's funny.” 


“It's his name,” Derek muttered in a confused tone. “How is that funny?” 


“Tt just is!” Stiles waved a hand in the air only to get a bland look back from Derek, huffing Stiles 
muttered sourly. “You have no sense of humor.” 


“That [ll agree with, but darling I was mentioning that Clyde didn’t approve of our request of the 
stairs being dark wood.” 


Stiles snorted. “He still wants that pasty ass white house that everyone goes for so they can resell it 
in five years.” 


“Basically.” Stiles grinned at Derek and his simple response, the wolf grinned back. “We’re not 
relenting.” 


“Good.” 


“Of course not it's our house.” Peter scoffed at the notion of giving in to the contractor's ideas. “He 
thinks the house will be a dungeon but that’s his own misbegotten beliefs and not ours.” 


“Dungeon?” Peter shrugged the wolf's arm tightening around him as if to keep Stiles right there 
and not allow for the succubus to part ways with him. As if Stiles had any plans to leave his side, 
which he did not. “I mean so long as we’re not asking them to dig graves or drill chains and shit 
into the walls I think he’s being dramatic.” 


Peter chuckled at Stiles’ little quip. “Obviously and I do think he’d disregard the chains 
aspect...Provided it was in the bedroom.” The wolf smiled when Stiles cracked up laughing even 
while his nephew sent him a glowering expression, it wasn’t his fault if Derek didn’t have a sense 
of humor. 


“So are we done?” Stiles asked the Alpha, waiting to hear if there was anything else he or Derek 
needed to go over with the contractor for the new house. Stiles hadn’t played a big role in anything 
well, other than to choose paint colors but they were a long while off from any of that happening. 
There weren’t even any walls put up yet, just timber that was put together in the skeletal frame of 
what would soon be a real house. 


“I believe so.” Peter hummed looking over the property once more before asking slyly. “Do you 
wish to walk about the woods?” 


Stiles smirked, he knew what Peter was getting at, he couldn’t pick a tree just yet not until it was 
safe but they could still look. It was a lot like picking out the perfect Christmas tree, only instead of 
cutting it down, Stiles was going to live in it. 


The teen smirked as he drew the wolves away from all the chaos of the house being built, both 
Alpha’s had told him that they hoped he’d find a suitable tree not far from the house and Stiles 
knew that was just their protective instincts taking over. He couldn’t fault them for being 
concerned about him, not after what had happened. 


Stiles also hadn’t taken the time to explain that if he found the ‘one’ no matter where it was on the 
property it would be his tree, the teen figured they’d get with the program when he started hissing 


at them. 


Stiles took a deep breath of air pleased with the fresh scent of the healthy forest all around them, he 
could smell the ferns, the dirt, and leaves that were slowly decomposing. The scent of water-laden 
upon different surfaces sinking into the foliage and giving off a dewy scent that had him smiling, 
the forest was very alive. 


“See one you like?” 


Stiles hummed he glanced about as they walked, all the trees in their land seemed perfectly healthy 
but just because they were healthy didn’t mean that they were fit to be his nesting site. Stiles 
stopped here or there, circling trees a time or two before falling back into line with the wolves all 
the while answering their confused questions. 


“What was wrong with it?” 


“Nothing,” Stiles smirked at Derek. “You realize that I’m not going to jump up and down and 
scream in joy upon finding it right? Like I’m not some little kid getting a bike for Christmas.” 


Derek glared. “How will you react smart ass?” 


Stiles shrugged honestly. “Don’t know, it's my first tree...Suppose itll just feel nice like my nests 
always do. Comforting, warm...All that jazz.” Derek nodded back at him and assured that the 
particular conversation was done the succubus returned to his search. 


Snickering anytime Peter tried to ‘sell’ him a tree as if it was some used car or something. It was 
amusing and seeing as Derek had taken to rolling his eyes in exasperation, Stiles wasn’t the only 
one amused by it. 


“What about this one?” 


“Too green.” Stiles grinned when Peter blinked back at him in utter shock for the sudden answer 
before he smirked. Stiles snickered. “What? You just shake your head whenever I don’t give you 
an answer so I answered you.” 


“Too green.” Peter scoffed. “It's a tree darling, what else is it supposed to be other than green?” 


Stiles shrugged. “Tree-like?” He grinned when Peter growled at him before sharply pointing at the 
tree he had been trying to sell him. 


“There is nothing wrong with that tree.” 
“Nope, it's a good tree.” 
Peter tilted his head a bit and quizzically questioned. “Then why pray tell are you saying no to it?” 


Stiles shrugged carelessly as the Alpha groaned, Stiles wasn’t sure how he knew it, but he knew 
instinctively that the tree that Peter was trying to sell him wasn’t the ‘one’. 


“Tt’s just not it, that’s all I know.” 


Peter sighed and gently waved the boy forward, telling him to lead the wolves wherever he wanted 
in this clandestine search for a tree. Peter bared his fangs when Derek smirked at him, the younger 
Alpha snorted not taking the threat to heart. 


“T have to agree with him.” 


“Hm?” Peter frowned already skeptical. “About what?” 


“It was too green,” Derek smirked, chuckling when Stiles started to laugh at his little taunt to his 
uncle who was growling back at him. Doing his part to keep the peace, Derek added. “But it 
seemed like a good tree to me.” 


“And that’s why it's not up to you two to pick it.” Stiles pointed out with glee. “Cause if you had a 
choice it would be the tree still in the front of the driveway you’re having paved.” 


“It's a good spot for a tree...Close to the house an-” 


“Peter.” Stiles hissed at the wolf who was doing his best to try and sell Stiles on sticking closer to 
the house simply for convenience and the wolf's own dedication to keeping him safe. “No.” 


Sighing the Alpha knew better than to push the succubus on this so he nodded his head conceding 
to the boy’s demands. “Lead the way darling.” 


Huffing Stiles did just that, twisting about and stalking through the woods. He did his best to keep 
within a certain distance from the house, he could still hear the workers and the sounds of the 
house being constructed so to Stiles that was close enough. 


He couldn’t actually see the house so the teen assumed that was part of the issue Peter was taking 
with this distance but there was nothing to be done about it. Stiles was going to find his perfect tree 
no matter where it might be on their expansive property he was just giving a certain allowance 
when looking seeing if there might be a possible candidate close to the house they were building. 


Stiles smirked and steadfastly ignored how Peter once again tried to sell him on a tree, the teen 
smirked when Derek caught up with him and gave him a bored expression. “What?” 


“Pick a damn tree before I kill him.” 


Stiles snickered bumping his shoulder into Derek. “Don’t be like that, I’ve seen you scoping out a 
few of them.” 


“I didn’t try to sell them to you like a used car salesman.” 
“True.” 


Derek glared as Peter caught up to them, walking on the other side of Stiles and giving him a rather 
sour expression. “Knock it off, he’ ll find the tree on his own.” 


“And you're fine with it being miles out from the house?” 


Before the two wolves could start a new argument, Stiles piped up. “We could always use walkie- 
talkies.” The frowns both men gave him had the succubus shrugging. “If I didn’t answer you’d 
know I was either in trouble, had forgotten to turn the thing on, or ran out of batteries.” Stiles 
smiled back at the now scowling wolves. “So that’d get you out to the tree real fast right?” 


“Look for a tree Stiles,” Derek growled at the smirking teen. 


“Sure thing Sourwolf.” Stiles snickered as he continued on his way through the woods. 
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Derek nipped at Stiles’ neck one last time before giving a small kiss a pleased grin coming to his 
face as the succubus moaned beneath him. Snuffling the boy's sweaty flesh had the wolf growling 
as the heavy scent of satisfied succubus filled his nose, it was backed up by the noises the teen 
made that were all too tempting for the wolf. 


Derek restrained himself from giving in to the tempestuous ideas that came to him even as he held 
himself aloft of the teen's sweaty body, the boys breathing finally evening out the longer they 
recovered from their latest bout of sex. 


Derek kissed the teen’s languid form one last time before pushing himself up and with a growl sat 
back on his heels, enjoying the tantalizing sight and sensation of his half-hard cock sliding free of 
the boy's sex with a filthy slip of their combined fluids. Derek gnashed his teeth as he saw the proof 
of their mating, the trails of his own come spilling from between the boy's abused sex. 


His cock gave an eager twitch, but Derek shook his head to clear it from such vulgar thoughts of 
having the succubus again, instead looking up to Stiles who was laying bared open to the world 
and clearly coming down from an impressive orgasm. The wolf smirked at how relaxed the teen 
appeared to be, they’d had some amazing sex and Stiles had gotten to feed so really the succubus 
was reeling from two great sensations. 


Derek didn’t fault him for wanting to lay about, but he knew how Stiles would feel when the 
‘honeymoon’ ended. The wolf gently grasped the teen’s legs and shut them while shuffling to sit 
aside from the sprawled-out form. Curling Stiles onto his side towards him as Derek lay down to 
wrap his arm around the succubus. 


He smiled, laying there watching as Stiles snuffled into the pillow content to go to sleep. Derek 
stroked the boy's arm, watching on as Stiles gave a small sigh and drifted off after their time 
together. Derek let his head cant back over his shoulder to see Peter come to stand in the doorway 
not five minutes later, both wolves ignoring the fact that Derek was naked, mostly because he was 
facing away from Peter at the moment. 


“Sleeping already?” 
Derek gave a wry snort. “He fed well.” 


“Ah.” Peter tilted his head against the door frame a small smile forming as he took in the sight of 
the naked succubus that was contently sleeping on Derek’s bed. Offhandedly while staring past his 
nephew's prone form, the wolf questioned.“Do you think he notices it?” 


“Notices what?” 
“The change in himself.” 


Derek frowned at his uncle, twisting his head back around to stare at Stiles a moment. He wasn’t 
sure what Peter was talking about, Stiles looked the same to him. “What do you mean? He looks 
the same.” The deep sigh that sounded from behind him had Derek twisting his head around to 
glare. 


“T would think it was obvious if you looked at him.” Peter raised a hand when he saw that Derek 
was going to growl at him and possibly wake Stiles. “Not teasing nephew...But surely you can see 
the change in him, look at him, he’s no longer a bag of bones.” 


Derek snorted, of course, Stiles had changed over the last many months with them. Gradually 


getting used to their bargains of feeding him with hand jobs and slowly working their way up to 
oral sex and then creeping forward into penetrative sex only to monumentally jerk forward into real 
sex. 


All of that had come about to the state the teen was in now, his battle with the hunters was fading. 
The scar that Scott had formed around him would stay, both he and Peter knew that but looking 
back at Stiles now, Derek saw it. 


The boy’s skin was a healthy alabaster white, a succubus’ natural coloring as it showed their 
otherworldly characteristics as ethereal beings. The boys’ emaciated frame had filled out, there 
were still a few hills and valleys that peeked out but compared to how he’d been when Derek first 
saw him...Stiles looked like a healthy person, maybe someone recovering from a bad cold or 
something, but healthy. 


His weight was getting back to normal the more he fed from himself and Peter, but it wasn’t just 
that. Stiles was bit by bit adjusting to this nature in his new form, he still had great bursts of 
revulsion where he’d shy away from everything. Derek and Peter had gone through many a 
meltdown when it came to having sex with the succubus, but Stiles was working on it and the 
wolves were there in any way he needed them. 


“Do you see it now?” 


Derek didn’t turn around to glare at his uncle simply because he was using his tone that said 
‘you’re dumb’, Derek simply replied. “I knew that he’s getting better Peter, I just didn’t know what 
you were talking about. He doesn’t look the same, doesn’t act the same either.” 


“Of course not, he’s healed for lack of a better term and Angelica has been giving him great report 
cards.” 


Derek snorted even as he reached down to grab the blanket on his bed and pulled it up to lay across 
both of them so he could turn to face his uncle, leaving Stiles to sleep. “She doesn’t give him 
report cards.” 


“She does,” Peter smirked. “And all while laughing, Stiles hisses a lot.” 


Rolling his eyes at the man’s poignant response to what happened when Peter demanded a ‘report 
card’ from the dryad who was helping the succubus, Derek muttered. “I’m not surprised...He is 
getting better though.” 


Peter hummed, his eyes staring out past Derek’s form to the succubus who was resting peacefully 
behind the wolf. Tired after sex and feeding from the Alpha’s energy, turns out it was a creature 
trait but one that was often ignored for the sake of their lives. Succubus only rested after feeding 
when they were somewhere safe more often in their secluded nesting sites. 


Stiles, however, was simply not affected by that instinct to leave their prey after the deed was done 
as Stiles didn’t with them. No, when in the company of mates or trusted individuals that were used 
as food sources willingly a succubus was all but destined to curl up and sleep, enjoying their meal 
while feeling protected in their weakest moments. 


Peter smiled as he thought about that, how shocked Stiles had been when he’d uttered those fateful 
words to them. It was startling to think that he and Derek were the boy's mate and it had brought up 
the notion of how mates worked for succubi seeing as there were two of them and not one. 


It was a strange thing to find that their strange little arrangement, the strange polygamous 


relationship was normal for succubi. Angelica had explained it best when she said that succubi 
loved hard and they became dedicated to their favorite meals for lack of a better term. Stiles loved 
them, he’d refused to feed on them because Peter and Derek still treated him as if he was a person 
and not a monster. Those feelings developed further over time, slowly growing as the succubus 
began to feed from the wolves. 


That natural affection, the blooming relationship that was spawned from the boy’s own needs 
twisted sharply within the teen, and the love that had been there changed into something more 
concrete than any of them had accounted for. 


Technically speaking, Stiles was still considered a baby among his own kind if they were to ever 
meet another which Peter was solidly against. Stiles being around his own kind wouldn’t end well, 
least of all because the boy hadn’t been born a succubus but also because his chosen mates were 
wolves. 


Succubus only mated with humans, their natural prey. Stiles wouldn’t fit in well with his own kind 
due to all of that going against him, but Peter was relieved to know that Stiles had no interest in 
speaking with another of his own species. The succubus chose to stay with a pair of Alpha’s as his 
food and mates rather than the broader ‘freedom’ his kind was known for. Peter knew better, he 
knew this wasn’t just Stiles ignoring instincts but rather a choice to reclaim who he was. Stiles felt 
no pleasure in having multiple partners...Well, strangers at least, he was completely fine with the 
arrangement between all of them. 


A life on the streets, living like an ordinary succubus would have killed him and Peter made sure 
that it never came up into conversation. Stiles wouldn’t have survived a lifestyle like that, not for 
much longer if he had managed to dodge them and go on to live in some other town. 


“What are you scowling about?” 


Peter blinked, then looked down to meet his scowling nephew’s gaze. “Ah, lost in my head ’'m 
afraid.” 


“About?’ 


“Thoughts are private dear nephew.” Peter chastised the other wolf, smirking when Derek flared 
his eyes at him and quickly commented. 


“You never have a problem demanding to know what me or Stiles are thinking.” 


“Ah, but you’re not me.” Peter grinned when Derek huffed and made to turn over and resume 
cuddling up with Stiles. A part of him wished to tell Derek how lucky, how fortunate they were 
that Stiles had bonded with them. Not just because it saved the teen, but because of how lucky they 
were to have him in their lives. And sure, the sex was amazing, but having that spontaneous, 
curious, and amusing spark of life that the succubus carried with him everywhere was what truly 
had the wolf happy. 


Stiles was unique, he cared, and he cared deeply. He always had, Peter knew this, but it was 
amplified now that he was a succubus and directed solely upon him and Derek. 


Smiling, the wolf broke the silence in the room prepared to return to his own to leave Derek to tend 
to Stiles but not before stating. “I still think I can make him choose that elm tree.” The small 
chuckle that it earned him had Peter smiling as he walked back to his room, he rolled his eyes 
when Derek muttered under his breath, the words reaching the Alpha’s own ears. 


‘Good luck with that.’ 


“T m very persuasive Derek, I’m sure I can find a way to make the tree more...Alluring.” Peter lay 
back on his bed and chuckled when he heard his nephew’s return. 


‘Having sex in the tree isn’t going to make him want it.’ 


“You don’t know that, it might work...An interesting idea.” He heard the younger wolf sigh as if he 
was truly bereaved by what Peter was suggesting. “And if it doesn’t I still get to enjoy some time 
with him in a rather unique situation.” Derek snorted back at him and once again reminded the 
older wolf of just what surfaces he wasn’t allowed to accost the succubus on in the new house. 


Peter rolled his eyes as he pulled out his book, flipping through it to the right page to resume 
reading all the while occasionally arguing about a particular surface in the house with Derek, a grin 
stained across his face as he negotiated with his nephew about just where sex was allowed. Peter 
knew the poor fool didn’t realize that all it would take was Stiles suggesting them having sex 
somewhere for either of them to be okay with it. 


They were supportive of his curiosity and his skittish nature when trying new things with them 
simply because he still had a tough time with his new form. Trial and error was a bitch that way, 
but they’d made great progress and there had been far fewer negative reactions than ever before. 
Peter was looking forward to the day when they might be able to say that it didn’t happen anymore 
though Angelica had already warned him of how foolish that was, Peter could still dream. So 
dream he did. 


Murder doorbell 


Chapter Summary 


The trio meets the spark who will give protections to their land and Stiles' tree, 
learning new things about the succubi. Stiles and Derek finally get to have a bit of fun 
in the camaro. 


Chapter Notes 


Just a reminder that I'll be gone for two week's so this is the last update that you get 
until I return, sorry, but enjoy the smut at the end of the chapter XD 


“So...Angelica knew this person?” Stiles was leaning against a nearby tree, the construction crew 
was done for the day and the spark that the Dryad had suggested to Peter was going to be meeting 
them at the property. Stiles hadn’t chosen a tree yet, but this was more an interview of the spark 
and a layout of what could be done to protect them all. 


No actual magic was going to be taking place, but given how on edge Derek was, the interloper 
was going to know that they should tread carefully. Stiles figured it was cause the wolves were 
establishing their own territory now, and with him around that just keyed up their Alpha’y instincts. 


Peter was taking things better than Derek, but Stiles was pretty sure that was just because the man 
was better at hiding how he felt. Stiles was prepared to sit back and watch, maybe reign in the 
wolves if he had to... Though the succubus was well prepared to hiss at whoever arrived if they 
pissed him off. Stiles grinned to himself and quickly looked away when Peter gave him a 
questioning glance. 


Before he could ask the little minx what he was up to Peter was distracted by the sound of a car, 
sighing he sent one last reproachful look to his nephew who looked about ten seconds away from 
maiming someone. Peter smiled if a bit stiffly when a man got out of the vehicle and looked 
around at the property a moment before approaching. He had to be about Peter’s age, but unlike 
someone like Deaton, the spark seemed an open book with a wide-open smile and a friendly 
attitude. 


“This place is beautiful.” 
“Thank you, we’re rather fond of it already.” 


The man chuckled. “I bet.” He looked over the trio before raising a brow. “Is the rest of your pack 
elsewhere? There’s no reason to-” 


“It's just us.” Derek bit out sharply. 


The spark gave a slow nod, not taking the on-edge attitude by the wolf to heart, he’d dealt with 
quite a few wolves who weren’t so trusting. But before he could say anything to try and soothe the 


ruffled feathers that his arrival had caused his attention was snagged by the smaller form that had 
been leaning against a nearby tree, the figure having moved a bit. The spark tilted his head a 
moment before smirking when he realized that this pack wasn’t conventional, the boy before him 
wasn’t a wolf, far from it. “What’s your glamour hiding?” 


All of them froze, Stiles sputtered. “W-What?” Stiles jerked forward to wrap an arm around 
Derek’s to hold the wolf back when he snarled and lurched forward demanding to know how he 
knew about Stiles. “Derek stop!” 


The spark held up his hands with wide eyes when his innocent question was taken as a threat, he 
hopped back a step or two. “Ah-I’m sorry I just...Well, it's kinda obvious to someone like me.” He 
backed up a few steps further even when it proved that the wolf had been stalled, thankful that the 
ethereal managed to reign in the wolf the spark explained. “I don’t know what you are, just that 
you’re ethereal with a glamour...There are quite a few things that can do that.” He smiled at the 
glamoured boy. “No need to explain what you a-” 


“T’m afraid we have to.” Peter chimed in even as he sent a glare to his nephew a moment before 
twisting to offer a kind smile to the poor spark who had to be second-guessing helping them now. 
“He is part of the reason we need your services.” 


“Oh...Alright.” The spark canted his head towards the ethereal. “What did you need?” 
“Fire retardant.” 


Peter and Derek groaned as Stiles chose that moment to be funny, the teen smirked at the 
flummoxed spark and the clearly irritated wolves. “I’m a succubus.” 


The man blinked. “Um...Don’t you mean Incubus?” 


Stiles looked away sharply and didn’t have the strength to hold the wolves back that time, though 
they somehow managed to not act like rabid dogs as he avoided the truth being brought to life. 


“Stiles isn’t a born succubus...Dark magic I’m afraid.” Peter grimaced back to the spark who stared 
with aghast features on show. “So no, succubus is the correct term.” 


“T see.” Swallowing carefully, well aware that he was under the scrutiny of two very protective 
wolves, the spark asked. “And you’ve taken up protection with wolves?” 


“Long story.” 


The spark nodded his head, that was normally how things in the supernatural world worked. 
“Right...Well then, how about you show me your tree and we can go through some of the things 
that I can do. Keep in mind I can’t just layer magic on top of magic, you’re going to have to choose 
what kind of protection you want. If I try to put too much around a single tree it’ ll collapse sooner 
or later and you don’t want that happening cause statistically it's always at the worst time.” 


Stiles smirked at the man’s honesty. “Yeah makes sense...But I don’t actually have a tree yet, 
we’re waiting for the house to be finished.” He gestured to the frame of their house which had been 
fleshed out more over the last few weeks. “Kinda scared they might accidentally chop down trees 
ya know?” 


The spark hummed. “What protections do you have at your current tree?” 


Stiles bit his lip and looked to Peter, almost ashamed to have to reveal that he didn’t have one. 
Surprisingly, it wasn’t Peter who answered the man for him, it was Derek. 


“He doesn’t have a tree, he’s been living in the apartment with us back in town.” 


““A-Apartment?” The spark looked back to the succubus in shock. “No.” He shook his head only to 
see the ethereal nod. “No.” The boy nodded, along with the wolves. “Jesus Christ.” He ran a hand 
through his hair. “Right...Okay.” Immediately falling into teacher mode, the man looked about a 
moment before waving them over to a sturdy-looking elm. “So, when you pick your tree you want 
to make sure it has deep-set roots.” He kicked one of the large roots that stuck out from the ground 
before sinking deep into the earth. “Something that’s not easily tampered with.” 


“I thought that’s why we were hiring you?” Stiles muttered, earning a laugh from the spark. 
“Well, yes I can put some protections up but if the tree itself is weak then it won’t do much good.” 


“Oh.” Stiles looked up and down at the tree the man was using as his example, Stiles had just been 
going off of instinct when he toured the forest looking for one. Thus far he hadn’t particularly 
found any particular tree charming. “This is kinda my first time picking a tree, it's a lot harder than 
I thought it would be.” 


The spark hummed upon hearing the teen's admission. “How long have you been like this?” 


“Just over a year.” Stiles bit his lip when the man just stared back at him with clear bafflement. 
“What?” 


“Y-You’ve never had a tree before?” 


Stiles shook his head, internally thankful that Derek closed the distance between them and wrapped 
his arm protectively around him. 


“So he hasn’t had a tree before, he’s new to this.” Derek scowled at the spark who was unsettling 
Stiles, it wasn’t the teen's fault that he was still adjusting to this new change. 


“No...Uh, it's just.” The spark gave a confused look to the teen. “You’ve really gone a year without 
a tree? Where did you nest?” 


“Overpasses...Abandoned buildings.” 
“O-Overpasses? You mean like a freeway?” 
Stiles smirked. “Yeah, like a freeway.” 


The spark nodded his head a few times before looking dead serious back to the wolves. “You’ve 
got your work cut out for you on this.” They frowned, but that didn’t stop him from continuing. “I 
haven’t met an ethereal alive that can just shut off those instinctual requirements for living.” He 
waved a hand to Stiles. “Yet he’s been doing it for a year.” 


“Well, I wasn’t always a succubus.” Stiles shrugged. “So doesn’t that like affect things?” 
“No.” 


Stiles grimaced at how clean-cut the man’s answer was, how droll it was as if Stiles had been 
asking the stupidest question in the world. “Oh.” 


The man sighed as he appraised the ethereal being in front of him, the boy was young, and as a 
succubus even younger he’d wager. “Can you drop your glamour for me?” 


“Um...Why?” Stiles tilted his head a bit, on guard as to why the man wanted to see him in all his 


demonic glory. He felt Derek’s arm tighten around him, the succubus knew he’d have to do very 
little to see the spark dealing with Derek seeing how protective the Alpha was of him at the 
moment. 


Smiling kindly to the on-guard succubus, the spark replied. “I wanted to see how big your wings 
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are. 


“Is this some kind of dick measuring contest cause I’m the only one around here with wings so-” 
Stiles did smile when the spark began to laugh when the man gave him a highly amused look 
Stiles shrugged and after gently untangling himself from Derek the teen pulled his shirt over his 
head, playfully throwing it at the wolf. 


Giving a smirk when Derek snatched it out of the air and glowered at him, he probably didn’t like 
the fact that Stiles was half-naked in front of a stranger, and damn if that wasn’t funny. Stiles took 
a deep breath and then allowed his glamour to fall, he shifted his wings behind him, not flaring 
them out but moving them comfortably. 


“Ah...Well then.” When he saw the frowns the group was giving him, the spark smiled in a bit of a 
strained manner. “Y-You’re wings are...Well, can you flare them out for me? Fully out.” 


Stiles shrugged and with a great grin snapped them out to their full wingspan, he looked at them a 
moment before staring back to the spark. The man wasn’t smiling, Stiles frowned and made to tuck 
his wings back into himself only to still when the man waved a hand as they started to fold. 


“Ah...Can I?” He gestured towards the teen’s wing, given the dark looks the wolves were now 
giving him and the cautious one the succubus gave him they were in need of more information. 
“Td like to see how strong your wings are.” 


“Strong.” 


The spark smirked back at the wolf who had by far been the most adamant to posture in front of 
him. “I’m sure, but I’d still like to see... You’re coloring is off.” 


“Say what now?” Stiles frowned looking to his wings even as he folded them in, draping them 
around himself like a cloak. “I’ve always been this color...Black, that’s normal.” 


“No, it's not.” The spark shook his head as he approached cautiously, with a gentle hand he 
reached out and mindful of the growl the wolf nearest to the boy was giving him, pulled the boy's 
wing open and away from his body. Gentle fingers wrapping around the wing bone to hold the 
wing aloft. He stared at it a moment before looking back to the wary succubus. “You’re very 
young.” 


“Uh...Thanks?” 


Chuckling the spark returned. “That’s why you’re having trouble picking a tree, if this is truly your 
first time selecting a nesting site then it's going to take a bit to find the right one.” He released the 
boy's wing, watching as it was folded back across the boy. 


“T ve slept in trees... Maybe a night or two but never in a nest and...All the nests I did make were in 
not tree-related areas.” 


The spark sighed. “Yeah, so you told me. Well, once you pick a tree and I do the protections Id 
wager you won’t want to leave it for a month.” He joked with a wide smile. 


“But I can, right? Like I’m not gonna go into some kind of magic coma from not having a tree 


right?” 
The spark snorted. “That doesn’t exist.” 


Peter sighed, only Stiles could come up with something like that shaking his head fondly the older 
wolf ate up the space between himself and Stiles. Carefully laying his hand on the boy's back as he 
spoke with the spark. “You seemed confused by the fact that his wings are black.” 


“Not confused per se, but alarmed?” The spark shrugged his shoulders dispassionately before 
explaining. “Most succubi do have color to their wings and tail, it might not be much but there is 
color. None of your kind is just black, but you’re young and the fact that you haven’t had a proper 
nest is more than likely what’s causing that.” The spark smiled before kicking the tree root once 
again. “Once you have an active tether to this plain you’ll get some color.” 


“What kind of color?” Derek glanced at the boys’ black wings, they were beautiful just as they 
were. Sleek, and well...Sinful. Derek highly doubted that any color change to the teen's anatomy 
would make a difference in how he or Peter felt about Stiles. 


“Subtle changes in hue, green, blue, red... Those type of things. It won’t be much, but it's quite 
normal for you to have coloring in those parts of yourself. If you were an Incubus it would be in 
your horns as well.” 


“Don’t have any of those,” Stiles stated simply. 


The spark chuckled. “That’s fine, to be fair, from the others of your kind that I’ve talked to, the 
Incubi find it annoying to deal with.” 


“Their horns are a bother to them?” Peter frowned, he wasn’t sure how that could be true. 


“They catch on things.” The spark shrugged before staring back at the succubus. “I suppose it's no 
different than your wings or tails getting in the way.” 


“Alright, I can see how much of a bitch that would be to deal with,” Stiles muttered as he glanced 
down disdainfully at his tail which had managed to contort itself out of his pants, it wasn’t the least 
bit comfortable but he had to work with what he had. If he wasn’t so self-conscious about being 
naked in front of the stranger, even if he was under his glamour he’d just shuck off his pants but 
there was absolutely no way on this earth that Stiles was going to do that. He did, however, look up 
to ask. “Do the colors mean anything or-” 


The spark shook his head. “There are myths about the colorization of Incubi and Succubi, but 
frankly I think it's all horse piss.” He grinned when the teen laughed. “It's no different than you 
having brown eyes or me Blue. It's just what our DNA said we should have.” 


“Good to know.” Stiles smiled at least a little bit more at ease at the prospect of developing 
coloring in his wings or tail. “So...Tree?” 


Clearing his throat the spark nodded and motioned once more to the tree that they were standing 
before. “Right...Trees. So, one of the basic incantations that I can lay into the earth is a 
stabilization charm. It'll keep the roots of the tree from being tampered with.” 


“So a person pouring poison into the earth can’t kill it.” Peter mused. 
“Correct, that’s a slow and horrible way for a succubus or Incubbus’ tree to die.” 


“And me too?” Stiles grimaced at the notion. 


“You wouldn’t die, get sick yes, but you wouldn’t die...If your teth-” 


“Right.” Stiles cut the man off, he and the wolves had already had a conversation about what 
might happen if his tether was broken. It wasn’t something he wished to discuss again. “Got it. 
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The spark held the boy's gaze a moment longer to be sure, before nodding. “I know you were 
joking earlier, but I can’t make your tree impossible to burn.” Given the looks of clear 
disappointment, the spark sighed. “All I can do is make it harder for it to burn, hopefully giving 
you time to do whatever you need to do to stop the idiot trying to hurt his tree.” 


“Time is valuable.” Peter surmised. “What else?” 


The spark hummed, looking around the property a moment before eyeing the tree branches far 
above. “Those two things are really the most common, but I could do a hostility charm.” 


“What’s that?” Derek’s voice held a tinge of growl and not even Stiles snuggling up to his side was 
going to stop that. He wanted the succubus, him and Peter safe. Stiles was by far more vulnerable, 
after all, if the house burnt down they could build another one it wasn’t so easy for Stiles. 


“Lamens terms, if someone comes knocking on his tree and secretly has ill intent they’l feel like 
they got shocked, penny in a light socket.” He pointed towards Stiles. “And you will know that 
they were thinking not-so-nice things...Mostly intent to kill you or your tree.” 


“Great.” Stiles droned. “Murder doorbell.” 
The spark chuckled at the teen's sass but didn’t deny it. “Pretty much.” 
“Do it.” Derek barked out in return, sending a fierce look to Stiles. “Don’t mess with that.” 


Stiles rolled his eyes at Derek’s assumptions that he’d mess around with the magic that would be 
placed upon his nesting site. “Rude.” 


Peter shook his head upon hearing Derek’s demands of Stiles, there was little doubt in his mind 
that Derek was fooling himself into thinking that little warning would be enough to keep the boy 
out of trouble. 


“TI do whatever I can to help you, but like I said there are limits. Those three things are about as 
much as ld recommend, and truth be told I don’t think there’s anything else that would add 
protection for you.” 


Stiles shrugged. “Hey, if you can make it less flammable that’s good and the murder doorbells a 
nice touch.” 


Smiling the spark turned to the wolves. “And I take it you have things that you wish to discuss for 
the rest of the property?” 


Peter didn’t mince words. “I wouldn’t be upset at having a doorbell.” 


Stiles laughed, reaching out to pat Derek on the chest when the younger Alpha growled at his 
uncle's humor. “Lighten up Sourwolf, it's a good thing.” 


The spark chuckled a bit as he watched the pack mingle with one another, it was always a sight to 
behold. A family unit so tightly knit together and despite them being different species it appeared 
to his eyes that the wolves were doing their utmost best to care for the unique companion they had. 
He smiled back at the Alpha and assured him. “I can rig up a doorbell as well, I figured you’d want 


the standard wards around a wolf's territory.” 


Peter nodded, yes he could recall those well from the Hale land though he still had doubts on 
whether or not they had actually done any good seeing how things turned out. “Yes, and if you 
have anything to prevent mountain ash that would be greatly appreciated.” 


The spark sighed. “Sorry, mountain ash is one of those things that’s meant not to be tempered with. 
I can do the inlays of the grounds, prevent corruption to the land and all the greenery. Give you 
that warning of any person that comes onto your land, but I can’t prevent anyone from using 
mountain ash... However.” He looked towards the succubus. “He technically is your way around 
that.” 


“Tam?” 
“Mountain ash can’t affect you.” 
“No shit.” Stiles’ eyes widened. “It can’t?” 


The spark shook his head. “You’re ethereal, above or as some say, below this plane. Its meant to 
restrain things of the supernatural variety meant to prevent evil or some such nonsense. You’re 
none of those things, though you might be attributed with the supernatural you’re no wolf.” 


“Noticed that did you?” Peter drawled. 


The spark smirked and walked back to his car, popping the trunk and digging around for 

something as the wolves watched on. When Stiles made to get just a bit closer to see what he might 
be doing, Derek snagged him back with a dark look. Stiles pouted but didn’t struggle in the man's 
hold, waiting rather impatiently for the man to return. When he did, Stiles sighed as both Derek and 
Peter let out a low growl. “Easy you two I think we’re just doing a show and tell.” 


“That we are.” The spark made a large circle around himself, enough space for two people, and 
after stepping back motioned for the succubus to try and break through the barrier. 


Stiles hummed, pushing against a very reluctant Derek until he was released and able to walk over 
to where the barrier started. Biting his lip, he glanced up to the spark only to see his open smile 
staring back at him. Huffing, the teen took a step forward prepared to hit some kind of invisible 
barrier as he’d seen the wolves do so many times before. 


Stiles' foot hit earth and he stumbled a bit, catching himself into standing just before the spark and 
well within the circle of mountain ash. “Sweet.” He grinned back at the smiling spark. “Can I use it 
too?” The spark made a face and Stiles huffed. “Figures.” 


“Well, you can.” The spark admitted. “It just wouldn’t be something you’d like to do, but you can 
do it if you really needed to.” 


“What do you mean by that?” Derek prowled as close to the succubus as the spark as he was able, 
locked outside of the circle of mountain ash. Despite knowing there was nowhere for either of them 
to go, knowing that Stiles was outside his reach didn’t leave him feeling relaxed in the stranger's 
presence. 


“Tt’ll feel cold.” The spark didn’t pay the wolves any mind as he stared back at the succubus as it 
would be him who would have to deal with it. “It goes back to your roots with the trees, mountain 
ash is from a tree.” 


“Oh...OH.” Stiles grimaced. “Right...Dead tree.” 


The spark smiled. “Dead tree, you can use it if you had to but you’re not going to be eager to play 
with it.” 


“Good to know.” 


“You can, however, move it.” He motioned to the barrier and indicated that the succubus should 
show the wolves that it was indeed possible for him to move the mountain ash aside, thus freeing 
himself. 


Stiles scuffed the ash with his sneaker, he felt the barrier break and smirked feeling a tad bit proud 
of himself for that. He’d figured that it was off-limits given what he was, but aside from the stupid 
dead tree nonsense, he was fine. Stepping outside of the broken barrier Stiles grinned back at his 
wolves. “Neato.” 


Peter shook his head in exasperation, only Stiles could find something this monumental neat rather 
than a great skill that might someday save their lives. Derek at least seemed to take things in a 
similar mind of him, Peter smirked when the succubus was yanked back into the younger Alpha’s 
hold and told in no uncertain terms not to screw around with mountain ash. 


Peter turned his attention to the spark and waved his hand towards the property at large. “Shall we 
start?” The man nodded, and with the knowledge that Derek could focus on Stiles, Peter trailed 
closely to the spark to oversee whatever the man might do for them. The fact that they’d need to 
call the man back out to the property to deal with Stiles’ tree after the house was built was 
annoying and a small bit unsettling as it left them open to attack if the man had loose lips. 


Peter had half a mind to just erase the man’s memory and call him when the house was done as if it 
were the first time, but he knew there was no way to pull that off, not with Stiles, and worse, 
Angelica. The dryad would be sore with him if he did something to her friend, even if it was to 
protect his pack. Peter smirked when he heard Stiles ask if they could test the murder doorbell by 
having one of the wolves think bad thoughts about him, his nephews cutting remark that it 
wouldn’t be hard had Stiles complaining and Peter smiling. 
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Stiles knew his talons were most likely scratching the roof of the car, but it was his only way of 
supporting himself to prevent his head from crashing against it as he was riding Derek, the wolf's 
rapacious thrusts propelling him up. Stiles whined as he pushed back against the roof canting his 
hips against the wolf’s body as Derek pulled on him harder to bury himself deep inside Stiles’ 
quaking body, the teen’s cunt spasming around the large intrusion burying itself repeatedly into 
him. 


Derek snarled as he fucked Stiles in the cramped confines of his car, the succubus had been serious 
about wanting to have sex in a car and Derek wasn’t about to let Peter get to do that with him first. 
Stiles had always commented on how he found the Camaro sexy, and at this moment Derek agreed 
wholeheartedly though that probably had more to do with the succubus riding his cock than the 
muscle car itself. 


The man’s body was supple, soft, pale, and sensuous as it gyrated upon his lap, the sodden depths 
of the man’s sex suckling wantonly on the wolf as Derek thrust hard up into the whimpering man. 
Derek licked his lips as he panted a bit out of breath for the struggle of getting enough leverage to 


show Stiles that the cramped confines wouldn’t prevent the Alpha from thoroughly pleasing the 
succubus. 


Given the heated noises, Stiles was making Derek was doing a pretty good job, then again so was 
Stiles seeing as how close Derek was to coming inside him. They’d been going at it for a while 
now and as they neared their end, the movements grew more rampant in their desire, in their heated 
tryst as they sought out their completion. 


Stiles grunted as Derek thrust hard up into him with a snarl, he smiled as the car shifted with each 
of the hard movements the wolf was making. He knew anyone who might come across the car 
would know what was happening even before they looked into the windows, the naughty thought 
of someone catching them was oddly arousing. 


Canting his head back as he groaned upon another heated thrust from his mate, Stiles begged the 
wolf. “Harder Derek.” The meaty growl his plea earned him had Stiles smiling as the wolf pulled 
hard on his hips and drove the Alpha’s cock deep into his throbbing sex. Stiles made a pleased 
noise as the pleasure sang through his body, taking Derek so deeply all with the promise of the 
wolf coming inside him. Relishing the approaching end, wanting to feel the sordid sensation of 
Derek’s come filling his belly with its heat as he fed off of the wolf’s sex and soaking it all in. 


Stiles bit his lip as he rolled into the hearty thrusts Derek had devolved into, quick jerking 
movements that were harsh jarring things that saw Derek’s cock barely leaving him before Stiles 
was jerked down upon its full length again. He sent out little trills of excitement, pleasure reaching 
its peak as Derek growled darkly with his approaching climax. 


Stiles let his head cant downward with heated eyes he smiled at the growling wolf, his hands still 
pushing at the roof to keep himself astride Derek safely he taunted. “You going to come in me or 
what?” Stiles laughed when the wolf snarled in his face, letting out a startled noise when he was 
suddenly pitched backward a bit into the dash as Derek arched forward. 


It was a tight fit, but the one thing it did do was crush Stiles deeply into the wolf, there wasn’t a 
spare bit of space between them as Derek drove himself hard into Stiles’ depths and growled into 
the succubus’ face as Stiles was forced to feel every inch of him inside his throbbing cunt. “T l do 
more than come in you.” 


Stiles panted nodding his head wantonly he rasped. “Yeah?” He was looking forward to hearing 
Derek’s idea as at the moment the sensation of having the wolf buried as far inside him as possible 
was a Serious turn-on. 


Derek grinned as he leaned back and brought Stiles astride him once more and resumed their 
frantic pace, chasing after their nearing climax. As he thrust up into the succubus who was whining 
now with the brutal movements Derek told the succubus. “I’1] come in you and stay there until you 
wake up again so we can go again.” 


Stiles breathed harder at the threat, he wasn’t sure if Derek meant it or not but it was an 
exhilarating idea. Both the wolves were aware that he grew tired after feeding like this, taking them 
wholly inside himself and taking their essence. The idea that Derek would just stay inside his 
overworked body until he roused so he could fuck him again...Well, Stiles licked his lips and with 
a hard roll of his pelvis said. “Sure you can go again so soon Sourwolf?” 


Derek snarled at the wry smirk on the succubus’ face, his hand whipped out to snatch up the back 
of Stiles’ head and drew him down for a heated, fang-filled kiss that was sloppy and as aggressive 
as their fucking. Stiles whined into him, but Derek didn’t let up as he ground hard into the boy’s 

abused cunt. Snarling into their kiss that he held complete control over Derek arched himself hard 


quickly before tearing apart with a hard inhale as Stiles fell backward and cried out as Derek jerked 
him down solidly upon his spilling cock. 


Derek growled, his heated gaze locked on the succubus who was whimpering as he lay back 
astride Derek’s lap as the wolf thrust into him over and over again, filling the teen’s lithe frame. He 
smiled as he felt the drawing sensation of Stiles feeding from him, the heated noises the succubus 
made as Derek continued fucking him were proof enough that Stiles had gotten what he needed 
and more importantly wanted. 


Derek stroked the teen’s hip as he jerked the teen upon his cock, relishing the pleasure that hung 
heavy in his gut as he filled Stiles full of his seed. Derek sighed when Stiles stopped feeding from 
him, he eyed the succubus in an annoyed way but Stiles curled into him tucked in tightly to his 
neck, and gave a small satisfied noise. Derek shook his head a bit chastising the man as he 
continued relishing his own pleasure. “You should have taken more.” 


The small hum he got was proof enough that Stiles was already falling into his little lull period that 
took place after feeding, Derek stroked Stiles’ back while his other hand stayed on the succubus’ 
hip to control their movements while he waited out the rest of his orgasm. The erotic body he was 
housed in was still welcoming, Stiles’ body throbbing wantonly around his cock suckling upon him 
as if the succubus’ own innate nature called for Derek to keep filling the man’s body. Derek didn’t 
doubt it, and it felt good so he enjoyed all of it while Stiles rested against him. 


It wasn’t until he’d finished that Derek realized one small miscalculation about them having sex in 
his car, sighing Derek wrapped one arm around Stiles to keep the teen pressed against him safe and 
as comfortable as one could get to reach for his phone. 


Leaning back in the seat once more, Derek stroked Stiles’ spine and typed one-handed that they 
were going to be a bit later than expected. Derek tilted his head a bit and smiled as the succubus 
slept on as Derek was still buried inside his lax body, too tired from the feeding and sex to care to 
move. A chime of his phone had the Alpha turning to smirk. “Yeah, he really didn’t think that part 
through.” 


Another milestone 


Chapter Summary 


Stiles and the wolf's prepare for the house to be finished, Stiles searches for a tree and 
he and Peter have a sordid night together. 


Chapter Notes 


I'm back! For a little bit that is... Undecided if I'm going to post two chapters in one 
since we're so close to the end. I'm at home until next Monday so you'll get a chapter 
for sure on Saturday...But then I don't get back until that following Saturday, unsure 
how cruel I want to be to you lot XD 


Peter smirked when the door to the apartment came open, he held his tongue when he saw just 
how dead tired Stiles appeared to be and how reliant he was on Derek for support. Shaking his 
head he motioned to the hallway. “Go tuck him in.” 


Derek nodded alike grin on his face as he gently corralled the yawning succubus towards his room, 
having to wake up Stiles so they could leave the parking lot they’d taken up residence in for their 
adventure in his car meant the succubus hadn’t gotten to languish in the feeling of having fed. It 
was all Derek could do to get Stiles to wake up and glamor himself so they could go inside, now 
that they were safely back in the apartment Stiles was well overdue to sleep. Derek chuckled when 
Stiles didn’t bother to pull the blankets back before falling into his bed with a yawn and snuffled 
into his pillows, shaking his head Derek grabbed one of the succubus’ favorite blankets and draped 
it over him. 


He leaned down and kissed Stiles’ forehead whispering to the sleepy succubus. “It was a good 
night, get some sleep.” He barely got any noise from the succubus, but Derek figured the teen was 
already well on his way to sleeping through the night. Assured that Stiles was good to rest and 
recover from his meal, Derek left him to sleep and rejoined Peter in the living room. 


Peter smirked as his nephew came to sit on the couch, he’d been patiently waiting to hear how 
things had gone. “Did he enjoy himself?” 


Derek snorted at the stupid question. “I think so...Didn’t like waking up though.” 


“Not surprising...[ have to admit we hadn’t thought that part through, but he can sleep now that 
you’re home and I’m sure that will make up for any disturbance your location issues caused.” 


“True.” Derek glanced towards the hallway in the direction of where Stiles was peacefully 
sleeping. “I have to get the Camaro detailed.” 


“Why?” Peter snorted, chastising his nephew for being so dramatic about him and Stiles getting 
the car messy. “I highly doubt a bit of your sem-” 


“Not that.” Derek cut his uncle off with a disgusted sneer. “Stiles’ talons left scratches on the 
roof.” 


Peter laughed at the strange plight his nephew's car had endured for the pair to have sex. “I 
see...Well, I think it's a fair price to pay for having him in your lap.” 


Derek smirked at Peter’s amusing statement, he quickly countered. “T d get a new car just to do 
that with him again.” 


Peter smiled at the open honesty there. “I don’t doubt that though I would suggest you keep his 
adventures to the Camaro and not your more...Delicate vehicles.” Derek rolled his eyes at him, but 
Peter moved off from taunting him to state. “While you two were off having your fun I visited the 
property and looked things over.” Peter was pleased to be able to tell Derek. “Two weeks.” 


“Huh?” Derek frowned at the strange time his uncle felt the need to proclaim. “What’s in two 
weeks?” 


Peter sighed when Derek didn’t clue into what he had been doing at the property, then again, he 
had just been having sex with a succubus so it wasn’t too bad to think his brain might have short- 
circuited from all the pleasure that brought upon the wolf. 


“We can move in Derek, two weeks.” Peter smiled when his nephew’s eyes widened, there had 
been a few delays towards the end and none of them figured they’d move in until after the first of 
the year but Peter had given the contractor leave to hire extra people to see the completion of the 
lavish house, all in secret, of course. 


“You’re serious?” 


“Dead like Scott serious.” Peter chuckled at the glare he earned himself for such a taunt, he 
ignored it as he always did, Peter moving on to say. “They’ ve finished with all the outside 
preparations which means it’s time for our little sex demon to find a tree.” 


Derek smiled upon hearing the good news, if all that was left was interior things then Stiles truly 
could find himself a tree. He could have a tether to the mortal world and they could get the spark 
out to safeguard it. “Tomorrow we’re going over there.” 


Peter chuckled at Derek’s little decree as if he had to find some way to convince him. “I didn’t 
think otherwise, and seeing as you fed him tonight he should have plenty of energy to flit about.” 


Derek snorted at his uncle’s rendition of how Stiles was after a good night's rest from feeding 
though he did mention. “He didn’t take as much as he should have.” 


“Oh?” 


Derek shrugged his shoulders telling the frowning wolf. “I think the whole experience was new so 
he was distracted.” 


“Well, he enjoyed himself at the very least and if he fed some then that’s all that matters,” Peter 
reassured his nephew with a leering glance. “I fully intend to make sure his tree is sturdy.” 


Derek snorted at the ridiculous idea of having sex against a tree, Stiles’ tree. “Have fun with that.” 


“T will.” Peter smiled, not the least bit detoured by his nephew’s lack of imagination to such things. 
He was positive that he and Stiles could make sure the succubus’ tree was thoroughly claimed by 
the pair of them. Rising from his chair Peter bid Derek goodnight, it was still early but the wolf 


wanted to check in on Stiles for himself and then go read in bed for some well-deserved rest. 


The small journey to Stiles’ room didn’t waiver the smile that had adorned his face since talking 
about their moving into the house, opening the door quietly the Alpha sighed in pleasure upon 
watching the succubus rest. Stiles was tucked in, one of his blankets wrapped around him as he 
slept on top of the rest of the covers. Proof that he’d been too tired to care about whether or not 
he’d get cold in the middle of the night, shaking his head at that Peter walked further into the 
room. 


He sat on the edge of the bed and reached out to stroke the side of the boy’s face, smiling when 
Stiles snuffled into his pillow with a small noise that the wolf knew was something happy. “Look 
at you darling, so beautiful...[ can’t wait to see which tree you find for yourself, you’ ll finally get to 
nest.” 


Peter couldn’t even imagine the toll it had taken on Stiles to stay in the apartment for so many 
months, they’d taken short trips to the property for Stiles to nap in a tree here or there, but it wasn’t 
the same. A succubus was meant to be in a nest, high above any predators, and despite he and 
Derek being Stiles’ mates they were included in that. Peter had little doubt that once the succubus 
had found himself a nest that he might linger up in it a day or two and Peter wouldn’t fault him for 
that. 


Smiling he leaned forward and gently kissed the succubus, pulling back he whispered. “Tomorrow 
will be interesting won’t it sweetheart?” Rising from the bed Peter adjusted Stiles’ blankets to try 
and ensure he was covered well before taking his leave, shutting the door quietly before heading to 
his own. Peter took a deep breath once he was inside his bedroom a smile permanently strewn 
across his face, he was eager to see how the succubus would react to the house nearly being 
completed and his ability to find a tree. 


KKK K K KKK K ok 


Stiles stared at the house in wonder, it seemed like every time they came out to the property it was 

the first time. Like the house couldn’t get any better, but somehow did, it was an impressive house, 
and Stiles was excited for their move in...Just not as much as today’s plan. He turned and smiled at 
the wolves. “House looks great...Imma gonna go in there.” He jerked his thumb towards the forest 

as if the wolves didn’t have a clue as to where he might wander off to. 


“We’re coming with darling.” Peter motioned for Stiles to scurry along, he and Derek walked at a 
more leisurely pace well aware that it would take some time for Stiles to find a tree, and racing 
around wouldn’t do them anything but make them as tired as Stiles no doubt would be by the end 
of his search. Peter tilted his head towards his nephew and idly commented amid listening to Stiles 
muttering to himself about trees. “They had to replace the sink in the second bath.” 


“Why?” 


Peter sighed and regaled his nephew about the little accident that had taken place. “Apparently 
someone doesn’t know the word fragile and while installing it dropped a very heavy wrench into a 
very porcelain sink.” 


Derek snorted at the stupid move. “Right.” 


“Ir I be done on time, of course, but they felt the need to explain why they sent me that additional 
notification for choosing a different sink.” Peter had opted not to replace it with a like model, if a 
human could break it so easily there was no chance it would survive them. 


Shaking his head at the strange stuff going on around the house Derek looked ahead and smiled 
upon finding Stiles standing at the foot of a tree scowling up at its branches. If you didn’t know 
better it would look like Stiles was preparing to enter some kind of battle with the thing. He nudged 
Peter and nodded towards Stiles hearing the small chuckle from Peter saw him uttering. “I think 
this will take longer than expected.” 


“Well...In the meantime, care to challenge me on the notion of a gate lock for the driveway?” 


Derek tilted his head curiously. “Isn’t it pointless? Anyone can just drive around it, there’s too 
much space.” 


“Ah, there is...Unless you build a wall.” 


Derek huffed at the stupid ‘fix’ for the open space around their driveway, he understood why Peter 
wanted a gate, but in all honesty, Derek didn’t think it was worth it. “When has a gate or wall 
stopped anyone?” He challenged back. 


“Never, but it’s enough to keep regular humans out...The ones more inclined to kill us, however, 
won’t take the hint.” Peter smiled sassily to his nephew who scowled at him for the witty remark, 
before he could add onto his little taunt he and Derek’s attention was drawn to Stiles as the 
succubus exclaimed. 


“One of you come over here and punch this.” 


Peter quirked a brow at the strange demand, but like Derek closed the distance between himself 
and Stiles. He glanced to the tree which had somehow offended the succubus and then asked. 
“Why?” 


Stiles huffed and motioned to the tree. “Would you just do it?” 


Sighing at the strange request Derek punched the tree, the wood splintered caving in as he removed 
his fist to stare back at Stiles now just as curious as his uncle as to what was going on. 


“Huh. Alright.” Stiles twisted about and began his search again, up until he heard Peter call his 
name. Twisting about Stiles asked. “What?” 


“What was that about sweetheart? Did the tree offend you?” Peter joked only to get an eye roll 
from the succubus. 


“Ha-Ha-Ha. No jackass, I was seeing if I'd bonded with it.” Stiles twisted about and continued his 
search, leaving the stunned wolves behind. 


Derek took a shuddering breath as he glanced back to the tree which now had a fist-sized divot in 
it, he shared a solid look with his uncle before they both traipsed after the succubus and stopped 
the teen in his search. 


“Hey.” Stiles pouted when the wolves grabbed him simultaneously and spun him around, pulling 
him to a stop from where he’d been analyzing another tree. “What gives?” 


“You were having me punch a tree you might have been bonded to Stiles!” 


Stiles huffed and tiredly waved his hand. “Well, obviously it didn’t work.” 


Peter rubbed his brow hoping to channel some patience as he said. “Darling, if you had that 
wouldn’t have felt that great.” Lowering his arm Peter smiled in a strained manner. “Please don’t 
ask us to harm your tree.” 


“Tt wasn’t my tree though, it didn’t work.” 


Derek glared at Peter and then sent an annoyed glance back at Stiles who was staring back at him 
with such open honesty that the wolf had a hard time believing that Stiles wasn’t screwing with 
them but actually believed what he was doing was alright. “Stiles I could have seriously hurt you, 
that’s not how you test if you’ ve bonded to the thing.” 


Stiles shrugged his shoulders, he didn’t know of any other way to test this stuff. “T ve never done 
this before.” 


“All the same darling, let’s not test things in such a manner.” Peter cautioned the succubus with a 
smile before gesturing for him to continue his search, Stiles sighed but did go back to wandering. 
Peter looked back at his nephew and shook his head, they both should have known that it wouldn’t 
be so easy as to let him loose to play in the woods. 


In the end, Stiles was left without a tree to call his own, the flustered succubus was irritable as they 
got back into the car to head back to the city. He knew the wolves were casting glances his way as 
he sat in the backseat of Peter’s car, but he glared out the window anyway. 


The spark said it was all instinct and everything he’d heard spoke of the same thing, yet no matter 
how he’d tried to find a ‘good’ tree he’d failed. Even when Stiles had thought for a moment that he 
might be bonding or whatever it was called, it failed. Blowing out a hard breath the teen glared out 
the window as the world passed them by, waiting for them to get back to the apartment, at least 
there he had coffee. 


Peter glanced towards his nephew and shook his head, they were both well aware that Stiles was 
awake, just distressed enough not to be paying attention to their silent conversation. The one they’d 
been having since first cluing into the fact that Stiles wasn’t happy with his lack of progress for 
finding a nesting site. After he and Derek put an end to the whole punch a tree to find out if it 
works the succubus was left wandering with a perpetual frown on his face. 


Now, Peter shook his head at Derek, his fellow Alpha nodded there was little they could do. 
They’d tried to lift the teen’s spirits but Stiles had closed off pretty quickly and it was easy to tell 
that he felt like a failure. The constant reminders from the pair of them that he was new to this 
didn’t help as they had intended, somewhere along the way Stiles got the belief that having been a 
succubus for a year now meant he’d have all the answers. Not true, but Peter knew they had to deal 
with the fallout of that failure just as they did Stiles’ present lack of a tree. 


He glanced in the rearview mirror a moment to see the despondent sight of Stiles staring out the 
window wearing the same frown he’d sported as they left the property which was soon to be their 
home. “How about coffee darling?” Peter smiled when he saw Stiles smirk a bit, nodding, and with 
a plan in action, Peter returned to driving. At least there were some things they could do to help lift 
Stiles’ mood and take his mind away from any issues he had with fulfilling his baser instincts. 


Peter was sure that given time the succubus would find himself a tree that would make a wonderful 
nesting site, hopefully not too far away from the house in general. He shrugged to Derek when his 
nephew smirked at him from the passenger seat, it was clear that he wasn’t the only one who knew 
the power of coffee for their succubus. 


KKK OK KK K K 


Peter panted, grinning wildly at Stiles who was breathing hard sprawled out naked below him. The 
succubus stretched a bit his arms coming up to wrap around the wolf’ s neck where Peter allowed 
himself to be pulled down into a not so gentle kiss. The small mewl Stiles gave him had the wolf 
growling into their heated lips, Peter let one of his hands skirt down the length of the teen’s pale 
body stroking over the milky flesh down to Stiles’ hip where he trailed down into the V of Stiles’ 
body. 


He grinned into their kiss when Stiles whined giving a startled movement against him as Peter let 
his hand wander to places that he had yet to explore that night, the heavy make-out session they’d 
started with was good, but he had plans yet for the man. Peter pulled away a bit a wicked glint in 
his eyes as he watched Stiles bite his lip and shift on the bed as if to get away from Peter’s probing 
hand, the succubus didn’t go anywhere though he just breathed harder while staring up at him. 


Peter gave a proud grin when Stiles moaned and tilted his head back baring his neck to the Alpha 
and earning a rumbling growl from Peter as the teen gave into the sensations of Peter’s hand 
teasing Stiles’ sex. “So ready for me aren’t you darling?” 


The small noise the succubus made was proof enough that Stiles was eager, ready, and wanting. 
Peter allowed himself to toy with the man a bit longer, leering down at the squirming body 
sprawled out for his enjoyment while he pleasured the succubus. He had half a mind to stop toying 
with his fingers and take a taste of Stiles again, but the ever-present throbbing of his cock said he 
needed to start taking things seriously. 


Stiles tried to contain the noises that wanted to break through his bitten lips, it was embarrassing no 
matter how long he’d engaged in sex with the wolves. Crying out like some kind of virgin...Well, 
talk about cliche but it wasn’t his fault that the two wolves were so damn good at pleasuring him. 
Stiles arched his back whining sharply as he felt Peter’s hardness press into his belly as they 
touched, the wolf's fingers curling into his cunt giving the succubus a taste of what was to come. 


“Peter.” He whined as he fell into the bedding once more, squirming in agitation to being held back 
from the pleasure that they both wanted. He gave a thoroughly annoyed look to the grinning wolf 
all the while bearing the terrible assault of the man’s fingers toying with him. “Peter...Come on.” 


Grinning Peter questioned as if he didn’t know what the succubus wanted. “Come on?” 


Hissing at the wolf for taunting him, Stiles bared his fangs only to shut his mouth when Peter 
flared his eyes. It didn’t work like that of an Alpha to a Beta, but Stiles did feel some weight to the 
Alpha’s gaze. He huffed, pouting at the wolf. “Please?” 


Peter smirked as Stiles submitted to him so prettily and requested what they both desired, more. 
“Alright sweetheart, I won’t keep you waiting.” Peter pulled his fingers free from the delectable 
heat of the boy’s pussy and wrapped it around a milky thigh to bare Stiles to him. He growled 
when the little imp dared to lay his leg open to the side tempting the wolf with the space that was 
meant for him to plunder, Peter glanced up at the succubus to find a small smirk on Stiles’ face, 
yes the little imp knew what he was doing. 


His hand tightened on the milky thigh he still had control over and with a hard yank Peter forced 
Stiles’ leg up onto his hip where it curled around him at once, the Alpha all but purred as he 


lowered himself down hard into the succubus his questing cock rubbing against Stiles’ body 
leaving trails of precome in its wake. 


The small shudder Stiles gave proved just how affected the boy was to the teasing, even if Peter 
hadn’t intended to cause such a reaction. Licking his lips the wolf drew the hand down the leg that 
he’d held in place down around them towards his throbbing member he stroked himself a few 
times despite not needing to. “Are you ready sweetheart?” 


Stiles nodded his head, it was hard not to be ready given how long they’d been making out...The 
lack of clothing that quickly happened and the random toying with each other. Yeah, Stiles was 
very eager for this to happen now, he reached out and with a coy grin stroked the wolf, laying his 
hand over Peter's to join him in the movement of pleasuring the wolf and earning a small rumble 
from deep in Peter’s chest. “I want you.” 


Peter nodded his head, it was beautiful to hear such a thing, but it also sang towards their 
increasing ravenous appetite that night. Giving one last final stroke of himself Peter adjusted his 
stance against the succubus and sighed when the crown of his cock slid between velvety folds 
quickly finding and notching itself in the place it would soon be exploring. 


Peter let out a guttural noise of pleasure despite not being inside Stiles yet, the succubus whined 
and shifted against him eager for them to become one. Peter growled to temper the little demon 
before surging forward with a sharp snap of his hips, Peter groaned as his cock slid into moist heat 
that swallowed him better than any mouth could. The wolf staggard against the succubus’ body not 
fully embedded just yet but languishing in the heat that he’d delved into. Stiles gave a sharp cry 
against him, arching into his body with a sharp keen that spoke of the succubus’ pleasure of taking 
Peter into himself. 


Stiles gasped when he felt that sudden surge of the wolf's body entering him, the silken slide of 
Peter’s cock piercing him and sliding deep within him robbing him of breath for a moment. He 
groaned as Peter growled savoring the moment of their joining, Stiles tightened his leg around the 
wolf’s hip and beckoned him to sink deeper. 


Thankfully, Peter didn’t make him beg for that the wolf giving a sudden chuffing noise before he 
sank hard into his moist cunt. Stiles hummed a pleased smile coming to his face when he felt all of 
Peter reside within himself, the wolf so very deep inside him and triggering that little sensation of 
absolute perfection that he’d always loathed while living on the streets but now took with a grain of 
salt. 


It felt good to give into said instincts, but Stiles did kinda hate them still, at least when it came to 
feeling complete only by having his mate's cock in him. Stiles shifted against the wolf his arm 
coming up once more to wrap around Peter’s neck, he whined when the wolf jerked forward as if to 
double-check to make sure he was fully inside him. Stiles breathed deeper when it was proven that 
there was no more space between them and Peter was as deep within his sex than he could go. 
Smiling Stiles stroked the back of the Alpha’s neck nudging Peter’s ass with his heel. “Thought 
you were going to show me something new?” 


Peter smirked at the little minx toying with him, he loved seeing this aspect of Stiles. Now that the 
succubus was adjusting to life without hating his body, at least not all the time he was becoming 
more playful in the bedroom. “T Il show you something, new darling.” Peter reached down and 
grabbed a firm cheek and jerked Stiles up into himself as he canted backward, the succubus gave a 
shocked noise before Stiles laughed as Peter knelt on the bed holding Stiles up against him buried 
to the hilt in the voluptuous body. “How’s that?” Peter growled as he jerked the succubus upon 
himself. 


Stiles moaned at the change in position when Peter jerked him upon his cock, smiling softly as that 
pleasure filled him Stiles looked at the wolf and nodded his head. “Not bad...Though I thought you 
were kinkier than this.” 


Peter growled letting out a rumbling. “Just you wait sweetheart, once the house is done P11 show 
you how kinky I can be.” 


“Can’t wait.” Stiles lunged forward to kiss the wolf, it soon devolved into all fangs and hearty 
snarls. Stiles didn’t often fight for dominance against the two wolves, there was little point seeing 
as in the supernatural food chain he was technically below wolves as a predator. Whatever the 
hierarchy it was sometimes fun to make them work for it, and all too pleasurable to use his own 
new adaptations against them. 


Stiles’s eyes flicked solid black as they fought with tongues, Peter flared his eyes red at him, but 
Stiles just moaned into the kiss and shifted against the wolf to enjoy the sensation of having Peter 
buried inside him. It didn’t take long for their heated kissing to devolve into short sharp motions as 
Peter began to thrust up into the succubus, jerking Stiles up and down upon the solid length. 


The short brutal motions that saw Stiles hanging upon the man’s dick had the teen whimpering as 
he arched into each and every movement Peter made. Dear god was it good, the sickening sounds 
of their bodies joining, the telltale feeling of that solid length spearing him open. Stiles basked in 
the euphoria as his belly tightened bit by bit, the hunger that lay just below its surface wasn’t 
ravenous anymore but the succubus still relished these moments when he could feed off of his 
mates in absolute pleasure. The dawning sensations of knowing Peter was going to come inside 
him, fill him fully, well...Stiles had learned to love that just like a lot of things that had changed 
when he began to be infatuated with the wolves. 


Stiles grunted as he was thrust into he shook his head back and forth a bit and said. “Come on, you 
can do better.” He teased with a fanged grin, the snarl Peter gave him had Stiles crying out as the 
wolf surprised him by changing their position yet again. Peter somehow managed to roll from the 
bed and throw them against the nearest wall. Stiles’ head cracked back into the wall though it 
didn’t hurt it helped make the shocked cry of pleasure all the louder as Peter fucked him against 
the solid surface. 


“How’s this darling?” Peter growled as he arched upward into the seductive form of the succubus 
who was writhing on his cock. The wolf gave a meaty growl as he commenced hard strokes of his 
hips driving himself in and out of the whining figure who had been baiting him for the last few 
minutes. 


Peter relished not only the sex and all the pleasure that was coming from being buried inside Stiles, 
but also the gorgeous sight of Stiles strung out from taking him. The fluid motions of their rampant 
fucking, the cacophony of noises from their guttural motions, and the vibrant sensations as their 
bodies urged each other towards a beautiful climax made every moment divine. 


Peter hunched himself into the succubus, driving hard into Stiles and ignoring the feeling of the 
succubus’ talons in his shoulders as Stiles began to aid their rampant fucking by canting himself 
upon the wolf's cock. Peter rumbled pleased to have the succubus taking part rather than just 
allowing Peter to dominate him. “That’s it, sweetheart, show me what you want.” 


Stiles groaned as he used the wolf's shoulders to help him grind into Peter as the wolf continuously 
plowed into his abused cunt. The fluttering sensation of his channel grasping Peter’s cock was 
arousing, but nothing compared to that starbright pleasure that rocketed up his spine each and every 
time Peter plowed into him to the core. 


Stiles trilled on occasion to that beautiful sensation of having his mate all the way inside him 
where he was needed, where the succubus’ body was waiting eagerly to be fed. Stiles’s mouth 
hung open in a silent cry as Peter snarled and shoved him up against the wall in a horrendous crash 
of their sexes, the pleasure that rocketed through his spasming cunt robbing him of his voice. 


Stiles felt his insides quake, felt his pussy clenching down around that steel-like tool that his mate 
was using to pleasure him. The heat from Peter’s sex drilling into him with every brutal motion 
Peter made, spearing his body upon it and giving the wolf free reign over him. Stiles whined and 
clawed at his mate's shoulders, his talons hooking into Peter’s shoulder blades as he arched into the 
wolf canting his pelvis to get a new angle as Peter continued to laboriously fuck him. 


The sensation of the wolf's knot driving in and out of him, stretching his cunt as it bobbed between 
his folds was on the tad side of painful but stimulating nonetheless. Stiles knew its purpose, and 
although they hadn’t really explored that yet, the feeling of that bulbous flesh drilling into his 
sodden entrance was enough to see him writhing against Peter unsure if he wanted it to enter him or 
stay outside of his tremoring walls. 


Peter was close, getting closer by the minute as he growled and snarled while driving himself 
repeatedly into the writhing form strewn upon his cock. His knot was throbbing heavily, eager to 
spill himself into Stiles’ body to fill the succubus full of himself and feed him upon his own 
pleasure. 


Peter growled shaking his head as he felt the delectable bursts of pleasure as his knot popped in 
and outside of Stiles’ welcoming body, teasing the folds of Stiles’ sex as it pulled on them with 
every motion. Sinking deep and stroking that spasming channel that was quaking in want around 
him, suckling upon Peter as if to drink his release down, begging for him to come. 


Peter tilted his head back breathing harder as he continued to drive himself into the writhing form, 
Stiles’ talons hurt, they were buried in his shoulders and he felt the cloying sensation of his own 
blood sliding down his back, but it was inconsequential to the pleasure of fucking Stiles and thus it 
was ignored, after all, he’d heal provided those talons stayed in his back and didn’t go near his 
throat. 


“Come on darling,” Peter growled as he thrust into the keening form. “Come for me, tighten up 
sweetheart, let me fill you up.” The heavy moan Stiles gave had Peter smiling, he knew the 
succubus was just as close as he was. Leaning forward Peter attacked that beautiful pale column of 
flesh that was stretched back as Stiles languished against the wall, Peter nipped at the flesh before 
lathing at it with his tongue tasting for himself the pleasure that arose off of Stiles as the man 
whined against his movements. Peter growled into Stiles’ neck when he felt one of the succubus’ 
talon-laden hands come too near his neck he pulled back and growled in a deep guttural way to 
warn Stiles, but the succubus tilted his head down to hiss at him surprising Peter by demanding. 


“Stop fucking with me and fuck me!” 


Peter grinned. “Oh, with pleasure darling.” The wolf put all his passion into the heated movements, 
shoving Stiles into the wall as he drove himself hard into that flexing body. The wolf used all the 
strength afforded to him to drive his cock in and out of the quivering sex that was suckling upon 
him so demanding of his attention. Peter grunted as he gave a few short, sharp jabs of his hips 
jarring Stiles on the wall and earning himself short stilted noises as the succubus was forced to 
take the punishing blows. “How’s that darling?” He growled as Peter resumed arching his hips into 
the man, holding Stiles against himself as he drove into the wall and the boy’s sex leaving no 
space between them. Peter nodded his head when he got a small trilling noise for his efforts, yeah 
that’s what Stiles had needed, and given the overwhelming suction around his cock at the moment 


the boy was prepared to come at any moment. 


Peter didn’t wish to be left behind rather liking the idea of filling the succubus’s body with himself 
while Stiles was still afloat in his own pleasure, but for that to happen he needed to finish himself 
off. His knot was getting harder and harder to pull back but oh so tempting to thrust into the moist 
heat of Stiles’ body, gritting his fangs Peter pulled himself back and prepared himself to make 
shallower thrusts to avoid potentially knotting the teen by accident. 


Stiles panted in desire as he was thrust into by the wolf who had taken his demands seriously, Peter 
definitely wasn’t holding back anymore and was keen on getting them both to the brilliant end 
they’d been searching for. Yet, just as things were getting there the wolf pulled back a bit and 
eased up on him, frowning expecting the wolf to adjust them and continue only to find he wasn’t 
doing that Stiles looked at Peter and amid panting breaths asked. “What are you doing?” 


Peter laughed. “Fucking you darling.” 


Stiles hissed at the wolf for being a smartass. “No you idiot, why aren’t you fucking me like 
before?” 


Peter took a moment, pausing their motions to appraise the strange question. “Like before?” 


Stiles huffed when Peter stopped mid-thrust to question him about Stiles’ obvious question. “Yes, 
like before!” Stiles growled before snapping. “You pulled back, you’ re-” 


“Ah.” Peter cut the angry succubus off a wry grin forming. “Darling, I pulled back to stop from 
knotting you.” He saw the sudden recognition that came upon Stiles’ face, clearly, the succubus 
had been too enamored with their activities to remember that little piece of information. “Now, if 
you’re alright with it l1! commence fucking you as you demanded of me earlier.” 


Stiles growled at the wolf for his sass, but the noise tempered some when Peter began to get back 
into the swing of things. The continued motions of the wolf's cock piercing his sex helped the 
roiling discontent in his bones, but Stiles wanted more. He wanted it deeper, he wanted Peter to 
continue as he had before so with a tightening of his talons Stiles arched into the wolf with a 
pleasure-filled sigh and said. “Knot me.” 


Peter choked on-air his hard thrust ended abruptly. “What?” He grimaced when Stiles hissed at him 
with black eyes for daring to question him. “Darling... You have to admit this...This is new and 
something we-” 


“I want it, I want you deeper like before.” Stiles hissed at the wary wolf. 


Peter sighed a part of him wanted to just thrust home and get on with it, but he knew whatever 
inhibitions Stiles was having at the moment may not last when the deed was done. So, rather than 
just thrust into the little minx Peter said. “We’ll be tied for close to half an hour Stiles, you won’t 
be able to mo-” 


“Oh no, I'll fall asleep on your cock.” Stiles rolled his eyes at the wolf's warning before saucily 
smiling. “Get on with it.” 


Peter laughed, alright, Stiles had a point there the chances of Stiles staying awake after the deed 
was done were slim. “Fair enough, but you can’t complain later when you’re sore.” 


“Just hurry up and knot me, Hale.” Stiles canted his hips earning a sharp hiss from the wolf that 
sent a glorious sensation deep in his cunt, he sighed and with a vixen-like grin added. “Or I can go 
ask Derek too.” The darkening snarl that erupted from Peter had Stiles laughing as he was thrust 


into hard, alright so that hurt just a bit, but dear god the sensation of having Peter buried deep once 
more...Worth it. 


Stiles trilled in ecstasy as Peter didn’t hold back, the taunt that he might ask Derek to do this with 
him rather than Peter was more than enough to get Peter going again. Stiles hummed as he was 
jostled brutally against the wall, his talons sinking hard into the wolf's shoulders as he whined upon 
feeling that hard protrusion of Peter’s knot popping in and out of his quivering cunt, robbing him of 
the sensation of Peter being buried deep as it was pulled back only to surge back inside him. 


Stiles shifted in the wolf's hold, anxious, wanting the wolf to come at long last and fill him. A 
growing hunger not only to be fed but to just feel Peter there had awoken and Stiles wanted it all to 
come to an end. Stiles panted diving forward to kiss the snarling wolf he licked at those sharp 
fangs until his tongue was taken in by a ravenous wolf. Stiles whined into the heat-filled kiss as he 
was plowed into the wall with hard thrusts of Peter’s hips, they didn’t part until Peter’s knot sunk 
in deep and refused to leave him. 


Stiles jerked back and cried out at the sensation, Peter buried deep and with nowhere else to go. 
The small ache of the knot pulling at his entrance was inconsequential to the deep-seated pleasure 
of having Peter buried inside him still rutting hard within the small constraints the knot allowed. 
Stiles licked his lips as he sunk heavily into the sensations his body brought forth, that pleasant 
zing that raced up his spine and sunk heavily in the back of his brain, echoing a type of pleasure he 
couldn’t relate to the wolves in words. 


Stiles relaxed into the heavy motions that were driving Peter’s cock back and forth, stroking his 
flexing walls and heating his body up in new ways as the wolf's knot toyed with his sex. Stiles 
definitely appreciated that unique part of their anatomy in a new way now, the small ache it caused 
wasn’t that bad and given how it allowed Peter to be so very deep inside of him it was worth it. 


Stiles tilted himself forward riding Peter in short stabbing motions, his heated gaze settling upon 
the Alpha who’s fangs were on show as he bared his teeth at the succubus. Stiles let out a trilling 
noise to the wolf letting Peter satiate his own wolfish needs now that his body was singing the 
wolf's praise, one of his hands toying with the back of Peter’s neck as he grunted out. “That’s 
better.” 


Peter huffed in amusement to the little sex demon’s retort to getting what he wanted, as if it was a 
hardship for Peter to finally sink that very deep into Stiles. The sensation of being tied with the sex 
demon was something that no one other than a wolf could relate to and he pitied the sex demon for 
not knowing just how great this was for him. Peter continued to work them both over, driving his 
cock deep into the boy’s body with what little room they had to work with. It was really more of a 
seesaw motion, but still just as sharp and brutal as their more carefree fucking from earlier, both 
eager for this pleasure to reach its end. 


Peter let his hand come behind Stiles, pressed against the wall even as he took a meaty handful of a 
pale cheek and used it to his advantage and pleasure. The tiny trill he got for yanking Stiles down 
upon himself had Peter chuckling, he did love that noise and he hoped to earn it more now that he 
was at the end of his rope. 


His knot was throbbing with every pounding of his heart, pulsing and eager to spill his load into 
the sex demon whom he was buried inside. Stiles, for his part, was doing a wonderful job in egging 
Peter’s body forward, the sex demon’s cunt swallowed him whole. Suctioning around his twitching 
length, undulating as if to beckon him deeper when there truly was nowhere else he could go. 


Peter groaned when Stiles shifted his hips and got them a sharp burst of pleasure from a change in 
their angle, the succubus letting out a deep purr and enticing Peter to jostle the man harder upon 


himself. “Almost darling.” He swore under his breath as he labored hard to bury himself deep 
within the body that he was already knotting. 


Stiles whined shifting anxiously on Peter’s cock upon hearing the wolf’s little warning, finally, it 
was coming to an end. Finally, he could feel every bit of Peter inside him, the man’s hard cock had 
teased him long enough and Stiles begged for more. “Please...Please, Peter, come in me.” 


Peter growled snapping his hips hard as he told the whining succubus. “Nowhere else for it to go, 
darling, it's going to be trapped inside you long after I’m done.” The sharp trill his threat earned 
him had the wolf smiling even as he arched hard, yanking on Stiles’ butt cheek as he surged deep 
and snarled upon Stiles’ body tightening around him in perfect timing with his knot quickening. 


The sharp, brilliant, painful pleasure of his knot releasing had the wolf howling as he gave sharp 
jerks of their bodies as the first heated pulse of his seed entered the succubus. Peter growled as he 
hunched himself hard into Stiles as the succubus cried out in pleasure from feeling him filling his 
body. “That’s it darling.” Peter gnashed his teeth as he continued to fill the writhing teen. 
“Everything you wanted isn’t it?” Peter groaned, his head falling back as the pleasure from filling 
the succubus’ nubile body doubled when the low simmering heat of his gut swelled upon Stiles 
beginning to feed upon him. 


“That’s it, darling... Take all you want.” Peter smiled as he continued to fuck the boy steadily 
spilling helpless amounts of seed into the waiting body which suckled upon his spilling cock with 
clear intent. Feeding upon his spending just as ravenously as Stiles was his energy, Peter loved 
every moment of it. 


Stiles gave a sharp noise when Peter howled and the first heavy burst of the wolfs come entered 
him, it was already so deep inside, but steadily pulse after pulse it went deeper still. Stiles wiggled 
on the wolf's spilling cock, soaking it all in as it filled him heavily. Stiles whined as he felt every 
heated expenditure of the wolf's seed, Peter was growling as he came inside him whatever words 
he spoke were lost on Stiles as he began to feed upon the sexual energy exchanging between their 
bodies. 


The sharp pulses of Peter’s seed entering him were heavenly, the strange pulsing sensation that 
echoed each burst of seed from the wolf's knot was oddly arousing but in the end, Stiles sank deep 
into feeding on Peter while his body sang its own praises of their tryst. 


Peter growled as Stiles purred the succubus’ body had continued to milk him heavily, drawing 
upon his spilling cock, beckoning it to continue despite it not stopping regardless. The drawing 
sensation of Stiles feeding was beginning to slow, but Peter didn’t chastise the succubus for that, 
Stiles had fed yesterday in abundance so the wolf wasn’t concerned about him going hungry. 


Peter let him savor this moment between them, settling into that pleasant lull after feeding and 
taking one of his mates so well. Peter hummed a smile coming to his face as Stiles curled into him, 
the succubus’ talons releasing his shoulders to heal on their own as the boy went slacken against 
him. “Feels good doesn’t it sweetheart?” He got a soft sigh and hum as Stiles snuggled into him, 
the teen’s hips grinding into him to prove that although he was nearly done feeding Stiles was very 
much still present for the main event. 


Peter chuckled as he continued to jerk the succubus upon his spilling cock, enjoying every sharp 
twist of the boy’s channel as it nursed heavily upon his spilling member. Peter figured that nothing 
could change the decadence of the moment, the raw thrill of being able to knot the succubus for 
the first time and how well he’d taken him and with gusto...Then the little minx did something 
altogether unprecedented. Peter staggard in surprise, grunting as he crashed onto his knees rather 
than see them fall backward and possibly strain their tie. He still grimaced in how it jostled them 


and Stiles made a small noise of discontent, shifting upon his hips. “Shh darling, you just startled 


"a 


me. 


Peter chuckled as he maneuvered them a bit, sighing in relief when he got a better angle and was 
able to retain his hold over Stiles’ slack body. He gently canted the succubus into his small 
movements taking back the pleasure that for a brief moment of shock had been robbed of them. 
Peter smirked as he cradled the succubus, spilling heavily all while looking on in wonder to the 
wings that were no longer concealed but had decided to come out to play. 


Peter grinned when he felt the boy’s tail curl around his wrist of the hand clutching a firm butt 
cheek, the silken texture of the appendage pleasant as it investigated his hold over its owner. The 
wings, much like the tail seemed to have a bit of a mind of their own now that Stiles was 
languishing in the pleasure of feeding and being filled by Peter, coming to curl a bit around them as 
if to tuck Stiles in. 


Peter sighed at the strange debacle he was finding himself in even as he finished spilling inside the 
succubus’ hungry body, gently, cautiously, the wolf got them arranged on the floor. Peter sighed as 
Stiles was curled up into his chest already well on his way to sleeping if Peter was as aware of the 
boy’s patterns as usual, the teen’s wings were surrounding them, blanketing them in their gentle 
warmth. 


Peter smiled as he petted the silky flesh of Stiles’ cheek, occasionally toying with the tail that kept 
twisting around his wrist. Now all he had to do was wait out the blissful tie, his knot was still 
throbbing heavily and his cock was giving off small pulses within the hungry mouth of Stiles’ 
cunt. The Alpha doubted he’d come again, but if Stiles’ body continued to tease him it was a 
possibility, prepared to relax and play things out Peter leaned back against the wall that just 
moments ago he’d been fucking Stiles against. 


Ten minutes passed before the door to the bedroom came open, Peter smirked at the flabbergasted 
look on his nephew's face, he could only imagine the sight they made. “I think he’s comfortable.” 


Derek snorted at the stupid retort to how he’d found them, he knew what they were up to, of 
course, but he’d expected to entertain a conversation with Peter while the wolf lounged beside 
Stiles, not below him...And definitely not while wrapped up in the teen’s wings. “What happened?” 
He waved to Stiles’ wings. 


“Well, I believe it’s called an orgasm.” Peter laughed when Derek glared at him for his sarcastic 
answer. “I haven’t a clue, he simply let his glamor drop after he’d fed.” 


Derek gave a small nod to that, it had never happened before but it was admittedly amusing to see 
what kind of position Peter was stuck in and not just because of the wings wrapped around him. 
“He let you knot him.” 


“He did,” Peter stated with pride, for warning his nephew. “He’s a tad...Abrupt with that.” 


Derek huffed he’d heard for himself Stiles’ brutal demand that Peter just do it lest he come out and 
ask him, Derek had known, of course, that Stiles wasn’t going to stop having sex with Peter just to 
request he knot him. Regardless of that, his little trick had worked given how his uncle was 
presently tied to the sleeping demon. “I’m surprised he fed after yesterday.” 


Peter smirked, a look that was mirrored by Derek as the wolves knew just how bountiful of a feast 
the succubus had partaken in the previous day. It had been in a bid to lighten the poor boy’s mood 
after another failed attempt at finding a tree...Needless to say, Stiles hadn’t found a tree but he’d 
had quite the picnic in the woods with them. “Well, he didn’t feed like usual Derek so either he’s 


not hungry at all or was simply too distracted from the sex in general.” 


They had yet to see Stiles say he was full, but Derek supposed it was a possibility given the 
succubus’ present feeding schedule...Namely that Peter and he were werewolves and were pretty 
much prepared to feed the succubus anytime he wanted them to. It wasn’t a hardship by any means 
to have sex with the succubus, and the more they fed him the healthier he got. 


Healthy enough that the sparks earlier warnings of Stiles not having color because he wasn’t 
tethered to the earth was proven unfound, turns out it was a starvation thing. Over the last two 
weeks, they’d seen small glints of color in Stiles’ wings whenever he had them on show which 
wasn’t often to be fair. 


Now, staring down at his uncle who was wrapped up in the boy’s wings Derek could see the small 
hints of red amid the mostly black wings. Derek smiled at the sight, another reminder that Stiles 
was becoming stronger with each passing day, healthy at long last. 


“What are you smiling about? Is the notion that I’m trapped that amusing to you?” 


Derek snorted. “Yeah, but no, that’s not why I was smiling.” Derek waved a hand towards Stiles’ 
wing. “He’s got color again.” 


“Oh?” Peter tried to see for himself, but the awkward angle they were presently at only allowed 
him to see the traditional silken black that they’d grown used to. “How much are you seeing?” 


“It’s only a little, but the red is there.” Derek walked over, invading the pair's space only because 
he knew his uncle was wrapped up in Stiles and the succubus’ wings and thus unable to be seen. 
Crouching down Derek gently stroked one of the wings. “Here on the back, near the ends...It’s 
hardly noticeable unless you’ re at the right angle.” Looking towards his uncle Derek smirked. “But 
it might spread more now that he’s healthier.” 


“True...And I imagine finding his tree at long last will help with that.” Peter nuzzled the side of 
Stiles’ face, smiling when the succubus made a small tired snuffling noise before burying his face 
farther into the wolf's neck. 


“Let him sleep.” Derek chastised his uncle before getting up, he eyed the pair a moment before 
smirking at the sight of Stiles’ tail wrapped around Peter’s wrist and hand. Shaking his head the 
younger Alpha headed for the door calling over his shoulder. “After you’ ve tucked him in we have 
papers to sign.” 


“Yes-Yes, lIl be there in a bit.” Peter smiled as he tilted his head once more against Stiles, kissing 
the teen. “Hear that darling, it’s nearly time, soon we’ll all be surrounded by nothing but our own 
land.” He didn’t get a response from the sleeping succubus, but Peter hadn’t anticipated one. 
Stroking Stiles’ supple flesh Peter relaxed against the wall and waited out his tie with the boy, 
already looking forward to doing it again in the future. 


Christmas tree 


Chapter Summary 


It's finally time for the trio to move into the new house, and time for Stiles to take 
searching for his tree more seriously now that he is surrounded by an expansive forest. 


Chapter Notes 


Hello all, happy news in that I suck at using a calendar so more than likely there won't 
be any issues with my posting schedule so you shouldn't have to wait a week for the 
final chapter. All depends on departure times though, so fingers crossed it all goes off 
without a hitch. 


Stiles watched as the movers helped Peter and Derek get the stuff that they’d brought from Peter’s 
apartment into the new house, it was finally done. He’d taken a tour inside before the movers had 
arrived, he’d kept his space between himself and humans, at least for the time being. Thankfully he 
hadn’t had any more issues with being around them, it was just a precaution on his part. He smiled 
when anyone looked his way, but didn’t dare to try and help. Peter and Derek could get away with 
being ‘strapping’ young men, Stiles’ lanky frame would make anyone confused when he could lift 
stuff that a normal person shouldn’t. 


So he stood outside gazing about at the house and the woods surrounding it, Stiles had been 
searching for a tree for the last two weeks. Ever since Peter took them to the house with the news 
that they’d be moving in soon Stiles had taken it as his priority to find himself a tree, thus far he’d 
only been met with failure. 


Sighing as he stared out into the vast greenery surrounding the house, Stiles muttered. “There’s so 
many, why is this so hard?” Stiles jumped, laughing when warm arms wrapped around him as 
Derek nuzzled into the back of his head. 


“Maybe it’s like a Christmas tree?” 
“Really?” Stiles tilted his head back a wide grin on his face. “A Christmas tree, Derek?” 
The wolf shrugged with a small smile. “There’s gotta be some trick to it.” 


Stiles wasn’t going to say he was wrong, everything with the supernatural world seemed to have 
some rhyme or reason to it even if it wasn’t self-evident. No matter what the case was, Stiles was 
the only succubus around so it wasn’t as if he could just ask someone for pointers. Twisting about 
in Derek’s arms Stiles snuggled up to the wolf a small smile on his face as he said. “You 
abandoned Peter to deal with the insurance guy, didn’t you?” 


Derek smiled even as he stared back at the house. “I wouldn’t do that.” 


Stiles snorted. “Liar.” 


Derek chuckled, he knew Stiles couldn’t hear any lies but it was fun to make it obvious on 
occasion, though neither would be surprised at such abandonment. Peter was better with those sorts 
of people, and Derek trusted him to deal with whatever paperwork they needed to be dealt with for 
the house. “He’s fine.” The wolf reassured the succubus, Stiles hummed against his chest so Derek 
figured Stiles wasn’t overly worried. “Do you want to go inside and help us unpack?” 


“No.” Stiles shook his head before pulling back a bit, he smiled and said. “I’m gonna go do the 
rounds, who knows maybe I’ll find my magical little Christmas tree.” 


Derek snorted at their shared joke. “Sure, don’t stay out past dark.” 


Stiles found it cute that the Alpha in Derek was setting up such boundaries, but he didn’t call him 
out on it. Both Derek and Peter had started to show possessive tendencies now that they’d been 
spending more time at the house. Them moving in was probably going to make that all the more 
prevalent. 


“Sure.” It wasn’t exactly a hard rule to follow and he was sure that after another failure he 
wouldn’t want to linger in the taunting woods. He moved off from the wolf, slowly making his 
way into the forest in the hopes that maybe he’d prove himself wrong and find the one. It would 
give Peter and Derek time to wrap things up with everyone there, and give him some alone time 
while scouting for his nesting tree. A win-win situation, right? 


Stiles shrugged his shoulders as he walked among the many trees that surrounded their new house, 
the territory itself had already been warded at Peter’s behest. Stiles knew the spark would return to 
help with his tree once he found the damn thing, but for now, at least the grounds and house were 
safe. 


Stiles hummed to himself as he walked, his eyes flitting from tree to tree. They all looked good, to 
be honest, but then again, he’d never picked out a permanent one. The few nights he’d slept in one 
were always filled with anxiety from not being secure, not being safe enough...Now, however, he 
had a chance to do things right. 


KOKK K KKK K ok 


Derek glared out the front door, the sun was setting and on their very first night at the new house 
Stiles was choosing to ignore the one rule he and Peter had set forth. Just because the grounds 
were warded with protective magic didn’t mean that nothing could happen to the succubus. 
Shaking his head Derek turned to shout out to Peter that he was going to look for Stiles, only for 
his mouth to shut without a single word spared to his uncle as the very being he was about to go 
lecture came through the door and hugged him. 


“I saw a fox.” 
Derek smirked at the strange proclamation. “Uh-Huh.” 


“It was pretty neat...But I think it was scared of me.” Stiles frowned. “Which is kinda stupid since 
I’m not a meat-eating predator.” 


Derek sighed and pushed Stiles further into the house, shutting the door behind him and locking it. 
“How did your Christmas tree search go?” When Stiles snickered at their little joke Derek felt 
better upon seeing Stiles shake his head. “Nothing?” 


“No...But hey, the fox was cool.” 


“Darling.” Peter smiled from the kitchen as they walked in. “The fox isn’t something you should 
be concerned with, a tree is what you’re looking for.” 


“I know that.” Stiles huffed in annoyance. “But he was cool, and I saw him on my way back...I 
think I went a little farther out than you guys wanted me to though.” 


Peter shared a look with Derek before smiling in a strained way. “Where ever your tree is, is fine.” 
Both he and Derek had tried to come to terms with the fact that Stiles most likely wouldn’t be 
nesting in any of the trees directly surrounding the house. With each passing day and no tree found, 
it became logical to know he’d be further out than either Alpha was comfortable with. 
Unfortunately, it wasn’t up to them, it was Stiles’ requirement for happiness which meant they had 
to deal with it. 


Derek sighed as Stiles began to tell Peter how close he’d come to the creek that was deeper in the 
woods, that was too far away from the house for his taste. The look Peter shot him, however, kept 
him from saying anything. 


He knew they were both having difficulties dealing with the notion that Stiles could be spending a 
good portion of his sleeping time out in the woods far away from them. Derek was pitifully hoping 
that the boy could get by with once or twice a week rather than all the time as he wasn’t certain he 
could manage with the knowledge that Stiles was too far out for them to be right there should the 
succubus need them. 


“Derek!” 
Derek jerked his head jarring over to Stiles only to see the succubus scowling at him. “What?” 
Rolling his eyes Stiles muttered. “I’ve been trying to get your attention for like five minutes.” 


“Sorry.” Derek smiled as he walked over to the island where the succubus was leaning against, 
having been busy talking to Peter while the wolf was cooking. “What did you need?” 


Stiles hummed as he curled into the wolf’s side, he smiled up at Derek. “I was saying that I vote 
that we desecrate one of the master bedrooms tonight, seems only fitting.” 


Derek chuckled at the succubus’ plan to have sex the first night in the new house. “That’s fine, 
who did you want to spend it with?” 


“Both of you.” Stiles huffed, granted it wasn’t that normal to have both wolves with him...Though 
on occasion, like out in the woods they did that. “It’s our first night, it should be all of us.” 


“Alright darling, you don’t have to twist our arms.” Peter laughed as he plated up his and Derek’s 
dinner. “After dinner, we’ll go upstairs and you can have your own dinner.” 


Stiles laughed at the crude joke. “Right, 'cause that’s totally why I wanna sex you up.” Peter 
winked at him before heading to the dining table with Derek. 


“There are only the bare necessities at the moment darling, we’ll go to the store tomorrow.” 


“That’s fine.” Stiles peeked in the fridge only to wrinkle his nose, nope nothing he wanted. 
Twisting around Stiles made his way to the table and hopped up onto it, smirking when Derek gave 
him an evil look amid Peter’s laughter. “Problem Sourwolf?” 


“Get down.” 


Stiles sighed and fell backward, stretching out across the table dramatically, Peter was laughing 
loudly even as Derek growled at him in a warning. Stiles smiled at the Alpha, wickedly teasing. 
“You should eat before your food gets cold.” 


Blowing out a hard breath Derek returned to his meal, but not before muttering. “You’re going to 
regret that.” 


Stiles licked his lips and smirked at Peter, the older Alpha shook his head well aware that he’d 
played Derek with his little games. Stretching out on the hard table, Stiles hummed before falling 
lax amid asking. “You did get the soft bed thingy right?” 


Peter chuckled. “Yes, Stiles.” 


“Cool.” Sitting up the succubus slid off of the table, walking around to wrap his arm around Derek 
nuzzling the wolf a moment before whispering as if it was just between them. “You better hurry up 
cause I’m going to do unthinkable things in your room.” 


Stiles released the wolf and walked off happy as he heard the growl Derek was giving all the while 
Peter was telling him to finish eating. Grinning like a loon, Stiles climbed the stairs to the second 
floor to go and do just as he promised. He was gonna make sure that they all had a wonderful 
christening of the house. 


KOKK K KKK K ok 


It was early, really early, as in it was technically still night...Alright, it was very much night. Stiles 
huffed as he trudged through the woods, there was just something keeping him up, he figured it 
was because he was near so many trees without one to call his own. Whether that was it or not, it 
was frustrating seeing as he’d been perfectly happy sprawled out between his mates after a very 
sinful night together, his little nap afterward hadn’t been nearly long enough though the wolves 
were both sleeping otherwise ignorant of his departure. 


“So stupid,” Stiles muttered as he glanced about, his wings were wrapped around him as a clock 
shielding him from the cold biting in the air. He truly didn’t want to be out there, but his body 
refused to recognize that warm blankets with sexy werewolves wasn’t a good enough alternative to 
finding a mortal tether. 


“Stupid trees...First, you make me a sex demon and now you won’t let me sleep after sex.” Stiles 
wandered the darkness, ever thankful that his eyes now allowed him to see through the shrouded 
night. Every tree he was able to see as if it were the rising of a new day, things were overly 
shadowed but still clear enough that Stiles could make out many details of all the greenery around 
him. 


Stiles glanced back towards the direction the house was in, he could make out its shape through the 
dense foliage, he wasn’t too far out unlike before when he’d dared to go deeper. Shaking his head 
Stiles twisted about and decided to make a great circle around the house before he’d just been 
wandering in different pockets of trees but maybe if he circled around he could find something 
closer to the house. 


It was worth a shot, no matter how good the wolves had been about his search Stiles knew that it 


made them anxious thinking about his nesting tree being too far out in the woods. Stiles silently 
feared the same thing, it wasn’t as if he wanted to spend every night in his tree, but having it close 
by to where he could would be nice. 


“Be nice if I could have stayed in bed with them tonight though.” Stiles sighed, he had really been 
comfortable between the two wolves before he was rudely woken up with the unsettling urge to go 
wandering. Now, weaving in and out of the various trees that irksome sensation was at peace, so 
clearly this was what he was meant to be doing at...Stiles pulled out the phone they’d gotten him. 
3am. 


Yep, sounded about right, rolling his eyes Stiles shoved his phone back into his pocket ever 
thankful that he’d decided to shuck on some pants before wandering outside. His eyes flitted about 
the various trees, searching for that magical little Christmas tree he and Derek had been joking 
about all night. “It’s just a stupid tree, why is this so damn hard?” Stiles grew frustrated with his 
wandering as he circled around the house none of the various foliage striking a cord in his unsettled 
brain. 


Stiles wasn’t entirely sure how long he wandered about, too afraid to look at his phone again as the 
night sky stayed dark and he yawned tiredly from the long day he’d had and the glorious night with 
his mates. Stiles rubbed at his tired eyes prepared to deal with the unsettled feeling back at the 
house if only so he could curl back up with Derek and Peter to sleep however fitfully. 


Turning towards the house Stiles walked with a defeated tone, yawning again the succubus shook 
his head to try and rouse himself only to still abruptly. Turning Stiles frowned as he stared at the 
ground, following a long trail of roots towards the base of a tree, he stared at them a moment before 
looking up the length of the large oak. 


Stiles tilted his head and hummed, walking closer Stiles reached out with a timid hand and placed 
it upon the cool wood. Stiles closed his eyes and sighed nothing. Despondent at yet another failure 
Stiles opened his eyes only to jerk back in fright upon seeing his handprint inlaid in the wood. 
“What the fuck?” Leaning closer he saw how it was illuminated upon the wood a moment before 
sinking into it as if it had branded the tree. Frowning Stiles reached out and poked the burned mark 
in the oak, it flared alight once more making Stiles smirk. 


Taking a chance, he laid his hand directly over the brand, it shone brilliantly, a warmth settling 
below his palm. Stiles’ shoulders fell as he closed his eyes and smiled at the sensation of warmth 
and safety radiated throughout him. He bathed in its comfort for a while, drifting through time 
before he forced himself to wake from the stupor he’d put himself into. 


Blinking repeatedly Stiles pulled back, taking his hand from the brand which once more went dark 
leaving just the strange imprint of his palm. Looking up at the mighty branches of the oak tree 
Stiles grinned. “You’re not little but you’re perfect.” 


KOK KK KK KK 


Peter rolled over his arm falling into the blankets that were a tad colder than they should be, a lot 
colder. Sighing the wolf forced himself to open his eye to see whether or not Derek was hoarding 
Stiles to himself, but he wasn’t. Frowning upon seeing only his nephew Peter listened carefully to 
the rest of the house, anticipating that he might sense Stiles in the bathroom or perhaps his own 
room. Nothing. Peter scowled as he sat up listening harder, there were only two heartbeats in the 


house. Stiles wasn’t there. Peter growled and reached out to shove at Derek, letting out a sharp 
snarl as he ordered the younger Alpha to get up. “Stiles is gone!” 


“Wh-Peter?” Derek growled back as his uncle shoved at him before throwing the blankets back to 
get up in a hurry, Derek grimaced looking away as Peter threw some pants on and headed for the 
door. “What’s going on?” 


“Stiles is gone! He’s not in the house.” 


Derek frowned his attention drawn from his irritable tiredness to glancing about the room and then 
taking a listen for himself. Yet as he sat up fully he realized that his uncle who was presently 
storming downstairs was the only other occupant in the house. “Damn it.” Derek threw away his 
own blankets and raced to shrug into his pants to chase after Peter and hunt down the succubus 
who had apparently decided to leave the house at some point. 


It was early, a quick glance at the alarm clock proved it was only 5:30am, way too early for Stiles 
to be up and about, for any of them really. He clamored down the stairs and out the open front 
door, Peter was standing in the drive and scenting freely. Derek was quick to follow suit, he gave 
chase when Peter caught the teen’s scent and began to run. 


“His trails cold, he’s been gone a while,” Peter growled as they weaved in and out of the trees, 
following the weak scent of the succubus. 


“He left the house hours ago,” Derek concluded. “How didn’t he wake us?” 


Peter snorted. “Be honest, we can sleep like the dead after a night with him.” It was no fault of 
their own that they didn’t rouse from the wandering boy. “He should have woken one of us if he 
was leaving the damn house though.” 


Derek growled in agreement as they traipsed all over the woods, seemingly going in a circle around 
the house. “Why did he circle the house?” 


“Who knows, maybe he sensed something we couldn’t.” Peter shook his head it was pointless to 
wonder what motivations had seen the young Succubus leaving their bed early that morning. All 
that mattered was finding Stiles, and once they did Peter had a few choice words for the little 
demon. 


Derek scented along their hastened jogging, trailing after the faded scent and growing bolder when 
the scent grew stronger. They were getting closer to where ever Stiles had gone, yet there was no 
sign of the succubus. It wasn’t until five minutes later that they came to the abrupt end of Stiles’ 
scent trail. 


The wolves scowled as they scented the area, walking around the few trees only to find that no, 
they weren’t crazy the trail just ended. As he came walking around a wide oak Derek froze, he 
tilted his head before calling out. “Peter.” 


Peter twisted and walked towards his frowning nephew only to raise a brow when he saw a strange 
handprint burned into an oak tree. “Odd.” He reached out and touched it pulling back at once when 
it flared brilliantly. Peter shared a distrustful look with Derek only to freeze and jerk his head 
upward when they were both told. 


“Lay off the Christmas tree.” 


Derek smiled as he stepped backward to peer up through the branches, sure enough, Stiles was 
curled up against the tree. Glancing back down to the handprint Derek chuckled. “You found your 


tree.” 
Peter glanced at Derek in surprise before smiling up at Stiles. “Is that so sweetheart?” 


Stiles stretched, making a displeased noise when his arms left the warmth of the cocoon of his 
wings. Huffing now that he’d been rudely woken up by the wolves bothering his tree Stiles sat up 
and hung his legs over the branch that he’d been slumbering in. He flared out his wings as he 
dropped down, they caught him upon the air and he touched down effortlessly before the two 
wolves. 


Yawning Stiles shook his head tiredly before looking back at the brand on his tree, it had gone 

dark once more after Peter had stopped touching it. Stiles smiled at it, at the proof that the solid 
sensation deep in his chest was real. He was anchored, weighted down to the earth by the tree's 
deep roots. Turning back towards his mates Stiles proudly declared. “It's mine.” 


Derek chuckled at the way the succubus said such a thing, coming closer he wrapped an arm 
around Stiles and nuzzled the side of his head before staring past him to the brand in the tree’s 
wood. He growled when Stiles curled into him further, the boy's skin cold. Derek shook his head 
while wrapping his arms around the succubus. “You’re cold.” 


Stiles hummed, his wings could only do so much, he was meant to have nesting materials but he 
didn’t have any when he’d found the tree and he hadn’t wished to leave it after just finding it. “I 
didn’t have any blankets.” 


Peter sighed tsking as he came to stroke the back of Stiles’ head. “Darling you could have come 
back inside to grab some.” Stiles shook his head against his hand, Peter left it alone figuring there 
was a reason he wasn’t aware of for Stiles to refuse to leave the tree. 


Gazing up at the impressive oak Peter smiled, it was a beautiful tree and surprisingly closer to the 
house than he’d dared to hope for after so many failed attempts at finding it. Peter couldn’t see the 
house from where they were, but he knew it was just through another layer of trees, plenty close to 
have him more at ease for the little demon's whereabouts. “It’s a beautiful tree darling... Though 
I’m surprised at how clearly your claim on it is.” He frowned at the handprint, it was a dead 
giveaway to those among the supernatural world. 


“Yeah, kinda odd huh?” Stiles tilted his head away from Derek’s chest to stare back at his 
marking. “Maybe the spark knows how to hide it?” 


Peter hummed, he hoped so. Turning back towards the succubus who was presently using Derek as 
a heater Peter advised. “Why don’t we go back in the house, you should get warm and we can 
gather whatever you might want for your nest.” The brilliant smile Stiles gave him had the wolf’s 
heart beating a bit faster. “Come on.” Peter drew Stiles and Derek towards the house, smiling at his 
nephew as they walked, idly listening to Stiles list off the blankets he intended to steal from the 
house. 


Surprisingly it didn’t take long for Stiles to warm himself back up, though that was probably due to 
the fact that he was racing about searching for blankets for his nest. The wolves stayed out of his 
way, wry smirks on their faces as they let Stiles tear apart the house searching for the perfect 
nesting materials. They’d, of course, offered to help, but the succubus had ignored their offering 
and continued on his frantic bid to find all he wanted so he could retire back to his tree. 


“Love you bye!” 


Peter chuckled as Stiles, laden with blankets took off into the woods. “We could have helped.” 


“He wants to do it on his own.” Derek shrugged as he smirked from the doorway watching the teen 
struggle with the heaps of blankets he was stealing for his nest. “Besides he doesn’t like us seeing 
how he does that.” 


“I know...Though I still find that rather childish, it’s not as if it’s some trade secret.” 


Derek turned away from the door trusting Stiles to do what he needed to do, the succubus had 
already warned them that he planned to stay out there and nap in his nest once it was completed. 
Neither wolf anticipated that he’d come back into the house for a day or so which they could deal 
with so long as Stiles was warm enough. 


“Well need to figure out some sort of schedule, I’ m aware there will be many a night where he 
wishes to retire to his nest but for the sake of feeding him we need to keep on top of that.” Peter 
declared as he stared at the calendar that was on the wall, making a small notation that the 
succubus had been with them and thus fed handsomely. “We won’t be letting him backtrack after 
making so much progress.” 


“Of course not.” Derek refused to allow that to happen just because Stiles wished to stay in his 
nest. “Even if he doesn’t stay the night he can come to the house to feed.” 


“Yes, mid-afternoon naps after lunch.” Peter laughed earning himself an eye roll from Derek. 


Sinfully beautiful 


Chapter Summary 


Stiles and the wolf's settle into their house, Stile's tree is warded and the succubus 
finds closure after his tumultuous start. 


Chapter Notes 


THE FINAL CHAPTER! This story has gone on for so long and I'm so pleased to 
wrap it up with this last chapter, I hope you all enjoyed it. 


Stiles gave a small growl that was probably rude but he couldn’t help it, he knew the whole point 
of having the man there was to help, but the spark was touching his tree. He’d been touching his 
tree for a while now, doing all sorts of things that just radiated wrongness deep inside him. Peter 
had stubbornly wrangled him away from harming the stupid human and now he was left to hiss and 
grow] at the bastard. 


“Shush now love.” Peter held the succubus back as the spark trailed around the grand oak. “He’ ll 
be done in a moment.” Peter sighed as Stiles’ talons dug into his arm as the shifted succubus bared 
his fangs at the spark who was ignoring him and the impressive threat he made. 


Derek sent a baleful look towards Stiles, he didn’t fault the succubus for guarding his tree but it 
was Clear the spark wasn’t hurting it. The man had been cautious the entire time he’d been there, 
and Derek had to admit that he was giving the man some credit for the work he’d done and how 
careful he was not to irk their more primal sides. Leaving Peter to wrangle Stiles, Derek 
questioned. “What about the brand? Can you hide that?” 


The spark looked over to the Alpha before following his finger towards the tree, the man smirked, 
chuckled, and revealed. “Sorry, I can’t hide that.” 


Derek sighed, well it was worth a shot. 


“But you don’t really have to worry about that.” The spark smiled. “It’s invisible, even I can’t see 
it.” 


Derek blinked in surprise. “Seriously?” 
“It’s only visible to those he wants it to be visible to, he trusts you and so you can see it.” 


Peter grinned upon hearing that, pleased to know that no one could pick the tree out of the forest 
knowing it was tied to Stiles. Well, unless one looked up, the wolf canted his head back to stare up 
through the branches. Stiles’ nest was high up, thickly made in the bow of dense branches the oak 
tree was made of. 


His attention was once more brought down to said succubus when Stiles hissed at the spark who 


had crouched down to touch the roots of the tree. Sighing Peter nuzzled the back of the sex 
demon’s head and muttered. “It’s alright sweetheart, he’s nearly done and then you can chase him 
off the property.” 


Derek snorted at Peter’s promise, they wouldn’t be letting Stiles do that though Derek would be 
eager to see the man leave the property for good. The sudden flare of blue light drew all of their 
attention as a circle formed around the tree, the bright blue light dying out a moment later as the 
spark stood up with a nod of approval. “It’s safe?” 


The spark turned and smiled. “It’s nice and sealed, its’ as protected as a succubi’s tree can get, the 
rest is up to you.” 


Derek nodded, they wouldn’t be letting anyone near the forest, let alone Stiles’ tree. “Good.” 


“Thank you for your help,” Peter stated politely even as he jerked back on the succubus who was 
baring his fangs at the man who was still touching the tree trying to lunge at him. “He thanks you 
as well.” 


The spark laughed as the wolf tried to be polite on the succubus’ behalf. “Yeah, I bet he 
does...Well, if there isn’t anything else you guys need I’m gonna head out. You know how to get a 
hold of me if something comes up.” He motioned to Stiles. “If he moves trees let me know, the 
magic won’t follow him so the new tree would need to be warded.” 


“Would he do that now that we’re settled?” Peter questioned, they had a large property but the wolf 
was hopeful that wouldn’t be something to worry about. 


The spark shrugged. “Not likely, if something was going on and he felt threatened 
maybe...Chances are the only thing that would make him move trees is if something started 
happening to this one. Wood rot or bugs, something like that, otherwise he’s good.” 


Peter hummed, he’d somehow forgotten that the tree was just that, a tree, it was still subjected to 
the rigors of the world. Just because Stiles claimed it didn’t mean the wood was anymore resilient 
than the next one. “Thank you, we’ll be sure to call if something should happen.” 


Nodding the spark smiled at the hissing succubus. “It’s a good tree, should last you a long time 
with roots like these.” Giving a wave the spark began to weave through the trees back towards the 
driveway. 


Derek wanted to follow the man but first, he turned to make sure Peter had Stiles well in hand, the 
last thing they needed was the possessive succubus stalking the spark. He smirked when Peter 
stood guard as Stiles prowled the circle around his tree ensuring it hadn’t been damaged, Peter 
nodded and Derek took his leave to make sure the spark truly left the property while Peter kept 
Stiles in the woods. 


“It’s alright darling he didn’t hurt it.” Peter smiled as Stiles sent him a dark look before continuing 
his patrol around the tree. The wards had sunken into the earth and were no longer visible, but that 
didn’t seem to stop Stiles from looking for them. Peter let his eyes settle on the dark brand on the 
tree’s trunk, the mark that proved the tree was Stiles’ tether to the mortal realm. The knowledge 
that only he and Derek could see it was a powerful bit of information and left the wolf feeling that 
much better about Stiles being alone in the woods now that no one could tell from looking that it 
belonged to the succubus. 


“Tt smells funny.” 


Peter smiled gently at the pouting demon. “That will fade darling, and as you can see he didn’t hurt 
your tree.” 


Stiles huffed as he walked over to curl into Peter. “It feels funny.” The wolf hummed curiously, 
Stiles was left to mutter. “It itches...Kinda.” 


Peter wasn’t certain how that worked for Stiles, how he bonded in such a way to feel the tree like 
that, but he sympathized all the same. “I’m sure once the magic has settled it will return to 
normal.” Whatever that normal might be that is. “Besides, now that it’s all done we can rest easy 
knowing people can’t simply find it as we’d originally assumed.” 


Stiles hummed, that much was true. The mark that was clear as day to them was apparently 
invisible, a strange thing though Stiles had to admit he was thankful for it. It was kinda an eyesore 
compared to the wood around it. 


Hearing footsteps Stiles turned a dark glare in place just on the off chance that the spark was 
returning, the dark look faded into a smile when it was just Derek. The wolf glanced towards 
Stiles’ tree a moment before looking back at him, Stiles motioned for the Alpha to come closer and 
once he was safely wrapped up in both of his mate's bodies did the succubus admit. “I wish you 
two could understand this...It’s weird but good.” 


Peter smiled at the succubus who had over the last few hours been attempting to relate to them how 
having a tree felt. “Darling it’s probably akin to us having pack bonds.” 


Stiles hummed, he wasn’t sure if it was the same thing or not, but even if it wasn’t Stiles felt good 
about having the wolves there with him. Having them see his tree, and protect it if he couldn’t 
though Stiles was totally ready to throw down to protect his not so little Christmas tree. 


“Are you coming back to the house with us?” 


Stiles shook his head, no, he couldn’t leave his tree just yet. Not after the spark had messed with 
things, everything felt...Displaced, Stiles needed time in his nest to solidify everything and make 
sure that whatever protections the spark provided him didn’t screw with his connection to it. “No, 
I’m gonna stay here a while.” 


“Alright.” Derek kissed the side of Stiles’ head. “We’ll be at the house if you need us.” Derek 
trailed off towards the house prepared to wait for Stiles to come and spend time with him or Peter 
after he was comfortable with his tree. 


Peter sighed, things had fallen into place. Stiles finally had a tree and now that it was protected 
there was little to fear of anyone or anything coming for the succubus. The new land was vast, 
plentiful, and theirs. Peter kissed Stiles’ head and whispered. “Don’t stay out all day sweetheart, 
we still have rooms to christen.” He grinned when Stiles laughed, kissing him once more Peter left 
the succubus to tend his tree. 


Stiles smiled as he watched Peter head back towards the house as Derek had just a few moments 
prior, he looked back at his tree and nodded his head. His wings flared out brilliantly before with a 
hearty beat of them Stiles flew up, climbing short distances in the tree to reach his nest. 


Stiles trilled happily as he curled up in the warm nest of blankets, fixing a few that had fallen out of 
place and pulling one to cover his body as his wings draped around him. Relaxing in his nest, the 
sun still bright above him Stiles closed his eyes and slept deeply safe and secure. 


KOKK K KKK K ok 


Stiles smirked at the wolf who stared at him in shock, never missing a beat Stiles asked. “Can I 
come in or do I have to pay the cover?” The wolf nodded stammering a bit to let him in, but it was 
clear to the succubus that the man wasn’t certain what to do with him. That was fine, he wasn’t the 
person Stiles was there to see. Walking through the back hallway, Stiles made his way to the set of 
stairs that lead to the office, he waved to the wolf before climbing them. 


He knocked but didn’t wait for a reply before going into the office. The snarl that had started from 
his impromptu entrance cut out abruptly, Stiles smiled. “Hey, remember me?” 


Marcus scowled at the succubus, glancing past him waiting a moment only to huff and glowered 
back at the young man. “Where is your Alpha?” 


“Probably having a fucking meltdown at this moment cause I managed to lie to him about going 
for coffee...Again.” Stiles laughed when Marcus growled in the most annoyed way possible, 
shaking his head Stiles walked around the man’s desk well aware he was putting the Alpha on 
alert. 


He wasn’t there to harm anyone, no, he’d come for one reason and one reason only. Stiles smiled 
at the now leery wolf, taking a soft breath he let his glamor fall and untucked his wings from 
around his body. He bared himself plainly showing his wings in all their glory and his healthy 
figure, Marcus’ eyes widened and Stiles smiled. “Thank you.” 


Marcus blinked confused. “Thank you? What are you thanking me for?” 


Stiles laughed as he tucked his wings back around his body. “For not giving up on me...And for 
being just enough of an asshole to call Peter and Derek and demand he come pick me up.” 


Marcus snorted at the reason for the succubus’ gratitude. “I take it that your Alpha and you worked 
things out then.” 


“We have land...And I have a tree.” Stiles couldn’t stop himself from trilling upon saying that, but 
the blush from the wolf's laughter was worth it. Clearing his throat, Stiles said. “I just wanted to 
come and say thank you since I was nearby... You didn’t have to take me in like that...Let me stay 
around you and your pack and deal with...Well, everything.” Stiles shrugged his shoulders 
apathetically. 


Marcus hummed as he eyed the succubus up and down, he was healthy and glowing if there was 
ever such a term for a succubus. “You’re happy with them.” It wasn’t a question, just a fact, but the 
nod he got in return had Marcus nodding his head. “Good.” 


Stiles leaned forward and hugged the Alpha, well aware he was probably pushing boundaries, but 
he needed this closure from his old life. The life that would have ended gruesomely and painfully if 
he’d stayed on the streets rather than coming to love his wolves. Backing up, Stiles enforced his 
glamor hiding his more demonic appendages with an impish smirk. 


Chuckling Marcus motioned to the door. “Go on, I best not see you around here again unless 
you’re looking for work.” 


Stiles laughed. “They would literally kill me if I worked here, no offense.” 


Marcus nodded, he knew how territorial wolves were, he was one of them. “Go on, go home.” 


“Bye.” Stiles waved as he left Marcus’ office and headed back down to the main level of the club. 
Stiles smiled at the bouncer who had let him in through the back door, he’d been waiting, clearly 
on guard and prepared to summon the troops if Stiles did something untoward towards his Alpha. 
Stiles winked before walking down the hallway towards the exit, the huff that got him had the teen 
snickering. God, it was fun to mess with people, especially wolf people. 


KOKK K KKK K ok 


Stiles opened the door to the house calling out loudly. “I’m back!” He smirked knowing full well 
he didn’t need to shout to alert his mates that he was home, they’d heard the car long before he’d 
parked it. Shutting the front door with his hip Stiles carried the drink carrier with him into the 
living room where the two wolves were seated, setting it down on the coffee table before looking 
up, his smile fell away. Stiles frowned glancing from one wolf to the other, they were both 
scowling at him. “What’s wrong?” 


Peter sighed, not bothering to look Derek’s way to make sure the younger Alpha was on board, 
Peter said. “You went to get coffee.” 


“Uh... Yeah?” Stiles pointed to the carrier holding their drinks. “That’s coffee.” 
“Tt is.” 


Stiles frowned at Derek when the wolf stated the obvious in a droll tone of voice. “What’s going 
on here? Is this some kind of coffee intervention because I asked specifically if you wanted 
coffee.” 


Peter shook his head before pulling out his phone and offering it to the succubus. “Check the 
voicemail.” 


“Alright...” Stiles took the phone and keyed up the first voicemail, he made a show of putting the 
phone to his ear while telling the wolf. “You guys are acting really wei-Oh my god that’s Marcus!” 
Stiles wrenched the phone away from his ear to glare at it. “You fucking asshole!” 


“Stiles.” 


Tensing the succubus looked up to Derek and said. “I can explain, I can really really explain.” The 
frustrated look on Derek’s face proved the wolf wasn’t so certain, but Stiles smiled and said. “I 
went to the club, and I did see Marcus...But it was just to thank him.” 


“Thank him?” 


Stiles nodded at Peter. “He didn’t give up on me, and he practically threw me in a closet so you 
two could come and pick me up when it would have been so much easier to just toss me outside 
and threaten me if I ever came back...He didn’t do that.” Stiles looked down at the wolf's phone. 
“He didn’t understand all that had gone on, but he did his best to make me feel safe and his pack 
did what they could...As much as I'd let them anyway.” Looking up to his mates Stiles smiled. “I 
went to thank him and show him that I’m not skin and bones anymore.” Dropping his glamor Stiles 
flared his wings and proudly said. “See? He was pretty shocked, but I just... Needed him to know.” 


Peter smiled at the teen as Stiles self consciously curled his wings around himself, wary of 
whatever backlash his mind was cooking up. “That’s why you went to the club darling? To say 


thank you?” 


“Yeah.” Stiles nodded. “He said to leave and never come back unless I wanted a job, I said you’d 
kill me if I came to work for him and he laughed.” 


Peter snorted, at least the Alpha had a sense of humor which made the voicemail make all the more 
sense. “Finish the message darling.” 


Groaning Stiles put the phone back to his ear after replaying the message, he scowled listening as 
Marcus began his tirade of how Stiles had come to the club again after Marcus had sworn to Peter 
and Derek what would happen if he returned. 


Then, oddly enough, the anger-filled voice twisted into something that most didn’t hear from the 
wolf, his pack aside. Stiles smiled softly as he listened to the man thank Peter for saving him, and 
to keep doing whatever it was he had done that somehow made Stiles see sense. The wolf spoke of 
how clear it was that Stiles no longer hated himself or his body, and was just overall happy. 


Stiles closed his eyes as they misted up a bit upon hearing the man’s voice be so genuine with his 
mate, he laughed when at the end, Marcus swore once more that if Stiles returned Peter wouldn’t 
get him back for free. Pulling the phone away from his ear the succubus looked towards the now 
smiling wolves. “You’re all assholes, making me freak out when you already knew what had 
happened.” 


“Ah, but we wanted to hear your side of it, darling.” 


Huffing Stiles threw the man’s phone at him before storming around to climb into Derek’s lap, he 
pouted at the Alpha though it was clear Derek wasn’t swayed. “That was mean, I wouldn’t feed off 
of someone else.” 


“We had hoped darling, but hearing Marcus’ voice in my inbox was...Startling, to say the least, and 
more so until we heard the rest of the message.” 


Stiles hummed, he could see it from their point of view. Stiles kissed Derek gently before pulling 
back to say. “There’s no way in hell I’m screwing some half-drunk human again when I have you 
two, you, I love, you’re not just food to me... You know that.” 


“We do,” Derek assured Stiles. “And I’m glad you got to talk to him if that’s what you needed.” 


Stiles nodded, it had been. “I kinda boasted about my tree a bit.” The wolves laughed at him, but 
honestly, it wasn’t Stiles’ fault that he found pride in that. “Shut up...I can’t help it.” Burying his 
face in Derek’s neck Stiles muttered with a small smile. “This is home, you two are my mates...I’m 
not going to leave you to shack up in some club, not even one as nice as Marcus’.” 

“Tm glad to hear it, sweetheart.” Peter scooted over to trail a hand down the succubus’ body, 
gently touching him as he said. “But in the future, don’t try to cover up your activities with 
coffee...We’re starting to have issues with that.” 


Stiles laughed as he pulled back to stare at the wolf. “You’re getting a complex about me going out 
for coffee?” 


“It’s when you cause trouble.” 


Stiles glared at Derek, but the Alpha just smirked clearly undeterred by the small hiss he gave him. 
“Not funny.” 


“True.” Derek countered before kissing the irritable succubus, he reached up to stroke Stiles’ 
cheek. “But we love you anyway.” 


“Yes, and at least this time you did bring us coffee.” 


Stiles rolled his eyes as he curled into Derek, legs stretched out across Peter’s lap as he told the 
wolves. “I had considered it you know.” 


“Hm?” Peter took a drink of his latte that Stiles had gotten for him. “Considered what darling?” 


“Working at his club now that I’m...Better.” The possessive growls had Stiles laughing, he shook 
his head and waved his hand to quiet them. “No. No. Listen...I’m just saying me using my allure 

on some poor sap so he could have his memory erased before he even did anything and getting paid 
sounds pretty nice.” 


Peter laughed at the cunning little racket Stiles had thought up involving the Glawkus woman in 
the club. “I don’t think even Marcus would approve of that darling, and you won’t be participating 
in that club's activities.” 


“Never.” 


Stiles rolled his eyes at Derek who clearly wasn’t seeing the humor in it, he gave the wolf a peck 
on the lips and said. “The only one I’m going to be strutting around naked for is you and Peter.” He 
promised the wolf before amending. “And maybe the little fox that keeps coming around my tree.” 


Peter smirked. “I don’t think we have much to fear from the fox.” 


“No, but he’s really cute and he’s so fucking confused as to why I’m in a tree.” Stiles laughed 
loudly at the poor animal's plight. “He comes by all the time and just stares up at me, making little 
noises. It’s adorable and I totally want to keep him.” 


“You’re not keeping a fox, he’s wild,” Derek muttered. “He can stay out by your tree but don’t 
start feeding him.” 


Stiles pouted. “But he’s all alone.” 

“Foxes don’t need humans to survive Stiles.” 

“T m not human.” 

Derek blew out a long breath before looking at Peter. “Your turn.” 


Peter smirked as the duty of wrangling Stiles in became his problem. “Darling, the little fox can 
take care of himself, I shouldn’t think you’re without canine companions at the moment,” Peter 
smirked as Derek growled at him for the comparison between them and the fox, Stiles at least was 
laughing at the ill fitted joke. 


Stiles purred against Derek garnering his attention from growling at Peter, rubbing his head against 
Derek in a scent marking way had the wolf making a pleased rumbling sound which was what he 
was wanting. Backing up a bit now that Derek was in a bit of a better mood, he said. “Fine, but I 
fully expect you to howl at the moon or something.” 


“Really?” 


Stiles smirked at the irritation lining the wolf's voice and face. “Alright... How about...” He tilted 


his head considering what demand he wanted to make of Derek in exchange for not domesticating 
the fox out in the forest. “How about you and I take a drive tomorrow.” 


Peter snorted, well aware of what ‘take a drive’ meant, when Derek sent him a look Peter 
shrugged. “You haven’t gotten it detailed after the last time.” 


Sighing Derek gave the smirking sex demon a tired look. “Fine, but you need to work on keeping 
those talons of yours under control.” 


“Okay.” Stiles gave Derek a quick peck on the lips before telling Peter. “Wanna go have some 
fun?” 


Peter grinned at the invitation. “Hungry darling?” 


“Well, the club was pretty distracting...But knowing I had you two here kinda got me more 
excited.” 


Peter stood up holding out a hand for Stiles and drawing the teen away from his nephew and into 
his arms. “T ll make for a far better partner than anything you could have scrounged up at the 
club.” 


Stiles gave the wolf a small kiss. “Yeah, and you let me sleep with you afterward.” 


Peter huffed as if that was the only good reason to sleep with him, seeing the mischievous glint in 
the succubus’ eye he commented. “No more visits to the club, they bring the devil out in you.” 


Stiles laughed as he pulled on Peter towards the hallway, towards the stairs so they might go to the 
wolf's bedroom. “You love my devilish side.” 


“I do, but I wish to keep you to ourselves darling.” 


“T m yours,” Stiles promised as they climbed the stairs, raising his voice despite it not being 
needed. “And I’m gonna ruin Derek’s car tomorrow proving it.” 


Peter choked on air, laughing as they both heard Derek growl at the promise Stiles had made. 
“Upstairs you little minx.” Peter swatted the succubus only to glare when Stiles smirked and 
swatted at him with his tail before running up the stairs. “Oh, darling you’re just asking for it.” The 
wolf prowled up the stairs chasing after the happy demon, whatever doubts had plagued him and 
Derek upon hearing the other Alpha’s voice long since faded. Stiles was there to stay, he was 
happy and healthy, and all theirs. 
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